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PREFACE. 


Tue papors entitled Literary Chit-Chat wore wuitton at irre- 
gular intorvals for a Caloutta periodical, Tho render will hardly 
neod to bo told that thoy wero produced with no toil of propa- 
ration, Tho matter, bo its quality what it may, was always 
1endy, and, with rospect to tho style, I had rarely the Joisura 
or the inelination to bestow upon it that caro which compositions 
of moré protension would have demanded, Somo of tho faults 
of this work, (if I do not groatly flattor my own judgment) [ 
oan oasily porcoive,—I wish I could as oasily romovo them, 
Who chief dofect porhaps, is a want of dramatic charactor and 
kooping. 1t was not, howovor, intonded that thoßo convorsa- 
tions, though regulmly numbered, and appearing under tho same 
goneral title, should “havo any necessary connection with onch 
othor., I had no fixed plan 3 80 that ench aubaoquont paper waa 
indopondont of its predocossor. I had ofton quite forgotton what 
A or B, or any other gontloman of the Alphabet, had said upon 
tho samo subject somo weeks or months bofore, ad I madi- 
tated a volume, I should havo been more caroful and oxact. But 
it novor ocourred to mo for a moment that I might bo induood to 
collect and ropublish this unconnected gossip, until some friends, 
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ho had beon good-natured onough to be pleased with it, as it 
0 
uppoared in the columns of the Literary Caseite, osprensod a wish 


to see it inv shape somewhat more pormanont aud convenient, 


* Author is onsily porsundedt (hat even hin least successful pro 
duetions aro not altogothor worthloss, ‘Chongh painfully conscious 
of tho many dofeets of this volume, J venture lo express a hope, 
that itis not without auch qualities as may ponsibly contribute 
to the amuxement and inatruetion of moro Ua ono clan of 
readora. Lf I did not think it had its redeaming points, L should 
of gourag have withhold tts publication altagethon Many of the 
subjocts handlod, and the o¢gasional apeciman-exdtracts fron adinir- 
nblo writers, possoms a peculiar and independent intorest. — tt 
no comments of mine gould much inorenss Chat interest, neither 
oould they ontivoly destroy it. LC neod not despair, therafore, off 
communivating some dogreo of ploasure lo tho lovors of Literatura 
in goneral, aud oxpocially to thoso young Iindu studoats who 
ave ansious lo acquire & critical knowlodgo of recent English 
writers, In those conversations, in whieh J trast the charac 
tors of nuthors are fairly vanvaxned, they may funiliarize them - 
aelvos with foth sides of immmy a qnontion of great Hterary 
intorost, and leuru to avoid thot onasided gxtraynzganuu of peaisy 
or vonsure, which id Uho bosetting sin ef ot thues, und which 
has loworad tho dignity and lessonod tho utility of publig oriti- 
gism. Perhaps, tuo, theso not wholly fetitiots conversations 
(some of which indeud are Hide moro thun report of metal 
oolloguiva,) might sugeost to thom tho profit al delight of simi. 
lav litorary converse with their ednentod countrymen. 1 Lonight 
thus eontibuts, however indiroetly, to raise tho Lone vf gouver. 


pation in tho homes of tho rising generation of Ilinddus, (always 
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to mo, from my peculiar connection with thom, 1 most intorest-, 
a 
ing class of my follow-croaturos,) J showld oxult in a consum- 


mation so dovoutly to bo wished. 


Though, as 1 havo alroady confossed, I had no fixed flan in’ 
the arrangoment and composition of the Literary Chit-Chat, I 
novo wholly lost sight of ono important object—an endeavour to 
counterbalance, as for as I could, (with limited powors and within a 
limitod sphore) tho orroncous and too proyalont one-sided systom 
of public criticism, ‘True criticism, ospecially upon poets, is so 
rare an excellence, that porhaps I lay myself open to tho charge 
of presumption in attompting to sottle questions, on which mon 
immeasurably suporior to mysolf, hayo come to what I cannot 
holp considoring vory orronoous decisions, But tho ficld of ori- 
ticism is open alike to all mon. Evelty man posseasos tho right of 
privato judgmont, and must uso his froultios as ho bost may, It 
is alwas possiblo that an individual may catch certain glimpsos of 
truth which, from a varioty of cansos, have oscaped a moro gifted 
vision, I have endoavored to show what can be urgod both for 
and against an author's claims ; and, in justico to myaolf, L may 
obsorvo that my own opinion is usually on tho most favorable 
sto, or wilh tho most moderate speaker, though’ T must somo- 
times admit tho fores of objoctions that aro advanced by tho 
oppowita party. Porliaps tho roador will gonovally porcoive to 


which side J loan, 


Twill take tho advantage,of the prosont opportunity to make 
two or threo observations on tho subject of poetical criticism, It 
is not prosaic-minded mon alono who avo bad critios upon pootry: 
vory fow poots thomsolyes aro good judgos of oxcellenco in their 
own art, Thoy avo gencrally doomod infalliblo as critios upon 
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pootry ; but it isa gront mistako, Phoy often climb tho ateopa 
of Parnasaua with great facility themsolyvex, without tho power 
to moasuro with oxactness tho progress of thir compotilars, Qn 
tio olkor hand, wo somotinws discover at tho foot of the ylortous 
mountain a tuo eritio, who, (hough giflad with a pootionl sensi. 
bility, inatead of aiming to distinguish himself hy lia own exce 
tions in tho art divine, is contented to admire tho works of others, 
aud who can wateh with gonerous interest, and doting with inipar. 
tiality and precision, the achiovemonts of moro ambitions natures, 
Poots aro seldom Catholia in their taste, Thoy aro self-invelyed, 
and weddod to favorite thoorios. Uf they doviato from their own 
peeuliar walk, to judgo of that of others, they fool no fremhness 
in tho airy thoy seo no flowors on tho roadside 5 ~ + 
The diverfohanted varth 


Vath lant ite lustro.“ 


Thus, Wordsworth marvels how any ono can recognizo pootioal 
morit in Drydon, or Popo, or Cray, Tord Byron pretended to think 
Milton and Bhakupenro oxtravagantly overrated, and hinted 
protty cluarly, Chat Popo was immeasurably nuporter to ther 
oth, Aro thaw obliquition ef judgmont tho vomalt at’ euvy und 
wounded pride, or ay all-absorbings solfidolutyy ? TH iC ponnilile 
that Wordsworth, dimly conseious of his own vorhonity, his selon 
Tunviness of moyomont, and his want of point, and condontration, 
und dirveetnogs, is voxod, in hia aoorot heart, ab the universal re- 
vognition of Popo's lorsonoss, and polish, and provision in his 
othioul esnays, Uno pungoncy of his antiron, the inimitable grave 
of his bnmortal compliments, and tho light gaioty and apariding 
wit of his Rape of the Lok? Doos ho wish to lower the yvalno 
of Uhoxe qualities which aro boyond hiv vench ¢ or is ho really 
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incapable of poresiving thom? Did Byron olovate Popo, as eome 
think that Wordsworth depreciated him—from a purely selfish 
considoration ?—~ 

Fondly wo think we honor merit then 

When we but praiso omeelyea in other men, 

Tf*Popo could bo proved to bo suporior to Shakspearo and 
Milton, Byron had uo need to dospair of taking a placo in the 
vory highost rank of pootical gonius. Byron was, indecd, a vory 
diforont poot from Popo, but he did not think so himsolf, and 
probably ho fancied that his Zngtish Bards and Scotch Review- 
ors was something in tho style of tho Dunotad, and that his 
Ilints from Horace might stand a comparison with Popo’s Jint- 
tations. But though Byron’s gonius was ossontially difforont, in 
many rorpects, from that of Popo, there wor yot moro points of 
yesomblaneo betweon them, than could be found botweon the 
genius 6f Uhe noble poot and that of his most distinguished con- 
tomporarios, IIo oxhibilod much of that worldly sagacity and 
Knowlodgo of daily life which wo find in Popo, Ilis quicknoss 
of observation, his masoulino good sonso, and his simple foreo 
and clonenoss of stylo, wore in direct opposition to the transeen- 
dental mystorios of Coloridga and Shelloy, who wroto for poots 
ani motaphysicians’ and ieeluso sludents, while Byron wrote 
for man of the world, and in a mannor intelligible to ovory ono. 
But, with all his shrewdness, tho noble poot was any thing but 
a doop and pationt thinker, and amidst wll Wordsworth’s puori- 
jitios, thoro avo ocensional indiontions of a philosophy that was 
poyoud tho roach of Byron, Tho latter had no fixed prineiplos 
of any sort on any aubjoot, and contfessod. that he was always of 


tho opinion of tho Instspoaker, Nothing can oxcced tho incon- 
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sistent oxtpavaganco of his puntiont oriticisms, Tn oa seo up 
pootieal morit, ho clovated Roars, nob ouly sbove Moore and 
Campbell, but above Southey, Wordsworth, and Coloridgo! No 
Rhouthoy of twolve years of ago would commit xo proms an 
orror, if ho had read the works of all those pools with an unbiased 
mind. Byron thought bwo or throo of Moore's Melodies * worth 
all the opios that ever wero eompoxed 5"? thal ix to sny, that tho 
works of Tlomor and Milton avo uothing to thom. Tho consi. 
dered Torace Walpole’s play of Zha Mystorions Aluthey “vu 
tragoily of the highost ardor.” Coloridga desertbarl it ns «the most 
disgusting, dotostable, vila composition, that over enmo from 
the hand of man.'“* Whonovor Byron ventured to explain tho 
grounda of his oritival opinions, ho botrayed how libile ho had 
atudiod the first principles of iis art. Popo, ho argued, was tho 
first of pools, beanuso his chiof subject was tho Anat of subjoott-— 
othios ov moral truth ;—on which principle, Tanne Watts was 
a poet of highor rank than Comer, Thon, his Lordship, in the 
Rams page, conlonda, with a plonsant inconsistonyy, Uint thy sub. 
Jeet of a poot’a vorae is not tho main poind for consideration in 
estimating hia powera, but tho eaeertion ss To adda thal «No 


# Tt Byron mistouk tho rank of Walpolo'a Mysto tony Atother, Colon 
vidya fell into ag great an error fe apeaking of Wordawortl'a (uijgely of 
Lhe Borderers, Th a Vetter to May Guttle he says, Ela (Wordaworth'a) 
teania in wbaolutely wonderful. You know f do wot commonly speak hi snoh 
abrupt and unminglod phrases, and thorofore will the mare readily buliove 
me. ‘There are profound touches of the humun heart, which T find Uies ov 
four timer in the Kodéers of Sehillor and qffon in Shakspeary, but da Wards« 
worth there aieno inequatities” "Thin tragedy haa incu been published, 
Maw tha public confirmed Colerldge's criticim? fas any one elac aeen 
Shadsprarn wHhont his dnequatitios in Uw page of Wordaworth? The truth 
ix that Wordaworth, though a truly fine pooty in hia way the fest of living 
youts · has not ono apark of the dramatic faculix, 
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who oundoutos bost is tho highost.’’ But this unfortunate addi- 
tion goes boyond the mark; for it would mako the aifthor of 
an imporfoal, but yot noble opie, inforior in rank to tho author 
of a porfeot epigram. 

Tt nob unfroquently happens, that the best poots aro tho worst 
critios, and tho best critics the worst poots, Though Lord 
Joſſroy has bean himself most plontifully ridiowled for his ridioulo 
of Wordsworth, ho is, after all, ono of tho soundost oritics of 
modorn times, Yet he who knows so well how to distinguish 
good pootry from bed, when ho criticizes tho works of othors, 
haa invited tho attontion of the public to somo vory poor vorsos 
of his own, 


The rich abundanco of genuine talent now visiblo in English 
porlodical litorature roflects high h$nor on tho charactor of ow 
country, hie speculations on most subjecta of human know- 
lodgo if our largo roviows oxhibit profound study, extensivo 
lonrning, and both forco and subtlety of intollect, But yot, in 
all this noblo display of our mental resources, thoro is, com- 
paratively sponking, vory little pooticnl eriticism thnt desorves 
tho namo. In many of tho ossays on tho ohdractoristies of ow 
most distinguished pools, there is unquestionably much powor of 
composition, ant moh brilliant and ingenious thought, But 
thoy aro too often doflciont in honost and erroful discrimination, 
in indopendenco and impartiality of judgmont, and in sober 
truth, Somo tivonty or thirty years ago, party spirit influonced 
the most abstract motaphysioal discussions, and puro Litoraturo, 
and tho most dolicato creations of the poct, wore tuned into 
matorials of political warfare, mtd tho most malignant and 
atrocious libola, The frst question that prosented itself to the 
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evitie was, not whether the book under notico was a good ora 
Dad ons, hut whothor the author was a Whig ore Tory. As, 
therefore, tho publie know bofore hand (hat it was not tho quality 


sworsf a prom, bub tho politivs of the pool, that dovided his fate, the 


annonucement of a eriique in the Hainburgh and tho Quertarly 
on tho same ininstrel, if his politienl opinions were of a dyeided 
charactor, ramountod to an inGimation divi ho was to ho tho 
oljeet of glorification on ono sido, and of insult, calumny, and 
ridigulo on the other, No author could expoot tho leat honesty 
or candour from a roviewer, whose politics wore diffuront from 
his own. Pooplo calling themselves gentlemen, and, perhaps, 
so deomed by their nasovintes, no sooner sentod thomaelyes in tho 
erilio’s chair, than they Inid aside all the eourtenios of eiviliaad 
life, forgot ovory principloe of honor and lumanity, aud gon. 
du¢tod themselves like drunken disputonts, or hivod fasassing, 


This abominable abuso of tho oritio's privilogos is hippily at 
an ond. ‘Tho natural good sonso and good fooling of tho public, 
havo, at last, pat itdown, hut axtremes ineot,  Tndiseriminate 
Taudation of popular pouts, be their polities what thoy may, las 
aucceaded the praotieo of converting literary eritioiam into purty 
and porsonal controversy. "Cho dite of wn wit’ ig no longer 
“a warfare upon earth.” Tho ro-netion ix, of convae, accoptublo, 
though nob oxnetly® what it onght to boy bub it will prebally 
ho womo yours yot before ovitiviam shall recover its original 
position, and vonssumo ity peouliar dution, an a cool and ime 
partial judge, At present ib no col medium knows," It ta 
all passion. Tho pools aro gods-tho crities aro idulutera. 
Tho suporastitious revorane’, for example, with whieh all owe 


reviowors now regard tho poot Wordawarth, renders them quite 
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blind to defects that ave absolutely offensive to tho gonoral oyo, 
and thoy speak of him in torms of oulogy that would bo: extra- 


yagant if applicd to Shakspoaro or to Millon. 


Wordsworth is undoubtedly a true post, but ho stands not iff 
tho highost rauk. Ilo cannot be placed side by sido with tho wi- 
dost and loftiést of human intolloots, without 9 most unwarrantablo 
saovifleo of tho ordinary oritionl distinctions, Both he and Lord 
Byron have a narrow rango;—-the ono rovoals calm thoughts 
and lovely visions—tho moods of his own yory peculiarly consti- 
tuted mind,—and tho othor concontrates his intollect upon his 
own vehomont and tumultuous foclings, and but multiplies his 
own imago in ull hig dramas, It is not disputed that Byron’s 
porsonal emotions aro oxprossod with burning cnorgy, nor that 
Wordsworth’s bost passages avo onrighod with profound and vir- 
tuous sentifiont, ombodiod in olovatod and porspicuous diction, 
But thase merits, groat as thoy aro, do not includo all tho ossen- 
tial qualifications of a poot of tho vory highest order, It would 
bo a oritioal sin of no ordinary magnitude to confound the poou- 
Naritios of thoso two poots, so ossontinlly distinet ; but it would 
sink into a vonial and unimportant error if compared with tho 
monstrous absurdity of assigning to tho author of Childe Harold 
tho variod powers of « Shakspoaro, or to thé singularly unequal, 
and too ofton verboso and feeble poot of tho Lakes, tho attri- 
‘butos “of tho majestic and mighty Milton, And yot, such 
mistakes as theso aro by no mouns raro in the oriticism of tho 


day, 


Moat of the youngor poota of the time havo had their minds 
built up of tho voyy mixed matorfala which may be gathered 


aii PREFAGH, 
from a atuly of Coleridge, Sholay, Koats, aud Wordsworth, 
Nu loader of d now svhool has yot mado his appoaranes. Foy a 
fow years Seutt, and thon Byvon, obtained a orowd of imitators, 
—AI whom the publio vory soon grow heartily sick, boenuse tho 
extornal characteristies of those poota wero so cually ansumed, 
that writers of somo degres of calont, hut utterly defeiont in any 
sort of genius, contrived to vulgarize Chemd”yy naunooun repoti- 
tion, until they booamo almost as offensive ax fashionable rongs in 
the mouths of strech minstrels, Whon it was dixcoyored that it was 
possible lo adopt a cortnin ono and diction, without ono apark of 
tho gonina which alono rondored thom delightful, tho mogking 
hirds wero silenced by genoral ridloulo und indignation, Unfors 
tunately, thoy nob only brought contempt upon themaylyes, 
hub Jessoned Mo attraction of tho Lellor apirity whom they 
had mimicked, Po this day Svott has hardly rogoverod from 
the injury, Byron has suffered lesa soveroly, Lor tho Passionate 
cnorgy of his Muso is now apprevielod as much as overs —not hy 
tho professional eritics, indeod, but hy the publig at largo. he 
periodical reviewers almost unanimowly condemn him, as dofletont 
in that motaphysieal drowmingss and nystionl spirituality, whivl 
avo regarded ax Ut only truvo signs Uhad a poet hag travellad “in 
the roulms of golds” or bronthod the puro air ef tho topmost 
loights of Parnansus. Dirvetness of purpose amd trutsparoney 
of diction aro now futel objections to a pout's claims, Ue ho 
understood by the multitude, he must revlon upon het deaplacd 
by tho erities,  Tntelliyibility is a fault not to bo forgiven, A 
cloudy anyntieism gvovers a mullitude of wins, With the erltios 
of this day w turbid stream is always deop, A. yor ov tivo ago, 
yom ono publishod a bouk of vorsos enlladl Aeudies af Sensation 


e 
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and Evont. Tiven Loigh Tant, in nome respects one of the very 
beat critica of his timo, recognized marks of groat genius in this 
pook, which not ono aducated man in fifty would protend to un- 
dorstand. But ho, like other poots and critics of this ago, zeema 
sometimes fo onteriain tho notion thal tranparency is shatlow- 
noss, and that when a man’s thoughts are onvaloped in imponotea- 
blo clouds, thoy invest necessarily be instinct with some portion of 
tho cloctticity of gonins. But how ofton the most common. 
place ideas and sontimonts havo beon conocalod under o veil 
of mysticism! It is vory truo that thoro is a sort of cloyor 
jugglory in this deception, A man who can so inyort tho purpose 
of languago na to givo to simplo thoughts an air of sublimity or 
dopth, cannot bo uttorly contemptible in point of intellect; for 
words ovo not liko tho common tools of tho mechanic, to be 
handled with doxtority by d blockhead. But this literary trickery 
ig always absurd and roprohonsible, and, though it may servo n 
writor’y purpose to a certain oxtont, and for a short timo, it is 
auvo to cause him, aoonor or Inter, to fall into nogloot antl oblivion, 
Obseurity of diction is not, howovor, in all casos affected. It is 
moro froqnontly tho rosulé of confusion of ideas. Io who 
dhinky olenrly, oan always, if ho will, oxpross himself clearly, 
ho thoughts of the most gifted philosophers nro not so subtle 
and profound as to dofy oxprossion, nor does any writor’s 
intelloet advance so completely out of sight of his own ago as 
to loavo him in tho solitude of a grandowr incomprehensible to 
his follow creatures, Tho groatest gonius of our day—let him 
po who ho may—cannol bo quito so Gudliko as this. Wo may 


800 hia favo and—tive, 
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Thongh it has boon admilloil tliab tlio studiol obsourity whieh, 
confounds simplo rondors, and: xomotimes luada mon who. shonld 
know hottor into an ovor-cxtimate of tho writor’s oapavity, in a voxb 
of litgrary donjuration hoyond tho ronch of a man uttorly dosti. 
tuto of talont, thoro can bo no quoation that to simplify. tho ox- 
prossion of subtle finages and make dopth of thought tanapa- 
ront is a task roquiring infinitely nobler aml highor powern, 
Tho exyuisilo cloamoss of Tumo's Leeays may bo roforrod. to aa 
na proof that vory profound apoculations may bo rentored quite 
intelligible oven to ordinary readors, though thoro aro people who 
would pronounce oven these {no compositions suporfleial, boaauga 
tho meaning is naked. Vhouo Masaya, though hy no moans bo 
bo spolcon of with unquelified approbation, on othor gromula, aro 
motels of Wranaparont diction, and it fe grontly to be roſtrottoil that 
doop thinkors:in our own timo should diadain to ugo, a Innguago 
which all intolligont Englikhinon ean row, Dorhapa they aro 
unwilling to sacrifiea the onjoymont of tho ignorant wonder of : 
tho vulgar, who always admiro the mysticism that mocks their 
undoratanding, . Lf eortain cloudy metaphysics wore rendered ay 
little moro intulligiblo, tho oritiey of tho day would tulle lus of 
thoir profundity, Vo oyos liko thoira, an ohjast looms largely 
through ‘the thiok mist, that would bo contumptiblo in thy open 
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—— 


No, I. 


— 


MAOAULAY AND THE POETS, 

A.-VYou have just had an interview, I hear, with Thomas 
Babington Masauluy—What did you think of him? 

.-In gome respests he appeared the most extraordinary per. 
son I ever met with, Eis conversational powera ate marvellous 

Aw My friend J—-thinks him a shallow fellow; and in 
his gravo dull way, speaks contemptuougly of him ‘tas a mere 
roviowor.“ 

EAs a mero reviewer J As if any blockhead could'write a 
yeview | Such reviews, indeed, as appear in some of our Kterary 
Periodicals, any body could write, who has no dislike to self. 
degradation, But the eriticlams in the Zdinburgh and Quarterly 
Reviews pre generally original papers of great powor, and often 
surpass in the samo characteristic excellence the work they com- 
mend most highly and with most justice, I consider some of 
Macaulay's oriticiams in the Bdinburgh to be amongst tho very 
finest compositions of that kind in our language. * Perhops 
Johnson's analysis of Dryden's powers is the Doctor’s best per- 
formance, but it is quite equalled by, Macaulay's brilliant and: 
sagacious‘criticiam on the aame post, 
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A.-) did not think you Ind so high an ophsion of Maenulay 
as nnnuthor, Tu me he appears flipprnt, dogmation), lubom ede 
though he is not without a shawy cloverness, ls styl is never 
ensy aud naturul. Tle hus not the art to hide hön int. it fy not 
go ‘diffientt to eonstinet the short, anappish, Independent Fiongh’ 
‘ronteuges af which he is ae fond, aad whiek me agioertle cnangh 
to vulgar renders, beewwse they move Tightly, and mea mnienents 
Deed witha weight al thought, ‘Te ase gn urtation of Colo. 
nidye's, thoy have only Uhe same connexion with cach other that 
marbles have in bag, 

f-[t may perhups bo cay enough (o campus short sens 
tences, but il is nol go easy to point them with the wit and truth 
of Macaulny, 

A —AC all events, you must grant that ho fs arrogant, and 
self-concoited, ; 

II.-VYon avo thinking of the man, and not of the author, | 
do hot suppose that a ronda snequatated personally with ery” 
writer would discover these faults, and oven in private interooures, 
——— is ually oourteo and polite, 

A mE now not how you aut say ao, He left an dinjacasion 
on my mind that ha despiced evay one but himaolf, Ho tulle 
inevs untly, and will liudly allow any ono at his own table to 
worlgo in n single word, Hou is evawhelmiag. He soon thos, 
the most adinising homer, 

Theo never thet me, otther in private hfe ov in the FTowe' 
af Comntons, where one of his bullinnt arntons throws all other: 
speukers inte thetehado, Tt in still mois delightful to read than! 
to hen them, ‘They arg so polished, 96 terse, cont so atl of: 
clone rcasontigg tid general truth, ‘Chay we the only apecohte 
wo now wea in the newspmpors that romind ws uf the eluquencg: 
af Burke, [da not toa bo Ay that shay exhibit tha #ecrna tin? 

Sessa ere Neorg oe yen 
imagination, or the Hanig, dapilot | PultoxophiyS 0) foray of av of genius, 
butt thoy Tava thet breadth of thought ‘und mat absence af paraly! 
tomporary and loeal detail whieh malo Burke's specehos as reads, 
uble now as tha day after they wore delivered, 

A AN fife appears fe me to iw very extravagant } butt 
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suppose we shall never agics upon the subject of Macuulay's 
genius, Ishould like, however, to know what sort of conversa. 
tuon you lad with him at the Albany. 

Th--Oh! he talked about the pocts of England—the living 
poets~-und T was delighted to listen, — 

A.-Whiat did he say of Moote) 

H-duat what every body says, He admiied hig sit, he 
fhoility, his fancy, and his mastery of versification, but thought 
lim, as every one clse dare, I beliaye, ¢ {90 often defioient m truth 
and nnture wher he Aims ata ropresattattor: of dur’ deapor pase 
sions, He said that though Moore’s wit was billiant and exhaust. 
Tea, he had no humo himself, nor could he relieh it in others, 
Ue was insenmble, for instanoe, to Lamb's quiet quaimt humour 
(aplonsant ci osa, ag itdppears to me, between Addison and Sterne,) 
and” wondered what peuple cuuld ses to admire in these Essays 
of Jilia, which gava so much populaiity fo the Londan Magazine, 
when it must othewise have sunk under its own weight, ‘That 
Poriodtenl soon dled when Lamb withdiew from it, 

A.— ‘thera wite some clever fellows too upon the work. The 
Uditor (John Seott) and Hazlitt, and Bany Cornwall, Allan 
Cunningham, and, though last not Jonst—~the “Opium, Leger,’ 
What said Maculay of bther pogis? sr 1h gy ‘ 

H-~He anid Scott was a gieat wrifetw-that:hid poetry was 
Homeric. 

A.“Ilow atiange is this! In my opimon thee never was 
a vaiac-epinner su ovorialed at one time, and ao justly neglected 
at another, Who rends his namby-pamby common-plaee oeto- 
ayllabica now ? ‘Thoie is senreely one single couplet in all his 
poems that embodies what may be called a Thouyht, or even a new 
image, Who ever quotes him? . 

Hel have asan him quoted, 

Av Well-—perhaps sg~atid, indeed, I now recollect having 
seon a Tow lijef extracts fiom his poema—but what ae the 
favoiilo quotations? The deseiiption in villainously halting verse 
of Mehose Abbey by moonlight—n passage pf false sentiment 
about a deer trivdding Lo @ rival's bier, o some martial olup-ap, 
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Tyo great Writers quote him? Has he any * thoughts that lie too 

\deop for teare”~“auy words steeped in Oastlian dawe-any of 
thoge flashes into the interior of innan's heart, whieh ever more 
of our nuture Gian whole volumes of motnphysios? [do not re6 
amombor even in his novela, and T have read them all, and with 
growl onjoy mont too, a single obsin sition exbibiting a profound 
knowledyo of ony yatine, ‘There is nothing of the primnnont and 
univerand im his works, Te deveribes oxtermal manners ard loo. 
litios with marvellaus aaenraay, but he does nat, Hike Shudapaare 
(to whem he hag been with profane ubsamaity cmapared,) hold 

¥ up the mirror to nnivorsal and eternal natine, He lias shown us 
by his Zalidon Tilt that aman may be f firslrate romance writer 
and 4 very bad dramntiat. 

Him think you undovrate him Hös pono fiotinns hnve given 
more genuine dolight to thousands of intelligent rendeys hantiny 
other productions of the time, ‘hay are wonderful porforms 
ances. Thio charactors, it is true, ave little hetter than pickueeque 
outlines, but what boundliégs variety of invention they exhibit! 
Tow admivable aro many of the plots, and what wondi one frat. 
lity, perspicully, nud animation distinguish his nnrntives Mie 
piore fictions mo never dull, I confess Ido not think quite 
so highly of his vero, Unt yal itis always either apirited ur graces 
(ul. Thera is an indeserthuble awoetuass in tho tone and ow 
of some of lis anfter yresagas, 

A.w=I do not think much of hie plata, ‘Too many of his moat 
important turna of fata are in cho hands of modmon, dwarfs, and 
beggars, Ho has, oo many elapetrapa or stingy ticks, How 
olumny and Jaborious und inoffective nye all his atlompta nt wit 
and humows, The jucoxo intvoduetions ta hia navela ne rbads 
lutely disgusting. ‘Then again ho ix certainly ona of the worst 
of ow poct-orition, 

U--Sicolt was a ind oritio, but not go bad a one ge Byron, who 
always thought Gifford a wiiter of pr odigions yonius, and tiontod 
hiv authority with a sort of timid, ney almost servile reapeot, 
vory inconsistent with his general oharavtor; for Byron, with all 
hin faulte, wre in the main a monly and indepondone fellow. 

+ 
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A,-Mois of the bully than the flatterer, 

H.—What gould be more outrageously absuid than his ple. 
ference of Popé to Shnkapeare, and vf Rogeis to Ooleridge, 
Shelley and Moore? As to his contempt for Wordsworth, it was 
pully affeoted, or ho would not have imitated him in his Childe, 
Harold, Perhaps his contentpt for Southey was move singaie. 

‘Whon Southoy's read and Wordsworth understood, 
> Leow help putting in my claim to praise. 

Southey has his faults, but af all eventa Byron could not pree 
tond that it was difficuld to understhtid Aim, nor carl J believe that 
he had the least difficulty in undastanding Wordsworth, If he 
had put the tame of his fiierd Shelley in the place of that of 
Wordsworth, his implied criticism would have been more co1iect, 

A.-I onnnot read Southey myself, His mrogance and self: 
praise m1¢ intolerable; 

IL—-Mucaulay considers him the grentest miter of his age, 

Awe by greatness be meant bulk or volumittousness, I say 
ditto to Macaulay~~making one exception—that of Sir Walter 
Boott, who wrote wagon-londs, 

IT —-Mnanuluy thinks Rogers a writer of pretty verses, but no 
post ot all; though Byron foolishly places him at thé top of the 
poetioal ladder, Fla spokderathereslightingly of Campbell, and 
repeated with e sneor apisiage abdut Murder biting her am, 
Wein in the Pleaures of Hope I think, 

AwIf ‘Nom Campboll is not a poot there never was one, He 
fe the only man who has over succeeded in writing such national 
lynios as an Finglishman oan repent with pridg What compies- 
son—-what 4 riob words-what manly energetic 
sentimait--whint taste and spitit they displayel 

IV.-What think you of Macaulay's own vorsés ? 

Ave Tis Lays of Ancient Rome have neither imagination nor 
fanoy, but they exhibit a thorough Intimacy with the spirit of 
Ancient Tstory, and are clear, animated and guergetic, 

[f.—Pootry is not perhaps his forte—-but yet his veraes are 
eneh as any man might be proud of. It is aa a Critic and Basayist 
that he Will he known to postority. 


6 TATERANY CUNT OAT 


Awelf he should be known at-all, 

TLT tn glad to hear that Maxon, the Parnuasion publicher, 
hra bronghe aut Wordsworth’ poems ‘in’ a aingle ruynl dotnvn 
volume, in fis usnal clogunt style. Whit a.trewiure will duty 
‘hook provo. to he poetical atudent! 

Slt may le soto the Poetica?: student-luit depend poi 
tie will bo cantare’ to the zencral. Phe evition: mi pall laten iy 
Yauch aa they pleas, hut it won't dos ‘The: publi will naver auto 

a fig for him. Tam fund of veadinig ‘potry ond to others, tnd: 
havo generidly the goad Inole temake them like ‘what Prend; nit 
1 havo. tried: Wordaworth’s® pote: y fifty: times,’ and have alwaya’, 
failed—it has no hody—no telling: points in Stic Naw and then: 
‘there is a] nondainicnl fulao cimphugls.in it, whiel nly oxeitas vidi. 
eulo. or wonders ‘The.cffeot of Wordawarth's pactry ia dapecially: 
Unfortunate, becunsa tha poot piques hinself on ‘writing naturally, : 
and not for the oritios or, the literati, lit tie tho lay; ul is" 
moi Metts. and yee, to common meu it in ull Greek. : 

“ALeL,pive up Wordswavth'a theory...) Ieia-n iti 
puot: to, take. tt ‘tuto: Nite hiend ‘to write vpon, any. 
or to ‘gubjeat himaelf to the roatraint of 0 favour! 
spine of puotry, like that of love; 
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Qa ond ounnot prove the bunuty afin poem to an tunbellever, £ 
will pasa by the Zroursion, and ask you what you thik of 
Laodania, 

A.—-Why, I think Hazlite tlked shocr nonsense, when he 
suid “Uint 16 was a pocm ty bu rend in Zdysivn, Ut id, howover, 
with nll its faulta, Wordawoith’s beat production !--lut where 
after all does it placo him in tho lial of Miitish Poota? It is 

V plensing-—cleyant—classical. But had if came from the pen of 
Rogers, J should not hava cousidered that it raised him many 
inches above his present level. 


I-—~Thia is prejudioo or want of candar, ‘The poow is infl. 
+ nitely above the potty prottinces of Rogers. Tt Was breath, 
dignity and high imugiuation, aud there are lines in it that oon 
nover die. 
Av Well, havo it your own way-—na you begin ta dogmatize, 
U.-No offence, 1 only speak with the sume decision that 
you do yourself, ‘ . 
AI suppose you think as highly of his Odes md Sonnets? 
| Now if there ia any kind of composition pooulinrly requiring fire 
and forao, it ia the Ode—if any peculiarly requiring compression 
. sud point, it ia the Somet; aud yot these are precisely tho quae 
Nties in which Wordsworth ia moat glaringly dofolent. Ula Odes 
tye 08 Indic owly prosnio und flat and fooble aa thoxe of Akeneide, 
und his centurion of Bonnets, with hall a dozen exceptions, ava 
untnitigated twaddle, abruptly and annetarally out shore at dhe 
4th Jing, — 
Ils it poskihlo that you, who heva rent Dion nud the 
Latimations of innnortality, eon spealt in this way uf Wurda- 
worth‘a Odes ? 


Av¥on have mentioned the two hest, but the bast gro bad, 
Wis dlecandrines ae the moat uwkward things in the world 
juat what Popa would huvo described thom 

Aut, Ike a wounded anuke, drags thofr slow louuth alos ~ 

Take no example from Dion ‘ 

Which Dion leaned ta mona with yablhue dolight, 
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Who eun“ menaure' such a line as this, “ with sublime delight?” 
And then what yort of yerse is introduced into the lauded Inéi- 
muttions 

And all the earth ia gay, 

Taand and sea 

Give thensclyes up to jolkty, 

Aud with the heme of May 

Doth every beaat heep holiday ;- 


a 
On, tuke another specimen— 


Oh evil day! If Cwere sullen 
While Marth herself ts adorning , 
Pus sweet May-moining, 
Aud the childron ave catty 
On every side, 
Tu a thousand vallies Cis and wide, 
Mresh Mowers, shile the sin shines waim, &e. 


Will you have uny more? There are stores of such beuuties as 
these m this glorious production, ere is a couplet for youx— 


Not in entire forgetiulness, 
And not in utter nakedness, 


Tere is another-—~ 


A wedding o1 a featival, 
A mouning or a funeral, 


One more, and this the lust-— 


Not for these Trane 

‘The song of thanks and praise ; 

Tiut tar those obstinate questionings 
OF sense and outward things, 
Vallings dont us, vamishings, 

Blauk misgivings of a creatue—&e, 


Wr Donne ever worse than this? What would Gray have 
said to it? If he had head this praised by any of the public 
judges of literate as fino Ode-writing, he would have flung 
his own lyie into the sea, and forswount the Muses altogether, 
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rather thin have re the risk of exposing hinwell te Che Midas. 
like judgment of such long-cuved erities, 

IL-1 protest against your way of selecting a tine or two of 
imperfect composition wa speviinen of an entire poo, ‘Che 
Sentral character of the Ode you mow quote Lom is traly noble, 

This exquisitely thoughtful wid imaginative, 

Av You will not allow ane te pive ie single Dilek as 1 speed. 
men of aback howe; but you me always rauly enough yourself 
fo piven single biiek asa specimen of pood ane, 

(he ‘he best poets ne cometiiaes Dad bit the wort ae never 
eqood, When we meet with a line or tyo of extordinay excel. 
lenee---of gommine poetry. we seo at ones whit the waiter is 
eupuble of i= we aneet wilh an undoubted: proof ot genius; 
beenuse im uningpied writer never produces sreh lines even by 
accident, though a Shakspenre may senietinies wile like the 
Monnest seribblor in esistonee, 10 is luttantly unjunt to jade 
of wwiiler hy his defeots guly. We estimate the strength of the 
eagle by his highest flight «nat hy his lowest, 


— 
No. II. 


CROLY TUN WYRON CARBS LA GE PEIOEY WILSON 
WAREIIBELD CHAMEE we 
« — 

il. Usluill never tall with you again onthe abject of Wards 
worth, You me quite incurtipible, . 

Ae Soa be il. Tree yon do nat dike te he opposed in your 
own opinions and like it for printed thutel umet necessarily be 
wrong, beewmme LE have the whole body of diving erition apuinst 
mes hut ure Chey nol every mm jack af Uhm, against thom 
selves Cl is their former xelyes? ‘There is aol one of oar 
prrindicnl publientions of nny standiye that hus nek in former 
times, ridiviled unil abused the poets whem they new preted te 
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idolize. ‘L'wonty or thirty years hence the stream will tun the 
other way again, and the herd of critics will wonder how such a 
fecble, egotisticnl sentimentalist as Wordsworth, could have 
maintained his ground fora single twelvemonth, especially at a 
time when the manly voice of Byron was ringing in the publie 
our and thrilling the public heart, 

II.-Byron's day has gone by, and that of all his imitators— 
even that of the Revd. George Croly, 

A.—TI hardly think Croly was much of an imitator of Byron, 
Tle never simed at the representation of the darker passions, 
‘There is something indeed like an echo of the noble poet’s verse 
in vome of Croly’s Spenserinn stanzas, and it is clear enough 
that he felt the might of Byron; but Croly is no poet. He isa 
writer of high sounding, hollow lyrics, and has a sort of false 
grandeur, a gaudiness of style, that vulgar judges often mistake 
for elevated genius. In all his verses there is not one touch of 
nate or true feeling, If you had ever seen Croly’s stern, 
dark-browed, proud, ill-natured face, fis I have done, and observed 
his pompous self-conceited manner of delivery, you would find 
it diMeoylt to open his books with pleasure, even if they were 
minch better than they are, 

11.—My dear A~— ove would suppose, from the style in which 
you speak of pools thet do not please you, that you were the 
most ill-natured, most arrogant and most unreasonable of men— 
and really on this one point you are so—however candid and 
kind on all other occasions. 

A.-I cannot help confessing that J am,apt to have my un- 
favourable opinion of h poet greatly strengthened by a reference 
to anyghing wnamiable in his personal character. Wordsworth’s 
immonsurable self-conceit, and Croly’s stern contankerousness 
make me very little disposed ta overrate their poctical merits. 
You have heard of course many of the anecdotes in circulation 
illustrative of the Laker's exorbitant and all-absorbing vanity. 
When one of Scott’s Novels (Rob Roy, I think,) first came out, 
the new treasure was the subject of talk at Wordsworth’s table. 
Instead ‘of talking any part in the laudation of Scott, he went to 
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hia limary, and brought back the first volume of the novel, Te 
then send alond, in his usual golemn, welapplanding: mamnier, die 
motto of the first chapter, taken from limuelfe closed the hook, uu 
if iLeontained nothing more wor th perusal, and etalked buek with it 
to ita shelf, The tone of his pefteos confirms the authenticity 
of ancedotes of this nature, Ax to Choly, the noise his dignites 
make in the veſtiy and the uewspapers, is what ve other cla py. 
min could endive without shame md velfsepronch, Like Dr, 
Beye, ho ix the fieree editor of u fieree Lory: puper. 

He 1 Chink you ave mistuken about the newspapers A fiend 
of ining, uot knowing Croly’s address, bur heard thul he was 
ediloy of the Britannia, sent a letter to him addressed to the cae 
of the printer of that paper. Gholy in his reply somewhat textily 
remarked thal my friend’# cpiae had renehed hina“ edeaugd a 
printer of whom he knew nothing 3" wd Ut SL Blephens, Wale 
brook, was his right address, 

Aw—And do you really bediove him—-clergyman though he he? 
Why all tha world knows Cut the loaders of the Beitauia ave 
from the pen of Croly. Who elae could indite such inflated, 
prandiloquent, bombastic Lory vot? While you ave quoting tellers 
permit me to read you one from Basil Tull, who, though a ‘Tory 
himeolf, und a friend of Croly’s, was not alfaether blind to his 
defeota as n writer. Tis iu this drawer with a number of other 
Autographa pT hive it -- 

Queca'a Torvace, Sunday Uranings, 
My nuau Rm, 

Thave read your papor with counide able ditoroat, ehivfy, | hellove, hom 
knowing tho whe aud avcompllahed weiter “Ho nly dante, hawaver, (hs sty he 
iu too allied tow many fue words and Mhely boned monterey auel showy 
Sagi. I prefer the vigooun sinplinity of Wie Phare, Tt would bo Ine 
pouithle to apouk what ia weltten dn the Jidiauata nebody would une nuh 
seatenervn in eonveraation, and din J hold to be ane of (he lest deata of 
compunition, and To rather wonder at Croly walig so mught eloquence to 
expieus sul zlimplo and manly thoughts. 

7 am, moat trily yours, 
Basin Want 
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Now [ ask you whether, on coupling this letter from a friend 
of Croly’s with the internal evidence afforded by the style of the 
Britannia’s \enders, you can have the shacow of a doubt as to 
the editorship of that paper? And yet this clergyman of the 
Chureh of England, without the courage to venture on a direct: 
untruth, insinuates thet he has nothing to do with the conduct 
of a Sunday newspaper, by aflirming that he knows nothing of 
the printer, But what could be oxpected from a minister of the 
Gospel who has altempted to white-wash tho moial character 
of George the Fourth? 

II.AIt is quite possible that Croly never saw the face of the 
printer of the Britannia. No one thinks the less of Sit Walter 
Scott for having repeatedly denied the authorship of the Scotch 
novels, Dr, folnson, by no means a person of loose principles, 
always maintained the right of a man to keep his own secret in 
matters literary by a flat denial of authorship; because there 
rewly is no other way of defending such a secret from the im- 
pertinent and the curious. I have heard some men speak far 
more favoiubly of Croly, than you do, and who know him much 
more intimately, Whether he be a true poet or not I will not 
pretend to determine; but that he is a writer of no ordinary 
power ia pretty clearly shown, both in his tragedy of Cataline 
and in his highly imaginative novel entitled SaZathiel, in which, 
1 think, there are many passages of very splendid writing, Say 
what you will, he is not an every-day author; and though he 
is too much of the old ‘Tory school, and would act more consis- 
tently with his sacred profession if he did not publish Sun- 
day polities, I have good reason to believe that he is highly res- 
pected j in private life. 

A—-Croly’ 's denial of the editorship of the Britannia reminds 
mo of ‘Theodore Took’s disclaimer in the London John Bull, when 
it was under his exclusive editorship, and when he wrote almost 
evory line of original matter that it contained, If you will open 
that number of the Quarterly ‘which is at your elbow, and turn 
to the article on ‘Theodore, you will find what I allude to, Hook 
writes a letter to himself and answers it, 
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Ho--Vea—here is the answers the Reviewer justly olmerves 
that it in framed with consummate coolness: 


Mr. ‘Tirmonei: Hoon, 

The convelt of seme people ia amish. Ota aeadeni will ae we have 
Tooter a lotter fone Ade, Honk, dineladning all commeston wide dibs yap, 
Partly ont of good nature, ail partly fiom an iansiety Go vhaw thin yates 
din how Title denirein we mre ta he agimed ted with hing, vee have made 
8 doolaratlou whtets eamtetlee will lee quite ballulactarx to Libs water, oirai 
hility and allveted saMeumlataee. | Weave tee te eontoet that tye hinge 
aun dee un in this business; the dia, that sengdhing wo tive theyll wath 
piblinhint should have deen uidstahen for Me. Food yp an seoonilly that auch 
a persis as Alr. Hook showld think hinwelt diggiaced: by u eonneston with 


Jonn Buta 





Considering that Mv. Uheadore Hoole wie when he wrote this 
note under prosecution for a defivioney in (he Government Ure 
sury of tho Mauritius of twelve thousind pomuly aad had been 
deprived. of his oflige of Treusurer on neconnmt of the defied, his 
pussing public joke on this own character, whieh eanld Ko ill 
benr tampering with, wes perhaps the boldest stroke af inyu. 
dence on record. The Clerk in (he Trenstry who guvo juforma. 
tion against his anperior shot himeael!y Thé num'n duet letter 
alleged Chat Mr, Hook had offered hin 28 dollars per month it 
he would bold his tongue, and make bis escape tam the Alunri- 
tiun. Vel, notwithatinctings all his fnutltu nd digeraven, Vovies 
of Uhe highest rie be 





vaded Hook, mid nsaviated with hin ta 
the Tost, raul clergymen subsoribad to nnd admired and relished 
his Subbuth ribaldry, On hin way: honte fran the Muuritiun he 
eneountored Lord Charles Somerset, then’ joiay Ca ipeiuae his 
goverment of thy Capes Snowing nothing ef Hook's arrest, 
his Lordship anid. T hope, Ma, Hook, yen nie net yrainyy home 
for your health 6 Why,” anid ‘Pheadme, “1 fea there's 
something weongin the chest.” George the Pourth gave Hook 
the ‘Trenmurerehip at the Mauritius, beenuse he bial been twa or 
three times amused by hia willy conversation Weomnst de 
wometing for Theodore Took,” he suid. ‘Pho kulury wie twe 
thousmid pounds per annnme; a pretty substantial rewrrd fay 
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having shook the sides of Royalty, for a few hours, with puns and 
pleasantries, This was before Hook had edited papers and writ- 
tun pamphlets against the unfortunate Queen, But to return to 
Croly :—don’t you think he is alluded to by Byron in Don Juan 
us the very Revd, Rowley Powley ?— 


Sir Walter reigned before me; Moore and Campbell 
Betore and after; but now grown more holy, 

Thu Musesupon Sion's hill must ramble 
‘With pacts almaat clergymen, or wholly; 

And Pegasus has a psalmodic amblo 
Beneath the very Reverend Rowley Powley, 

Who shoes the glorious animal with stilts, 

A modern Anvient Pistol—by the hilts! 


11,—Yes—1 think Croly must be the person alluded to. It 
cumot be Bowles, who, though feeble, is not stilted. But who 
is the poet referred to in the stanzs that immediately follows ? 


Suill he exeols that mtifeial hard 

Tabourer in the same vineyard, thongh the vine 
Yields him but vinegar for bis reward,— 

That nevtratised dull Dorus of the Nine; 
‘That swarthy Sporus, noither man nor bard; 

That ox of verse, who ploughs for every line ;— 
Carubysen’ roaring Romans beat at least 
The howling ILebrews of Cybele’s priest, 


I.AI suppore Milman, whose verses have been called gilded 
deletes, ts the victim thus severely butchered ; Huphues in the next 
atituſn is the mellifluous Barty Cornwall:— 4 

’ 


‘Then there's my gentle Euphues; who, they say, 
Sets up for boing a sort of moral me; * 
He'll find it rather dificult some day 
‘No turn out both, or either it may be. 
Some persons think that Coleridge hath the sway ; 
And Wordsworth has aupporters, to or threo s 
And that deep-mouthed Beeotinn, “ Savage Landor,” 
Ilas taken for a aan rogue Southey’s gander, 


Leigh Hunt was wrong in speaking contemptuously of Byron 
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asin pool, but Toit, thongh a uma of true ſteniun, entertains 
critical opinions that me somewhat biyoted nud coutiactead, Ue 
con recognize only two sorts of pootyy tho Gineitut and the inne 
ginative ~und where Chere ae iudieations of tnary aid imagine, 
fone want of taste, or nuenpth, or polish, or propriety xeonie to 
lesen his admiration ju Che lenst depres. Thies, he ie apparently 
quite dusensible of Che faitustio cmplueds and ladies simpli: 
ity of Wordaworth, of the eradenen of Kouta, of the misty 
hue and chaotic indistinetness of Shetley, Cie Gninaid pretension 
and visionary extuwugince of Coleridge, and the previle atvetadon 
ot Ue elder ‘Tennyson, Ee is blind to thea und all other defeets 
in his favorites: but is never wey) of sneering at the inpe. 
fections of Pope and Byron. Do think be lies aleo, if the truth 
were Cold, but a mean opinion of, Thome: Camphell, 

A, -A Grue critic, with no liste for all kinds of exeollenen, ia 
more ue Cham Que poct. Dunia dhe lest filly years we hive 
hut w good muy spores twenty deee ports but we have huul 
no erities deserving of the mac, Cenagny bas produecd eae 
Aunnlun Willinm Seblegel, 

UL T think we have had Uhiee or four goad erit iex. Jollrey, 
Ilu-litt, Curlyle, ad Macaulay have all exhibited fine eritival 
powers 

A. Phe fist lngghed very he tily and contemptnonedy at 
your favorite Wordiworth 5 the second abserved af Shakapeure’s 
poems that he lindly knew what to ray of then; the third 
idolizes Che henvieat Geum imyetio&nm, nnd writen ia a Inonprel 
style between Maglih wil Germany snl the fomth amined 
in the Kdinburyh that Byron's ballying, bluten injt, wer ing, 
vilpur letters, were Che beat in the hinfungge. Are Chode on 
rentest orition ? 

II. Athink they are, Did you ever read Cralyle’s eitique on 
Burns in the Adinburgh Revinw 2 Uv is the noblest that was over 
written upon that or perhaps any ether puet, 

A. Noe T never vend it. Bat you have raised my cuvinsity, 
T shall take un eurly opportunity to aequaint inysel€ with its 
merits. 
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IL. ~Is not Wilson of Blackwood's Magazine a good critic? 
A.—Deoidedly not. He either idolizes or hates—he is all 
preise or all censme—ever in extremes: 


* Wis generous ador no cold medium knows,’” .? 


He speaks of all living nuthors with a strong personal feeling 
either for or against. Te is in every respect a party man, 
1,—But he always writes powerfully, 

I-A person of the name of Stirling, aflerwards employed, I 
think, on the Times newspaper, wrote some very able critical 
papers in Buckingham’s Atheneum, 

AI recollect them well—but I thought Stirling’s notice of 
Wordsworth absmd, [Ie gave some of the worst of the poet’s 
infantine simplicities, and spoke of them with rapture. He 
informed us that there were not half a dozen men in Iingland 
who understood the Laker, he himself being one of the number, 
1 suppose. I should like to know how Wordsworth took this 
strange compliment, A poot who pretends to express himself 
in the common language of common men, and to deal with 
the simpler clements of our general nature, could hardly feel 
flatlered at being told that scarcely any one understands him. 

L.—~I do not think Stiling ventured that opinion of the few. 
ness of Wordsworth’s intelligent admireis in the criticism we are 
refering to. 

A~Perhaps Iam mistaken in that respect, and I am con- 
founding what he wrote publicly with what I know he frequently 
expressed in society, I well recollect that at a Literary Con- 
yersazione at the house of Martin, the painter, he startled a good 
many plain people with this sort of nonsense abbut the poet who, 
according to Hunt, is “at the top of his mofession.” By the 
way, Byron very justly ridicules the word profession thus applied. 

lL—Heigh Unt, hough a little spoilt by flattery in early 
youth, is not altogether proof against good advice. Few poets 
have made so many alterations in their poems at the suggestions 
of critics, ag he has done in his fine poem of Rimini. He has 
thrown awey many of the eaveless lines and pet phrases which 
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deformed tie frat edition, and exposed hin ta the bitter sidiente 
of Hlackwood, ‘Phe origina inpube whieh fot Leigh nt away 
from the formal Crenehified Bngtiah school of vere were we table 
ones bat he tins pote tac far inte the new read, and fallen iite 
Jplion, Hat wre seureely lees die ieding 





‘orrdes of an opposite de 
thun those whieh he in se mivions tauveid. Bat Dido nad at all 
Wosneh writers ee Enyley aid his school, 





wonder wt his her 
who Chonght mere nernraby af rhyme wes the all in all af) youd 
poetiy. owas dipping: the ather day into: Wakeliold's ahser. 





vations upon Pope's Homer, amd Chonph he penerially epeake of 
the traueletor with cuthasietio adiairation, le ix drendtilly 
shovked at his oeesional fale rhymes. Te instar the rhymes 
jut couplet fran the Odyssey, whieh seem purtionlarly te huve 
eveited his indignation: - 


Shore o'er my hauls thy Uvingy wave | pone, 
Awl Heaven anil Heaven's binnortal thionen aiden, 


Ue observes that these thymes are ineufterably barbara," 
It he had looked into a pronomnciys dictionary for Che ward pow, 
he would have found that the render is diverted to prononnee it 
pore, whieh is envely uot a bud rhyme ta dare, Perhaps Wakes 
field pronounced if power, Char lamzunge in et so aed in 
thyzaes, Hat we van allord fa he rs sqreniah de the gee of Chen 
wr Waketield world Ive us he, tiles we ire willings in gvery 
svcontl or third couplet to eaerifies Che venee to Che mail, Lila 
vir wits endly distressed by uuether couplet 


‘Nhe Comiblingg paiont alone the ahora retuned, 
Anil in the anygtiad of a bather somined, 


He propores to pet vid of these fperfeet thyanes, nnd (7 tenilen 


“Vhe trombligg privat along the ahaa eeerdoa, 
Wis bidant with all ae tithes anguish bleeds, 


Cis uuythimz he more nfectel mid abourineble tlum this? Lhe 
privet’ recedes nlonys Che shove! 
V0 ali! fl in this cert at fale neemary fib in the spirit, 


though coneet in the letter trae to the eur, hint fala to the 
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soul—that has driven Hunt and others into such a reckless and 
wilinished style, and made them so enger, in their disgust at 
trivial rules in non-cysentials, to rush out of the common road, and 
snitch at those graces only that are beyond the reach of art. 
Wakefield’s pronunciation of the word your (power) is as batl n& 
Goldsmith’s Irish criticism of a poet, who had made key rhyme to 
be, Ile thought it a good joke to say “ Jet Xey be called kee, and 
then it rhymes with be.” 

A.——Wo cannot arrive al any very certain conclusions on the 
subject of pronunciation from Pope’s rhymes, which were fre- 
quently so grossly inexact, that Swift, who was a very careful 
rhymster himself, used to remonstrate with him for setting so 
bad an exnmple. 1 suspect, however, that in Pope’s time the J 
in the word fault must have been silent, or he would hardly have 
rhymed it with thought, 


Wo know there are to whose presumptuous thoughts, 
‘Those freo'y benntica o'on in them: seem faulis, 


Before hia sacred name flies evary fault, 
Ant cach exalted stanza teams with thought, 


Dryden also adopts the same rhymes :— 


I who have all the while beon finding fauit 
Wen with my master, who first satire ¢aught. 


And Sheflicld, Duke of Buckinghamshire, says— 


Yot modor® laws ave made for lator faults, 
And new absyrdities inspire new dhoughist 

H.—You may come down much later with your examples. 
Take Goldsmith;— 

Yet ho was kind, or if severe in anghé 
The love he bore to learning was in fault, 

Indeed you may refer to a writer who died but a year or two 
ago-——Charles Lamb, who adopts the same pronunciation of the 
word ſault, in some doggrel lines addressed “Yo an infant that 
died as soon as it was born,” a 
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Juat when sha had exactly seragee 
A finished pattern, without fanit. 


Tho lnier were published in the Com, «literary Annual, for 
1829, edited by Hood. ‘They are not in Lamb's collected work, 
Vthink. Tore in un annisinſzly absurd couplet fram the rune 
poo 

Mathers prattle, mather'n kinn, 


Baby fond thou ne'er wilt mina, 
. 


The fondness ov affvotion of a child Chat died na soon as it wax 
hor inst have been inexpressibly passionate mid proto, 

AwwIt is alrange (hat aman Tike Lamb shoud be guilty of 
auch wretched stuf’; ua to his dropping Gie ¢ in fault, it mst 
hove been purely the repetition of au old: portion! eens, He 
could not have supposed Chut the word wae thir pronounced: in 
his own times, 

He-Talking of the pronunciation of partieular words, ne. 
cording to povtionl mthority, what think you of Kemble's obeti- 
nacy respecting the word aches ? 

A,—He was both vight and wrong: axa eritie he was right, 
as an netor he was wrong. THe ought not to have persisted in 
anch a Urile ayrinst the jadgaent or prejudice of hin audience, 
Howie pedantry aad presumption. An actor muet spec the 
language of hin day, and not po back Co poet imes for rales of 
prommnciition. Th in quite tae that Bhukepeure aade: the 
word defies udinyluble, So even did Buthoy ina iot very decout 
couplet he index it yhyme to eatehes, — 

Tt -But Dryden, in his eehaul prodwien on the denth of 
Lord Hastings, pronmnecs it akes 


Mant then old Unive legged yroy-hoards, with the pont, 
Catarchs, rhemas, cies, Jive Uaew Jonge ayes on / 


A.—T'o return Wo Hunt ond hit Schools Do could forgive the 
bold irretzmurities of their own style if they did not jaye do 
hershly of their more enveful eontempornvios, yrem ind ‘Phomaa 
CGunphell contrive to combing arb and nature, nde nt onee 


spirited and correct, Byron writes ‘ald dike @ man"~<and so 
e 
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. does Campbell, ‘Their admirers are not obliged to explain their 
meuning, or to defend them from the charge of inaccuracy or 
affectation, They are never verbose or vulgar. ‘They have no 
prosaic drivolling, no pompous emphasis upon trifles—no twaddle. 
‘They have a masculine directness of purpose, and do not pretentl 
to an ceatatic inebriation on the plain bread and water of daily 
life. Their readors can sympathize’with their emotions and under- 
stand their thoughts. ‘he man of true genius is not he who is 
conversant with his own egotistical nature only, but he who can 
force his way into the hearts of others, and whose passions differ 
not in kind but in degree, from those of his fellow men. Shak- 
speare felt more intensely, but not differently from mankind in 
general, 

H.—I am afraid we cannot fairly mention Shakepeare’s name 
in any discussion relating to the merits of the writers of this cen- 
tury, It is the heaviest stone that you cnn fling at the stoutest 
voull, Shakespeare was a giant; and though individual pigmies 
may he proud of their strength and stature amongst the people 
of their own race, they dwindle into pitiful and ludicrous insigni- 
ficance as soon as they are brought into comparison with 
‘Titanic natures, Let us compare living or late writers with their 
own contemporaries, but not with Shakspeare, I used to think 
the “ Great Hil” of Penang, a noble mound of earth, and was 
delighted to look down from its highest point on the diminished 
town and trees upon the plain;—but, then, I never compared it 
with the [limalayoh mountains, loved it too well. There is 
something in the pootry of Goldsmith whigh pleased me in my 
boyhood, and which is scarecly less pleasing io me now; but, 
muchas I appreciato its gontle melodies, I cannot thoroughly enjoy 
thom when people foree upon my notice their “ odious compari, 
sons.” It is an injustice to the poet and an insult to his admirer 
to dash the glowing ardor of an enthusiasm kindled by the merit 
of the poctry which is the immediate object of admiration, by an 
jll-timed and ungenerous reference to pootry of a different and a 
highor order. ‘There are numborless kinds and degrees of true 
poetry, and we should confine our attention for the time to that 


‘ * 


29 TITERARY CUIT=CIAT, 


which is under our notice, aud not spoil our pleasure by thiuking: 
of comething different or better, Apollo's ich domains have nat 
sky-piereing mountains only--but smeoth lakes and gentle slopes, 
and Jittle greon nestJike nooks, and low shadawy della, 

A--Ves, you are right cuongh in maintaining Che promiety 
of enlarging the circle of intellectunl delight, by cultivating: u 
taste for all sorts and degrees of excellence, bit J eumot think 
how a mind like yours can bring itself dato a sort of xympathy 
with tho low Qivindities of Wordsworth-- look at them how you 
will, they discover no kind of meiit. 

II.-It that pass--you and Timaat not alow Wordsworth's 
poctry to be any longer a question to be discussed. Perhaps aun 
impartial arbitrator would decide that yaw think too mennly of 
him and 7 too well, What think you of Crabbu ? 

A.—He is a olovor wriler—a shrewd, enuntio, close abxaiver ol 
homun Jife, and las mastered the ordinary meelamiam of vere 5 
but Natare never meant hin for n poet. Ue has either fancy 
nor imagination, . 

IL—But he hes feeling aud truth, 

A.—Ie is not without snob feeling ns all amiuble men possess 5 
hut he has not tho feeling of a poet, anid though tone eon the 
poetical must bo trae, it is not all trath that is potion. Ciabhe 
deals in traths thet are no more poetic! dian Che fet (hat (wo 
tnd twomeke four, Elis con della we that his fither way inset 
sible to the charms of moxie, and could look with frigid indie. 
ence on the most exquisite hmdeeape ie the ward, Bat yet, ater 
all, F would greatly, prefer Crabho toa Wordsworth, bean he in 
a fur meulier wiiter, and hes a healthy and penuine simplicity 
about his style that ix “quite reheshing,” as defiey would, say, 
if contrasted with the afleoted simplicity af the pact of (ho Lakes, 

IL—Surely there murt hoe poetry in those verses which “oh. 
tained tho praise of Johnson and Burke ond cheered the death« 
ed of Fox’—and whieh were the Inst melodies (hat soothed 
the enr of Scott. 

A.-Wliy, J have said hefore that J look upen Scott as one of 
the worst of orities. Crnbbe’s poetry was not tov elevated or 


© 


LITERARY CHIT-CHAT, 23 


rotined tor Johnaon, over whose soul the poclry of Millon and 
Shakspewe jsed without leaving an impression, and who had 
no eye for natuve and no ear for music, Burke was aman of 
taste, but his heart was so gentle and gencrous that it often threw 
a thiek veil over the defects of those whom he loved a1 patronized. 

IL PE will uot maintain that Crabbo had much delicacy of 
tute, ov much sympathy for the sublime and beautiful; but his 
dexeriptive passages offen exhibit extraordinary force and truth, and 
in dloaling with homan passion he has sometimes a manly pathos, 

A.--lis dexeriptions are literal—token down in a note-book. 
What ho sw with his fleshly eye never passed throngh his soul, 
fu was wot colored aud animated with thought and passion. 
With all his coafse suength and good sense and literal trath he 
iy inking fast into oblivion, [lis name is now iurely referred to, 
wad his works wre still more rely read, 


— 


No. III. 


ILANMDDOV-ALMMVPABVRON--SOVVIIEV. CIVFORD-VDEN. 
POPE, Star CHARACTERS OF WOMEN—BIGOTRY, 


II.-VYim wore speaking tho other day of tho extreme rarity 
of eritienl judgment. lwas dipping: this morning into Walter 
Savage Landor's profound and cloquent work entitled The Penta- 
meron, tod found a pesiage that Cthink will please you. Ue 
puts it into the mouth of Petrarch, in a sort of Amuginuuy Con- 
version” with Boceaecio, “All concet pereeptions,” says Pe- 
trueh, or rather Landor," are the effect of careful practice. We 
Tittle doubt that a mirror would direet us to tho most familiar of 
our features, and Ut our hand would follow iia guidance until 
we ty to cut a fock of our hnir. We have no such criterion to 
demonstrate our linbility to error in judging of poetry: a qua- 
lity xo rare that, perlaps, no five contemporaries ever were 
masters of 1b.” 
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A.— Why yos, that is a very just observatian, 1 think Aw ite 
made a shnilar one. But it iv not in poetry only, but in musie 
and painting, that there me Ko muny ““ hitler bad judges" mul so 
few guod ones. In pniuting, especially, is Che nitiat exposed 6 
the hindering ignaranee of both ene mies nnd dijenda, 1 te. 
collect Prout, when Toamet Jum one day at the Water Cola 
Exhibition, most pathetically lamenting, Che Tadiero cat atiakes at 
newspiper critics, aud the esteme hardship of having the pathlie 
mind nuslal with vespeet to the meits of works, whieh bave 
been produced perhaps by long and invienis lahou, or with a 
facility and felicity that excited an ecalney of sct-oxulduion in 
the artist. 

Le=Mnydon used to make the emne complaint, mid, indeed, 1 
Helieve that at the opening of every eslubition there ix ae vee 
of weeping heard and loud lament,” eansed hy the candom hits 
of vulgar, ignorant, mid selt-conecited erities, tue only 
good critic on Art that T have met with was IIn-litt, and: he 
was always just and angueious, whether he had te judge of ne 
poem or of a picture, 

II.AIt was a beantifal remark of Leigh That's thet Taclit's 
enticuim threw acich hpht apon his subjeet, as trom a painted 
window, Tonever vend one of her eritierang on om ald popular 
poets without turuinfz eagerly again to thei pages with a double 
nish. Ue dors not meely showed the Heeb nnd hones ¢ bat 
dinkes you feel, in the coe at your own hemt, the vary spit of 
hiv author, Criticism that bas hin cet is worthy of the nate, 
For my pat, wher Trend sacle pescine anil Hote esitiehm, tor 
such it is, though T think IIn-litt very inferien to Sellegel in the 
philosophy of hia art, T cannat help wondianu how anh g dry 
piagniatical suckler fur rigid rules as Gifford, should hive been 
looked upon by any man, women, or child in the tight of a crite 
alall; though Byron thought him the best cvitie of his tine, 
You know how Byron used to submit his povtry to him, previous 
(a publication, when that fittleemindedt presumptions person ised 
to wate his “Strike out this seetion,” ‘Omit the laxt six couplets," 


—" Despicuble stuf,” &e. with an ingolence and an ignin auro 
Lid 
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utterly intolereble, one would have thought, to such a spirit 
ts Byron's, 

Le-Gilid’s eritieal acumen may be judged of by the fret 
that, in hia edition of Mussinger, he asserts thet, Shakspome's 
mont chaisoteristic excellonce, and tho only qunlity indeed” in 
which he eveclled ollior writers, is wit! Te informa us also that 
aby Uanien! madulution is not one of Shakspeare’s meiita, ‘There 
is nothing: worse Chinn this in Rymer, who deyeribes Ochellu as 
ta bloody fice, withoul salt or savor,” thet fills the head with 
“yonily, confusion, tintamarre and jingle-jangle.” 

Av—I am afraid that with Byron’s wretchedly impoiſeot 
notions 03.0 eritic and a judge of critics, was mingled something 
of an anthor'’s servility Cowmds the most popula dispensers of 
fame. Ue was always ready to flatter Jeffrey ag well as Gifford. 

II.-Ryrem was a hold and generous man, who catld both 
avenge and forgive an injury, 

Aw You allude to the reviow of hig [Tours of [dleness, and 
hia haudsomo expression of forgivencss and good will in his Don 
Juan, Olt that was not Jefliey’s reviow, though Byron thought 
so. ‘Lhere is not a line in it that bears a mark of Jellrey’s style. 
It is now protly genorally altributed to Loid Brougham, who is 
of courac, not very anxious to confess its authorship. You tall 
of Byron's readiness to forgive, Did he over forgive Southey ? 

Tam-Did Sonthgy ever forgive fim? Tid he ever show n dis- 
position lo subdno his pitiful rancour towmds him? [must say 
that Sonthey's spleen Cowada Byron, under the pretence of 
Cheistinn zeal, was (ho most hideous eahibitiot of envy, hatred, 
and all wicharitablétiess Chat is to be fond in the annals of He 
rery warſure in any part of the world, i 

A.-Why, it is quite domoninc, ow shockingly inconsistent 
with the ceed which they profess, are the conduct and feelings of 
too many of those whe ave esteemed particularly orthodox and 
devont, TL have often made the remark that if Cluistinnity seems 
enerully to increase aud mellow the charity of a man benevolent 
by nature, it also mukes the haughty and intolerant a thousind 
times worse, vary one kuows but too well what a proud priest 

. — 
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is—overy one understands how much of ill-will and bilerness of 
heart is connected with bigotry the most sincere, . 

L~What eapecially grieves amd vexcs me ix to seo women 
called pious, peoulinrly prying, seandafouy, and spiteful, ‘They 
$otdown all their neighbours’ fats in a note-hook, to cast them 
in their teeth on the first favorable opportunity, Alter rising 
from their knees they pump xcoret histories ont of servants, 

A—Yes, and with what malignant and il-concenled trhunph 
thoy insult with their seorn, ov still more with their sel(exultant 
pity, the unfortunate of thelr own sex! T think you generally 
find the “pions” male somewhat more generous than the “pious” 
female. 

H.—It is melancholy, indecd, that it should be so, for women 
is naturally gentle-hearted and forgiving, J would not wish to 
exist in the world if women left it. It would indeed be, an 
Campbell has it, a world withont asim, 1 care comparatively 
little for my own sox, Man is a cold and selfeh animal, When 
misfortune overtakes mo, and the world grows buck before my 
face, I have but one resource-—the sympathy of woman, 

L.—-I agree with those philosophers who maintain that Chere 
is no such thing ag a purely platonic friendship between the 
sexes, Tho difference of sex is uever wholly without ils ovat 
upon the mind. ‘There is always a secret conacionsness of ft 
a seurot reference to it, But this inmtinet is not neeossurily 
sonstial or impure, Far from it, When amon fondles a pretty 
Ulllo girl of cight or ten yonrs of uge, oy even lew, there ix 
always 0 tenderer fecling excited than in plnying with a hoy of 
the sume age. The living miniature of n wofkan, the tte hud 
of heauty, docs not indeed stir the doptha of the seul with the 
passion which her maturer charms inay inepires but yet she 
touches the heart in a way in which no mule orenture ont. 

H.-Is there not something feminine in all objeats that exeite 
tenderness ꝰ We can hardly be suid to fool denderly wltuehad to 
things of steongth and power, or to anything independent of our 
aid and protection; und our feelings towards our own xox partake 
more or Tess of true fenderness a8 tho abjeota of our aflvation 
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approueh, in appearance smd condition, to te gentleness, or 
beauty or helplessnoss of woman, Mantiness wins admiration 
but not love, J am not sure that the imagiuation does not 
sometimes play us fideo in this respect, and make us, in our admi- 
ration of fominine qualities in an object, confound or changortife 
gox, and All tho mind with associations proper to the ſemalo gen- 
der. We avo thus curried away from tho renlity oven in relation 
to inanimate things when thoy are connected in any way with 
our gentlest uſſootions. A British Tar's attachment to his own 
ship is almost a aentimont of love. He talks of Aer, as he would 
tall of his sweetheart. Cooper, in his novel of the Pilot, makes 
Long ‘Tom Coffin lament over the loss of his vessel ns a lovor | 
over the loss of his mistross, and makes him declare that he will 
not survive her, Long ‘Com keaps his word. 

IL.-No mean ever loved women more passionately or more 
purely than Ido; for I think it is only in that sex that unselfish, 
gonvine and enduring friondship is to bo found, But this very 
feeling in favor of the fair sox makes mo more olive to the 
defeots of individuals amongst ‘than, If 1 meet with heart. 
lesanogs ina man, and find him attending the fineral of an old 
friend at 6 o’elock in the afternoon, and danoing the Polka ina 
ball-room two or threo. hous after, J am rather disgusted than 
nurprized, If it oconsion any dograe of astonishment it is not so 
muoh at the want of feoling exhibited by such o proceeding, os at 
the want of deooney. It is a breach of propricty—n conventional 
frvogularity. If the man who had just come from the funeral 
of a friend, intend of dancing the Polka in yblic wore merely 
to toss off n lottle of claret in private, and give vont to 
his unghecked hilurity in a jest or a hearty laugh, nothing 
would be said or thought of it. A certain hardness and 
coldness in a mun sturprizes no one. Tt is a thing of course. It 
ja the nature of the beat, But Town [am shocked when [ 
recognize the anme qualities in n woman, ‘The incongruity is 
gloring, And yet, I grieve to say, that Thave met with more then 
one case of this kind. I knew a pretty und very lively women, 
who attracted about her a crowd of admirers, I was one’of the 
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train for a brief season, until I found that there was no gort of 
inconvenience or logs to which she would not put her followers, 
if euch sacrifices wore cssentinl to the gralifiention of the most 
trivial of hor wants or whims. Now a man, who has the right 
feeling towards the fair sex, has a pleasuro in aflording proofs, at 
his own cost, of the ardour and sinccrity of his regard, when his 
duties aro not rendored unnecessarily trying and are not impored 
ypon him by an unfeeling, ungrateful, reckless vanity, or dixygust. 
ing selfishness. A gentle and gonerons appreciation of his elurty 
to please and serve is all ho asks, But an exacting svliishnexs, 
and o cold indifferenge.on the part of tho ludy, is move than most 
men can endure for any length of time, ‘he brilliant but cold. 
hearted lady, now prasont to my mind, would soem very charming 
to the stranger while she rattled on with her lively nonsenae, 
and was satisfied with his attentions. But let the weary hod 
forget to waive the fan for her, let the aching head lose ite fertility 
of ingenious compliment, let sadness and sickners interrupt the 
first promplitude of her adntivor's attendance on alt her potty wants, 
and n change steals over that beautiful qountenance, and the whole 
manner becomes frigid and unconoorned ;-—the spell dissolves, 
She who seemed formed to charm and goathe us, and to render 
earth ev paradise, appears ine very diferent character, anil pre« 
sents a women’s face with a man’s heart. Tf any ono thinks me 
aman-hacer ho is much mistaken, I do not huto men; neither de 
T Jove them, T now tut they can du generous things and con 
somotimes shaw real warmth of feeling, But their fnypulvas of 
this sort ara sudden and uncortain, and the tenderest and holigut 
feolinge—thoae feclinga which I consider’ more noouliurly fomi. 
nine avo not to bo-oaloulated upon. ‘The moat worldly eqnsidor« 
ations of the most trivial nuturo bring the instineé of mngouwine 
sclfishness into aative aporntion, ; 

II.A have nover myself met with a hord-heurted woman. ‘The 
fair gox are the sume in all parts of the world. Mow beautiful is 
Ledyard's testimony.—‘ ‘Lo a woman I never addressed myself 
in the langungo of decency, without receiving n devant and friendly 
answer, Jf J was hungry or thirsty, wot or dry, they did not 


. 
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hesitate, like men, to perform a generous action; in go free amd 
kind a manner did they contribute to my rolicf, that if 1 was dry 
I drauk the sweetest draught, and if hungry I ent the coarsest 
morsel with a double relish.’ Nor is the exelamation of the 
poct less true thon the grateful compliment of the traveller. , « 
Ah Woman t lovely woman! Nature made you 
‘Lo temper man—-we had boon brutes without you, 

A.-Woinan is tender-hearted, I allow, but ia ahe always or 
often large-minded and liberal ? Can shoin any cnse, for instance, 
separate orime from the criminal, and hate the sin yet love and 
pity tho sinner, A man of a philosophical turn of mind 
looks upon all crime as a hideous error—rather as a misfortune 
demanding his utmost sympathy or regret, than as 2 provocation 
demanding vengeance. But when you hear women speak of an 
erring sister, you would suppose they had reocived some personal 
injury of the moat awful magnitude, It is truly disgusting, 1 
hate, with all my heart and with all my soul, these pious cats— 
these praying spit-fires—thoac godly virngos,—though no one 
can lovo a due Christian more sincorely than Ido, But who oan 
help loving any being whose soul is steeped in tho loveliness of 
of sucha religion as Cliiatianity ? Was thore ovor an infidel or 
a sinnor of any sort wha really hated the charaofor of Joaus 
Chriat? I cannot bolieve it possibld# Mon do not sin from the 
Jove of sin for its own sake, or from hatred of good, but either 
from u-blindness to their own real and boat intorests, or from that 
wouknees of mind which renders them undblo to resist the force 
of temptation. von in matters that have no reference to 
morality or religion, they frequently snerifice thelr own greatest 
intoreats for some slight immedinte gratification. When a man, 
for the aulco of somo present enjoyment, throws away a fortune, 
and leaves tho reat of hia,life to beggary ond discomfort, it is not 
thot he ia in love with those evils, and deliborately profors thom 
to compotance and oase-—but that he has not the powor of solf- 
rostraint. All sin is a mclancholy mistake or a atill more molan- 
choly wenknosa--in ailher caso demanding tho pity of persons blogs- 


ed with groater wisdom or a greater controul over their passions. 
. e 
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1,,—-Pope understood well the character of the class of women 
we have been gspenking of. Don’t you recollect the inhubitunta of 
tho Cave of Spleen? 


Move atood Ill⸗naluro, like an melent mak, 

Ifer wrinkled form in black and white arrayed ; 

With store of prayers for mornings, nighta, and noone, 
Tor hand is Med—~her bosom with tampouns, 


A,—Ah! tho litte minstrel of Cwickonham was a splendid 
fellow after all, though Byron has over-landed him, 

H.—You are decidedly wrong, A. in snying that women enmot 
love the sinner while they hate the sin, Do you recollect Moore's 
beautiful song ? 


Oh! what fe loye made for, if "Hs not the zumo 

Through joy and through torment, dhrough glory and ahnme ¢ 
T know nat, Task not, if guilt’s in tnt henrt, 

Thut know that T love thee whatever thou art, 


A.—It is clear that the Jody loves the ainnor, but doos ale hate 
the sin? 

II.Lot us hope so, To turn again to Pope, I think it com 
hardly now bo a question whather he was a pout ar not, though 
it {a still open to all orities to consider in what rank he ta to he 
placed, Of course, no ona who knows what poolry ix, would put 
him on on equality with Shakapeare or Milton; but T sometimes 
doubt whether he did not surpass hig mater Dryden, 

Av-Oh no--nevor! Drydon alwoys wrote with easy foree, 
and with a manly unaffected precision, 'Phore wna too often 
something petty and efteminnte in Pope. ‘ 

I.Porhaps Dryden had the more vigorous understandings 
but Popo had the greater genius, Dryden's claims as n pot 
somewhat puzzlo me, for he posseyned in a vompuratively 
limited degree the peculiar powers of a poot's mind, Hoe had 
little imagination, little ſunoy, little puthos-~Pope hud much of 
all three, 

A.—But in Dryden there was an earnestness and force that 
supplied their place. There seems to be an order of poctry 
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which ling never been diatinotly recognized, and which iy pro- 
dueed by the mere concentration of vigorous mental powers, 
Dryden's pootry is at the hoad of this class in lator times, 
though if wo go buck a little, wo shall place Ben Jonson on 
the throne of the poetry of strong thinking; as we place Shake 
spenre nt the heud of thoxe poots who do not addvess themselves 
directly to the understanding, but reach it through the imaginn- 
tion and the affections, Unintaginative but shrowd didactic 
poets and mere entirista in verso, and such writora as Dy, Jolm- 
gon, may be fairly placed in tho school of Ben Jonson and 
Dryden, 

HI think your view of this subject a novel one, — If acted 
upon it would cnablo us to rank several writers inthe list of truo 
povts who are now regarded as mere versifiers, Vou might 
add Crabbe to your list, 


— 


No. IV. 


— 


LANDOR—BYRON—IHOOD, 

HI am glad to soo that tho Wdinburgh Review doos justice 
tu Waltor Suvaga Landor's numerous writings, of which a com- 
prenseil and complete edition has just been published. J heard 
Jong ago that thia hook was in conlemplation, and that it was 
not auporlubontlod by the author, but hy a friend, who was ox · 
tremely anxious that Lador's productions should have the ad 
vantage of appearing in a form that combines cleganee with 
cheapness, 

A.—~It strikes me that the praise of the Reviower is too lavish, 
and that the article was most probably written by the very man 
who edited tha book, 

HoIf I thought with you that tho praise was overdone, I 
might give in to your suspicion; but my own judgment oxnetly 
echoes every good word of tho oritie, aud I have no reason to 
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distrust my judgment in this particular, for the first mon of there 
times are amongst the admirers of Landor, 

A.—You know that Byron thought but little of that ‘deop- 

mouthed Boeotian.” : 
A.-I do not know that Byron chought little of him, He 
sneered at Landor, because Southey praised him. Of the 
author of Gobir,” snid Southey, “1 will only soy that to have 
obtained his approbation as a poet, and posscaxed his friendship 
asa man, will bo remembered amongst the honors of my life, 
whon the potty enmities of this generation will be forgotten, and 
its ephemoral reputations shall have passed away.” 

A—~That is a high compliment, indeed, from a man like 
Southey, who, with all his faults and foibles, was a nian of genius, 
and of high moral character too, if we except his somewhat too 
fierce intolorance of any difference of opinion in polities or reli« 
gion, 

IL—And yet Southey was the warm and intimate friend of 
many years of ‘Taylor, of Norwich, an avowed sceptie in religion. 
With respect to Landor, you are, I suppose, aware that Worda- 
worth once paid him the compliment of imitation; porhaps, you 
do not recolleot Landor’s description of a seashell in his Gebir? 

A.—Like Byron, J must admit that J never read the poem ; 
but T think T have seen the passage you allude to quoted rome. 
where, I have but a faing recollection of its character, Iro- 
member that Wordaworth has been charged with the imitation 
you speak of, 

M.—Well, her is the passage in Landy, and I will follow it 
up with the imitation : 


But I havo alnuous sholle of pearly hue 

Within, and they, that lustre have imbibed 

In the aun’s palaoo porehy whore, when unyoked, 
Mis ehiariot wheel standa midway in the wave. 
Shake one, and it awakens; thon apply 

Its pollshod lips to your allontive onr, 

And it remombora {ts august abodea, 

And murmurs as tho ocean murmura thore, 
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Now here is Wordaworth’s, It is more elaborate, and, perhaps, 
upon the whole, more beautiful; but Landor has the merit of 


the original thought, 
“T have seon 


A. ourtous child, applying to his ear 
‘The sonsolutions of a amooth-lippod shell, 

To which, in silenes hushed, hia very gout 
Tedatoned intenmely, and his countenance aod 
Brightened with joy, for, murmuring from within, 
Were heard sonorous cadonges | whereby 

‘Co hin belief the monitor oxpresaod 

Mysterious wiion with his native aca, 


A—Well—Chongh J am not one of: Landor's admirers, J must 
bo candid enough lo say Chat J diſſor with you in your preference 
of Wordsworth's lines, , Cho thought in the Laker is not merely 
expanded but diluted. 

Ho-—-Perhaps, after all, you are right. andor is more con. 
densed and spirited. By the way, you would be well plensed 
with the blank«verva of Gebir. It is vigorous and varied, and 
discovers a learned car, Though the story is vague and ill-dove- 
loped, the verse teema with the imagery of n true poet. I will 
givo you a few ens specimens va I turn thd leaves hurriedly : 


Co, but go aarly, are the gladsome hours » 
Strow anſtbon In the path of rlalng morn; 
ira tho hee, buzzing o'er Nowora fren discloaed, 
Baxanine where ho may tho bort alight 
Nor scatter off the hloant era eolil-tpped hords 
Crop the palo herbage rouml enoh other's bed, 

1 


The epithot eald-dipped, applied to hords at early morn, is ox · 
cellent) and worthy of the author of the Seasons. 


Tle lintoned ; and on hor his oyea intent 
Poroulved hey not; and now sho diaappearad 
So deep he pondered her impartunt words. 


The reprerentation of the intent oye, blinded by the more in- 
tense netivity of the sonac of hearing, is fino and true. Here is 
anothor beautiful passage. Observe the variety of the pause and 
the neatly turned close. « 


Hear ix a sketch of a hyent. 
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Tere some observed 
Religious rites, same hospitality ¢ 
Strangers, who from the good old men retired, 
Closed the gate gently, leat from generous uae, 
Shutting aud apoutug af tte awn accord, 
It shake wnsettled slumbers off thelr oouch, 
Some stopped rovenge athirat for slaughter, aome 
Sowed tho slow olive for a race inborn, 
These had no wlahes ; therefore, none are orowned : 
But theirs are tued banks, theiva umbrage, theirs 
Enough of sunshine (0 enjoy (he ahady, 
And breeze enough to lull them to repore, 


few brief touches, 


At humnun atop 
The flerce hyonn, righted from the wally, 
Brisiled his rising bavk, his teeth maheuthed, 
Drow the long growl, and with slow ſuot recived, 


How oxact and apirited are the 


A.-Upon my word H——, you'll make me a convert to your 


faith in Lundor's genius, These are really fine passages, 


H—I particularly call your attention to Landor’s blank verre ; 


because some of our best writers use this meygure wenkly, not 
always from want of strength, but sometimes from whut of eae, 
Lool, for instance, at Byron’s blank-verse in Cuin. 


example 


Luelſer. I show thee what thy predecessors are, 
And what they wore than ferlest, in degree 
Inforior as thy potty feelings undo 

‘Thy pottler portion ofthe immortal part 

Of high hitelligonce and earthly atrength. 

What yo in common hayo with what they lind 

Is life, and what yo shad? have—death: Une vent 
Of your poor attributes is such au anita 

Reptiles engendered out of the aabsldinyg 

Slime of a mighty uulvorsu, crushed gute 

A noaroely yot shaped planet, peupleil with 
Vhinus whore enjoyment wns to bo in blintness— 
A muadiaa of fumoranes. from whieh 


Lereik au 
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How “harshly? thera lines “grate npon their hinges" | What 
iniserubly feeble terminations! — But here are worse in Werner, 
Byron henulled every form of English versifieation move enecess- 
fully chine Lhoikverse, whieh, however, is (he pride of our Ian 
gungo. Tis mastery of rhymed verse in the Don Jaan stunt 
waa hile marvellons, 

A.-Aud liv kinnul linn sneceedod, T think. in blunt- versu, too ; 
parts of Man/rod. mut The Drea wo very ulmirubly versified, 
ant many of the lises, expesilly in the Inter, have that: free 
vibration of which ly ix thought by same orities to have aforded 
Dut few exuuples, With respect to Werner and Cain they were 
both hurvied productions, though the Intter has been deseribed 
as partionlarly ehiborale, Bie whit dara Joftrey menn by ela 
darate?” vals Gord Byron in one of his letters---"Why | they 
(party of Cain) wor written wt fit ax I eould pe pon to paper’? 
Werner, us you iy, bes xlill stronger internal evidence of 
carelessness, Camphedl, ov one of hid aesiatant reviewers, quotes 
a pasenge with Hines ending: in ifs, of, bute, andandss observing: 
that if that by pastry, he wee wrong in duking Byron's preſneo for 
prose, aa it would ei on ten feet just ng well, He puts n suntence 
ov two of Cie preliwe inula Werrevian blunk-vereg—— 


Rome of the oharioters aro orodifled 

Or altered, ae tow uf the names changed, aud 

One vliwoter, Fda of Stralembhetin, 

Adkted by tnywelt tat ha the ret thar 

Original Ih chiedy fullowed, When 

Lwan your Qilaut fourteen, f think) 1 

Flrat rent thictalo, whlob made a teop finpreadion upon me, 


But dul as Byron's bluakeverse may he oceasinally, J could 
select from) Wordsworth yrusagox infinitely wore, though eri- 
ties talle with raptore of the Guker's unrhymeid versifiention and 
VingpLemously compare it to Millon’o—tliat is to any, they com 
pare the wenltent verse in Ute language with the yery strongest, 
Milton is never fovble, though he is sometimes a little rough and 
pedantic in hia hold hiversions and harsh clisions. But, to return 
to Landor—very few people em sny that they have goon a 
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copy of Gebir, Tad it any sucecss nt all on ats first apponrs 
ance? 

IL—Very little with the publie—n grewt del with the literati, 
IL was published anonymously in 1798, when the poet was in his 
‘Renty-thind yew; but he had also published a small vole of 
poems about five years before, Considering that Tandor ina 
weallhy man, it is plensing to contemplate his llerary industry, 
Dr, Johngon always used to think thal no man would Iabour who 
was nol compelled, But Tandor could afford to spend & 70,000 
on the improvement of an English estate, whieh alter all he 
deserted, because he was dissatisfied with the conduct of his 
tenants und neighbours, In his indignation, he levelled to the 
ground a beautiful house upon his improved estate, md went to 
live in Italy, where he remained for many years, LHe now resides 
at Bath. 

A.—IJe seems to have all the waywarduess and impotnosity 
athibuted to genius, Tp is a sort of prose Byron, ff he is 
known to posterity it will not be for his poelry, 

II.A think his Gedir his best pooticul fort: thogh Lamdat 
himself, I believe, considers it his worst, Twn liudf afiaid tht 
ho has directed his editor-friend to oxelude it fom the collueted 
works, If it be so, I shall set a double value on the copy J poxtoun, 

A—The lust number of the Adindaryd hos a ovitiqny on another 
emingnt man, and, in my opinion, the anthor reviewed in ae inne 
undarated as Landor is overprataed. J allucle to the orltiqne on 
Tlood, who was really what Tandor himaelf called hin an extra. 
ordinary wriler,” IIo wae the prince of pumatersy but it da an 
cavepious injustice Lo lool upon him ws aw punster vuly. Tu had 
true poetry in hify, and quite as much pathos wifi. he res 
viewor’s oxamples of IIood's best serious xtyle are lementably ill 
chosen, 

Tho papers have just published the last nate poor Tood aver 
wrote; it is singularly charneteriatio of the mun. Tl was ad- 
dressed to Dr, Molr, the Della of Blackwood’s Magaxine .-- 
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‘june iin Wh March 

God Dhevs you aud yours, and good hy. To drop theae low last lines, as 
In a hottle hom a whip waterlogged, and on the taink of Comutertig - 
boing in the Inet stage at drapston! delility | but, though sufi in 
ody, aime ha mind; xo without roveraing my unlin jaok, J await my,Jeat 
Hireh, Vill whieh, believe me, lea Maly, yous moxt truly, 


Tuomas Toon, 


‘There might appear in thix, ta xe minds, an imseomly levity, 
Dut it wuenlmoat iiapowible for Toad to avoid associating: ine 
congi nous images. To apente us he himeolf might have apoken, 
the guave ileelf was not to him in all points of view a grave 
thing. With him, there wir not even anc step between the 
sublime and the ridiewlons, 

Th—-Aud yets thin buplied no ubsolute deficieney of xologm 
thought ar varnebt feeling. Far fram it, Myen the gravest, 
natured have heen gifted with a fine eeuse of the Indiorous, and 
pathos und humenur aro often exhibited in equal proportiona by 
tho sume wiiler, Tudeed, oud waa himself a striking instance 
of an anthor being favored hy nature with Unis double gift, 
though bik extinordinary sucvows ux a humourist threw his 
nobler quulition into the #hade, aud unistetl then to be overlook. 
ed or underrated. Auy one who atudied the face and gonoral 
manner of Td, would have concluded that he was rather of n 
molinchely and pensive, tan of a joyous temperament; anc in 
roulity, hin predemitnt churnetes wae hy ue means hilarious, 
though ib would be diftewlt ta persnade Che pnblie that an 
invetiantu punter enn le a solemn-minded man. In xociety, he 
wns the roveray of a choll, Te rarely or nover set a orowded or 
publig table in a row, though, wilh a dry grovity, he would 
oeciwionnlly, inn emnll wociul purty. wuurtle Chose who had 
almost forgotten hi« presence, with a joke or pum that was 
worthy of his powers. Le wes a wit in his hooks bnt a very 
reious peraonnge ab hia parlour fire. 

A There wir a similar contradiction helweon the public and 
the private character of ILiaton, Ue eclebiated comedian, who 


after donvuleing a whole nudionce with morrimont, returned to 
* 
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his own home as lugubrious as a methodist parson or a nonti- 
mental tailor. 

Hy—-[Tood was vexed to find the publie comparatively inaen- 
sible of his higher ſaoullios, and it gavo him intuitely more 
Plagsuro when some of his graver olforls touched the henrts of 
his readers, (han when his queint and clever jokes threw them 
into fils of inoxtingnishablo lunghter. ‘That his lost eilusion—-1 
sort of farewell loller—~an adieu to mortal friendship, should 
have been sprinkled with witticism, will be regretted by many 
good men; bul thoso who tke a philosophical view of our 
strangely-compounded being, and recollect how oflen the ruling 
passion of the wisest men is strong in death— 

Ten fiom tha tomb the yoioo of nature orles, 

Yon in our ashes live thelr wontad flrew— 
thoso, in fact, who are willing to allow others to differ, in some 
degreo, in character from theselves, without ausuming that all 
such difference must necosaarily be oriminal, will bo ready to 
interpret this last composition from the hand of an extraordinary 
writer, in a charitable spinit, Under the air of levity which 
pervades it, it is by no means difieull lo diseover the gravity of 
mind befitting the occasion, If Sir Thomas More could jest 
unreproved upon the verge of etemnity, Uioro iy no rewon why 
« similar oxhibition of cheerfulness should be condomed in 
Phones ood. Ido not, myself, apprave of this mode of meat 
ing the awfal change which all mortality must undergo; but I 
would nat interpret unfavorably, nor too harshly egnaure the 
conduet of the man, who ab the last moment, emits a fow faint 
dashes of the light which characterized his jltelleol throughout hia 
whole career on eayth, n 

A,-~Poor Hood had always wrelehed huullh and waa of n hypo- 
condriacal temperament, His countenance was peeuliarly grave j 
jo was naturally tnoilurn, nnd, even when he puaned and joleed, 
his features wore very rarely lighted up with Lhe fun that was in 
him, lis face was not like a transparent vase with u kunp 
inside, but like © maak, with all the roguory concealed buhind it. 


But he was a warm-hearted man and an exoollunt writer. 
e 


ULITUNANY CHIT-CHAT. 80 


Na V. 





BROWNING SHELLEY: SUA KSPRARE--SCHLEGHL 
QA RRICK, 

Ae—What can the LEauminer moan by poling Browning in 
the way it dows ? 

II.AI suppose you ullude to the review of his new tragedy of 
Luria, 

A—YVex, Ido, You may observe that the Reaniner has a 
certain web Chat it delights to hud, All other nuthurs ave be« 
youd the pula. Bulwer, Pulfourd, aud Knowles huve for some 
time been Fonbhanguo's peta, und he has lately achnitted Browning 
into the favored circle, Thono anew adinitted nro for ever aller 
like Kingv—-they cnn do no wrong. 

[I ommut sny that [veo any thing like puflery in the 
notice af Browning. Thero eun be nu quystion that he fs a man 
of dive gonins, 

Amel live not myxelf weon the evidencos of it, ‘The pugs 
anges quoted as fivornhle specimens, no man could yond 0 sa. 
cond time, Thoy want prawion and distinetnesay ir is ubeurd 
to onll them drunuilio. Whitever othor talent Browning may 
possess, he ennnot pretend to the rarest af all poulienl qnalificu- 
tiont-the drumatic fuenlty. No living writer ponnesnos it, und 
it ig olom that Browniug dow nut understand what dramatic 
powers, or he would never, a4 he lew done, lave culled Walter 
Savage Limdor ‘a great Dranatie Poet.” 

Th agres with you that wo leva no truu Dramatiat now 
living, but Tum mre that you do gross injustica to Browning. 
Ue is not an overy-day writer, ‘hore is originality in all his 
productiona, 

A.-Thud thore may bo--but it is not poolical originality, He 
would, perhaps, show himedlf to be a subtle motnphysioiun, if 

* 
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he would condescend to write in plain prose, nnd yet vid of his 
chaotic phantasicn, Tiven the Mauminor ia compelled (o vokuow. 
ledge that his author's metaphysics are epoilé by his povtry, and 
his poctry by his metaphysics, ‘This was the cass with Shelley, 
Depend upon it, no poetry will live that cama make ilnelf fell 
by the great general heart, It is melancholy to xee haw much 
poworfal talent and deop learning and ingenions (honght, by le. 
ing tortured into (he form of verse, are losf entively to the world, 
Pootry and motaphysies have been aimiyg ab wedlock this lust 
fifty years, But ib wont do, They are utterly unsuited to 
each other, ‘There is always an tmontentatious philosophy in the 
highest sort of pootry, but not the welaphysies of the schools, 

II.Al Shelley lost 2 world of renders by hia mysticium and 
metaphysics, what was it that prevented Southey from being the 
most popular of modern pocts, as he was certainly the most 
intelligible? Me never culled back his render to consider the 
meaning of a aingle line amidst his countless thousands, 

A—I think i¢ was the want of compreasions Ife cortaiuly 
possessed a rich though not vivid imagination, ‘She gonerul 
effect of his long poems is highly improssive, The render in 
fed captive, from page to page, from canto to canto, but when 
he comes to examine particular lines and paeeyges, he finds 
nothing remarkuble. Poetry of the right surt is the xpirited 
concentration of trath aud heautys sa Chet int single nt 
sometimes in a single word—-the poet throws wore light upon 
fA aubjedt than a prose writer in fifly pages, No line, or hilt 
line, or single word of Southey’s ix qaated or recited. Lhore 
ia u fine tono (but a lille monotonous) in his bhinkevorne, 
Chough it is toosmuch, porhaps, the echo of Akensidu's, and 
there is something very alriking in all hia longer pooma but after 
all, one is more inclined to recognize his extonsive nomure· 
monts and his goneral powers of mind than his poelienl ins 
spiration, You must have obacrved how flat and dull moat of 
his brief occasional vores are, I would lay my life that acnrecly 
a single one of them would gain ndmittancs na an anonymous 
eontribniion to a Magnzine of tho day, 
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I.--Iiy the way, did yon observe in Uke papers a paragraph 
mnowncing Chat wo mommnent hal heen erceted to Southey in 
Woestninster Abbey? ‘The peimy- ii- liner adds to che intelligence 
that “itis but an appropriate compliment that this monument is 
placed near Chit of Bhakepewe.” It is torrie to see how ttt 
greatest of ew (ily nines is thas tuken in vein whenever a com. 
pliment in to be paid ton poet of Tuter times, Vuur friend Jane 
dor ways, that Mayland hus produced four men so pre-eminently 
grout, that no uame, mgdern or ancient, can aland vory near the 
Jowest: Chere are Shakspowre, Bacon, Milton, and Newton, 

II.I could point aul several exquisitely benutiful dexeriptive 
pavenges jn Bonthey’s Epics, to which even you would not ven- 
ture to refuse the ithe of genmine poetry, and xome of his halliul« 
ave st popular, His bitte poom of the Battle af Blenkein ix 
hotler Chan x quanto volume of sermons cyzninst Che vanity and 
wickedness of war, 

AmHouthey was a happy fellow-—qyite proof against al the 
objections of (he evitie, or the entiviat, or the logician, Te was 
the prenlest egolist that evor lived, rnd never hesitnted to spent 
of hig own certain immortality aa a poet, Asa philosopher and 
a4 u politician he was beneath contempt, Asa poet with many 
defects, he hax hix merite, but they are not of the highest order, 
Lanier loted Southey, Int he leves trath beller, and would be as 
mueh shoeked as amy one to bene it stated: that Southey was 
entitled to uw place by the vide ol Shukspewre. La nate 4a ane af 
Tandor’s deunes, Che athor says of Bladepenve that he was the 
only mon Chat ever existed who was superior (o Bacon in iulelleo. 
tual power, 

HJ recollect the note you allude to. Ttilinatrntes n pus - 
sogo in Landor's */asee and Bacon,” one of his “ Five Drunatie 
Scenes,” dudicnted ta Southey, 1b is very difteult to settle the 
rival claime of men whose intellectual powore Lake quite opposite 
directions, 

L—The pnpors have just recorded the death of Augustus 
William Selilegel, tho celebrated Gorman critic, who, in his 
Lectures on Dramatle Literature, lins done so much justico to 
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the character of our grentest poet, ‘Though all Europe owoa 
Schlegel “a debt immense of endless gratitude,” it ia Bngland 
that owes the Inrgest ahnre of that debt, and should be mort 
cager to acknowledge it, It is a singular ciroumstined in the 
Bistory of Literature that a great poct should he bent appreciated 
and moat happily interpreted by a foreigner. A prophet is suid 
to bo better estimated in any other lund than hia own country; 
bit this is the first instance that oecurs to my memory of n poot 
being more eatecmed and Wetter understovd abroad than at home, 
The nume of Schlegel ought to bo a household word with the 
countrymen of Shakapeare. Tho extravagant eulogy inscribed 
beneath ‘the Harlequin figure” of Grvick in Westminster Abbey, 
in which the recovery of Shakspenro from oblivion is attributed 
to the actor, would apply with far more propriaty to his great 
foyoign critic, if we could only suppose or admit for a moment 
that the poct's forme” were over ‘gunk in death.” 


® To oxpand his fama 
Wido oer this breathing world, n Garrick came ; 
Though sunk in death the forms the Poet drew, 
‘Tho rotor’ genius bade them breathe now ; 
Though, like the bard himaelf, In night they fay, 
Tnmortal Gmriek onlled thom back to day, 


For Garrick and actor, we should read Sehlogal ant evitie, and 
then there might be a touoh of tradh in voraon Uwe are, ae Charles 
Lamb justly desories thom, “n farrago of flac thoughts and 
nonsense.” Garrick’s true merit must not be depreaiuted; but the 
verse which makes Shakapouro and Garrigl "éuin atara,” so ont. 

“yageously oversteps the morlesty of truth aw to avatme the dypect 
of asatire, * ' 

A.-Mhen Garrick attempted to adapt Shakepeare'a playa 
to the stage, and inlay thom with pasanyes of his own, he goon 
betrayed tie difference belwoen the power which aunblea n man 
to mimic the outward and visible signs of passion, and thut 
faculty by which o great post obtains an insight into the immer. 
most workings of the human heart, 

II.-It would be o graceful and honorable indication of the 
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gratitude aud qdmiration of tho Mnglish people if some atatue or 
monumenl wore erected in ony country to the memory of a forcign 
writer who has paid to English Literature the highest compli- 
ments ié has yet recvived from other nations—-who has made the 
flippant oriticisms of Vollairo on the greatest of English Posts 
supremely contemptible and ridiculous, even in the partial judg- 
ment of the French--and who, by spreading the fame and eirou- 
lating the golden thoughts of Shakepenre over Europe, has con. 
tributed, in no slight degree, to inorease the moral influence of 
England, and to benefit mankind, 


on eel 


No. VI. 





THE MINISIRY-—-WELLINGLON-IAYDON, 

Awol am glad that you are again well enough to como ubroad 
and that wo can ronow our old discussiona, 

H—What highly interesting events have ovourred in the 
briof interval ! 

Av-You allude to tho change of Ministry ?* 

I -Portly. To what u pitiful condition the Tories wore ro- 
ducad! hay could not get rid of a iboral conservative without 
making way for the Whigs. ‘Chey do not now oven dream of n 
Tory adminiatration, England will never bo ruled again by a 
Yory cabinet, * 

_A—The Custlereaghs and Eldons have had their day. They 
little imagined to what o atato things wore coming, and into 
what supromo contempt their moat cherished opinions would be 
thrown by the general ndvance of knowledge. Peel himeolf is 
in no curious position. He hna beon carried on by tho stream, 
and on looking baek to his past lifo must acknowledgo that his 
mind hoa undergono changes as complete us those of the physical 


—— —— — ——— — — 
In 1846, 
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alxueturo of man, which are said to be eleclerl jn every xeven 
years of existence. 

H.—t ace not the least occasion to taunt him with thesa 
changes or to suspect him of hypocrisy. 
seA.—I hardly Imow what to think of it. It bears mi nwkward 
appearance that his changes of opinion have never oveurred 
when lie has been on the opposition aide of the horse, mid thee 
they have generally resisted him to keep his place in atic, of 
which he is considered peculinrly tenucions, At all events he 
hos always had suflicient augacity to see which way the wind of 
public opinion blows, and generally to avoid bringing his evatt 
nmongat the brenkers, He was n cooler ealenlator of chances, wid 
more prompt to fecl the pulse of the public, Chan any af those 
who were associated with him on the sume vide, ‘The Duke of 
Wellington, with his military notions of passive obedience, 
thought for a long time that all tlut wae neresenyy to put down 
public opinion was an order from the Tove Guurdu, aud that by 
pronouncing: public meetings a farce, the peopl would sev the 
orror of their ways. I should like to know the fecling with 
which such men survive the reign of despotic and narrow opl- 
nions, and find themselves in the minority ne Che age wdlvancer 
in general enlightenment, ‘They camiot bot confins that (hy 
mylul evils whieh they considered the necessary and immediate 
yesult of all politicn! clanges in favor of the people wero due 
dreams of ignorance, Nething whatever lit veeurred (ut xeons 
to fulfil or to confirm any one of their fivorite prophovios mil 
theories, 

Awl do not think the Duke of Wellington ix the kind of 
man who is likely. to confers, even to his own mind, that all the 
dearest opinions of his life are falsified by the history of his 
country; and xelf-deception is not dillionlt even in the fiev of 
the most startling contradictions in the shape of plain matters of 
fact, Ono is occasionally amuged in privale society with moet 
ing a xolitary ‘Tory who docs not keem at ull aware of the abyur. 
dity and loneliness of his position, [Tis mind stale stoele atl, 


and he ig not in the least conseions of the rnpidity with which 
e 
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the reat of Ube warld is puakäin by him. Ilo repenta the ald 
fallacies in fiver of the few tyaiost Che miuy—tulks, like Lord 
¥ldon, of the seeredues that dath hedge n king--speuka with 
watroulled assumes of the divine right to govern wrong, aud 
wonders at Che normynse of the prineiple whiel makes all considyye 
ations give way to the grentent happiness of the greatest amber, 
Ilo is 0 living memorid of dead error. Tt is botter nat to think 
of the Duke of Wellington ea politician, but Go rementber what 
ho hus done for his country wstsoldier. “Cho Inst Gime I sew him 
ho wes eitting in his usual pluco in the [louse of Lerds, mul 
in his weannd attitude his hend huaging down upon his breast, 
hiv hat over his eye, mtd his urm« and legs crossed, He never 
reed his hel, nor did he utter a single word to any one, 
When he rose lo leave the Horse Tie seamed to widk fevhly, aud 
T few that his fron constitution is rapidly broking up. Wheat 
w fortunate fate is that of this illust riennn conmnander, who 
in every diregtion Kees his own image, innltiplied in bronze or 
marble, nid reads his own life in the Iistory of his country | Te 
ia living ns it were in posterity, if the Trixhism may be permitted, 
and is onjayinyg all Unuse honors in Iris tite-time which are usually 
reserved for Lhe gruve. 

LemThere seems lo he ocensionully the aumo prostration of 
mind in polities mm there is in religion, when the welght of carly 
rwsocintions und curly prejndives oppressea Che judgment. Tam 
acquainted with two or (ieee very clover ehyeyd men who sea all 
truth bat politiul (rath with great quickness, Chess men vow 
thelr belief in dhe doctrine af the divine right of kings, and helr 
entire fidgpendonce of Che millions of Imuwa heurta placed at 
their merey, exeopt Chat Chey will hve lo nisyer to theie Gad in 
a future life, But that in thy menntime Uke happiness of millions 
should De at n single nunu's irresponsible dispoaul is n inulter of 
no moment, So a king might une himself, us some Frenels 
king once did, with talsing shots nt his people ws Chey puss his 
palucem-Killing them with ws little rentorse us if they were sv 
many birds of proy. Tlic people lave ne right to protect thom. 


selves uguinst (he * Lord's unuinted,” for to what earthly tribu- 
a 


46 LITRRARY GIHIT-OIAT, 


nal could he be ealled? Tho king con do no wrong.” Pope 
makes the Goddess of Dulness (in the Dunciad) express her ox~ 
tremo partiality for “ Arbitiary sway,? and the ductrine of the 
divine right of kings— 

For mo if Duinoss soes a grateful day 

‘Hs in tho shade of arbitrary sway 

OL if my aons may learn ono eathly thing 

Teach bul that one auſſteiont for a king + 

hat whieh my puesta, ond mine alone maintain, 

Which as it dics or livea we fall or reign ; 

May you my Cam and Isis proach it long} 

Tha right dletua of kings to govern wrong t 

H.—You'll observe, I think, that tho Tory has only in his oye 
the reigning king—nnd a European one. Tho innumerable little 
kings of barbarous and petly states do not seem quite so anored. 
Perhaps he would hesitale to talk of the divine right of ono of 
tho naked kings of the Marquesas Islands, Like all prejudioed 
and one-sided reasoners, the Tory keops clear of deflnitions, and 
will not explain precisely what sort of kings aro appointed by 
God to roign over men with irresponsible power, ‘To retum to 
the ex-minister,—I think you do not do him justice, Ho has cer. 
tainly done more for his country and mankind during his Inst 
reign, than any one of his predecessors within the same number 
of years, 

A.—That is true but it is lo his good fortune rathor than to 
his abilily that it is to be attributed. Peel is far from being o 
firstrnte man, No Historian will place him amongat the great 
ataloemon of England. He is olavor, plausible, full of taet, and, 
above all, isvory pliable, He hns not the xigidity of tho onl, or 
his boughs would havo snapped long ago. 

IL,—Ho is not indeed w pig-hendod, obstinate fool, that for tha 
more sake of a charactor for consiatency, sticks to every opinion 
that he has once embraced, whether right or wrong, J know 
no man whom J should consider more open to fair argument 
aguinst his own opinions, He is candid and modest. And do 
you think thore is no moral courngo in nvowing great changes 
of opinion, and shocking and allonating hoats of old naaocintes ? 
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A~Well—I am not disposed to ran him down. Ie lina his 
good paints, and [like none better than his generosity and kind. 
noas to mon of genius, 

II.-VYon are thinking of poor IIaydon. [ huve read the ac 
count af his suicide with extrome emotion. T think T see hin 
on the floor beside his last work, with his white hairs dabbled 
in bload, 

A.—Did you know him personally? 

II.-Blightly. Uo was a fine warmehcarted fellow with some 
eccentricities, I became nequainted with him in consequence of a 
orlliquo Thad written in the London Tieokly Review, on u picture 
he was then propariug for public exhibition—it was one of his most 
successful performuncus---The Chairing af the Members, wfter 
the Mock Election in the King’s Bench, Twill show you the first 
two notes I reevived from him-they are very brie! but very 
chnruateriatic, 

My pan Six, 

Many thanks for your homutifully writtow notice Tet it aland; for in ono 
or twa Ingtanors ft will he av it wan, But tho bringing in tha Lord High 
Shorlf in frunt {a a vast advantage ant improvement; eull in about a fort. 
night and J hope in God to have wonething done of conmoquenoe, 

Yours thithfuily, 
B. R. IIavpov. 
My puan Sin, 

Many, mony thanks for yenr groat kintncar~-and, for the ake of the 
art, naver omit elovathyy the broad, the maxoullne, auil the dveldud over tho 
timtd, the feittored, and the putty | 

You have dona mo great honor, ands man feolk amply rewarded for all 
his toila and anxletles, whdn hie lahora lieth snob apontancous uninfluenced 
praiuo. Iloy T alwaya deserve auch a rowaril from the honest nul refined. 

* Yours over, duar Str, 
D. R. Tavvon. 


1 wos gratified at having given him so muoli plowure, id | 
prosorved hia litle notes ws records of the good will and good 
opinion of a man of true geniua. His melancholy ond has made 
them doubly intoresting, though the intorest is now of a painful 
nature, I recollect onco seeing him in high spirits, [1 waa at 
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one of the Water Color Exhibitions. Te dud jst eevived from 
George the Fourth five hundied guinens for his picture of Cdrist'y 
entry into Jerusalem, Lam speaking fom memory, bot 1 think 
Chat was the picture the King purchased, Tis muajeaty give the 
same sun for the Mork Jélection in the King's Benrk, Prout, who 
was standing by me, exclaimed, There ip I laythv-- J must go 
and congiatulate him? A great mumbo of brathor wi dists (hon 
collected ronuil Haydon and expressed their sutinfivetion a6 his good 
Inck,* [sew him on another ocension in his stadio, when he 
called my adtention toa broken plaster of Paris cast of the luck 
of a Negro, It Jooked Jiko the bnek of a yinnt.  Maydon huil 
made a bargain with the man that, for a cartain reward, he 
should permit neaily his whole body tobe enclosed i the plaster, 
Whon the plaster way over the man’s brawl and stomach, it 
became go firm, and adhered so closely to him, Unt le last his 
breath, and newly died under the operation, IlInydon was 
alarmed, and perhaps began to speorlate upon being hinug for a 
murder secundum artem. ‘ Haydon’s nmutive was very mimuto 
and graphic; but so many years have aince elupeed, and my 
memory is so weak a one, that I cannot give the exact details. 
T thought some rough stadies in chalk or Lagments of shetehes 
on the walls of his studio, indicated more genius than his tiuished 
paintings, To had greut boldness iu his fast rangh danphite, 
but sometimes he found it diftieult to muisty hinuself. Tis head 
of Glaist, in bis picture of the Balry tate derwselon, was very 
often rubhed out sud repainted. 

A—It was generous in George the Foorth te prelim an 
historical picture, for he hud no leaning (winds Che great xtyle in 
art, Ie preferred the Duteh to the Teale masters, 


© Sh Walter Seott in hia diuy (dated May 6, 1628,) aftor veomddiyg dhab 
he had just Incabfasted with Haydon, aud ant to hlin for hin head: expanses 
a hope that the mist was ou his Tegs agatn,” (rdieved fram deb.) lhe 
king," continues Seott, “has given hing a lilt, hy tnying bie alover pietu 
of the Auch Ehetlon in the King's Hench rian, to whioh he is sdiing a 
seoond part, repenouting Whe Charing of dee Members, ul tho moment it wie 
inten upted hy the entry of the guards? 
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II.-In Hayden's picture of Christ's Batey inte Jerusalem he 
hing introdveed the fueos of Voltahe aul Werdsworth ~the one 
full of mockery-~ the other of Che pofamidest reverence, 

AwnAnd yet it ix thought Chat Wordsworth is ne Child, 
Tin religions, Hf Judged of only by bis wilting ie Deis, Tn hit 
most veligiotas posages Le maker ne ulisinn to Hovelution. Le 
deifiey Nature. 

VoD believe this Coben rent misteke, aad [think LC eould 
show you many prsages in Wordsworth Gut would quite over. 
throw your critica, Blnekwood'n Magazine once banght the 
same charge uguiuet him, 

AJ did not nt all like the letter of the Z/mrAenes London 
correspondent, Whore stort mondity seem shocked al the public 
sympathy towards nui of ening, who, anable to supp t hin 
golf ogiiunt inistortine, sought relie€ indent. Ne ane will ven 
dure fo defend: tho erhue of suieile. Tis, indeed, indelamible 
on every proud, Git in this nineteeyth contiyy, men begin to 
pily the eriminul, however much Chey any detest the erime, 
Even if it be true, us seme think, ud the aan who deprives 
himeclf of Tife in this world mst inevitably endive an eternity 
of torment: in the ueat, ds poor Haydon the less a subject af 
commixeration ? 

IoThe common jvtion that the ret of auicide alwayd indi« 
entes cownrdicn ox inriniity i gree erty, Kime of the bravest 
and most gifted spirits ſhut. ever wore Inunnn flesh lave: east 

Kit of Vike a cumhous garment, and with cool delihation, 
when thoy form it too.apprensive, IB in xomething lhe the alt 
mistuko that all bullion wre cowarde— 

, 
eM he wish wan father, Haury, te that Ulan 

AceeMen of genius wre always sensitive, ‘Chey feel the ile 

of life fir inure neutely Um other people, Tt is nwful to 

think of the internud stragglee of ateh men when the world 

grows bluek before them, Calmer temperaments cannot ensily 

conceive what ngany of mind poor Unydon must lieve undor - 

gone before he wrought himself to his Inst drendful act, Dut 
u 
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we must not forgot how many Cereifie storms he hud ended 
with a manly foililnde, How touching me hiv ewn words-— 
“In God I trust. It is hard this strugyle of 12 years, duration ; 
but Thy will, not mine, be done.” Shull we fogot (hin -H2 yonrs 
8f endurance by one of the mast sensitive of aniud4? Thin sens 
sitiveness ig alluded to by Wordsworth in his friendly sonnet, 
and, Inowing what the gilted artist had to Dow up aginst, the 
poet felt the uecossily of nddiersing the mere heroic part of lis 
natwe; and all who know Taydon were nye that he wna not 
generally deflojent in moral comnge. 


VOB, U. TAYDON, 
Migh is our calling, Friend, — oreative Aut 
(Whether the inshument of words she use 
Or penell pregnant with etherial huen,) 
Demands the service of a mil and heart 
Though sensitive, yet in thet wonkext part 
Tleroienlly fushioned—to infuse 
Faith in the whispers of the lonely Muse, 
‘While tho whole world acoms arverne to doaert. 
And ohl whon Nature sinks, as qft she may, 
Though long-lived presse of ohseme distiens, 
SUN to be alxenuons for the light wad, 
And in the soul admit of no decay, 
Brook no contmunnes of werkemindadness = 
Cheat tx the glory, lor the suite da haat) 


The suife was indeed hard, and more ab lust thaw he could bear. 

II.A regict extremely that the Ilurhuru'x correxpondentl 
(himeelf a man of genius and of fino agcomplishimenta) should 
have flattored the dunees and the Loilers for yellow dioss hy his 
apport of the vulgar doctrine Ural no mon should Inter in an 
unprofitable calling—unprofitable ina trading sense. Haydon 
ought not to have painted large Listoricul pictures, he saya, bo» 
cause there was no demand in the market for them. Loully, 
this is quite unworthy of such a writer. On the sume principle 
his admhed Wordswath onght never to have written so many 
unsuleable verses, nor Milton his Paradise Lost. 


e 
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No. VIL 


— 


LANDOR -MARQUESAS ISLANDS BORROW ~BARRY 
COLNWALL BURNS CAMPHELE, &e 


A.—TTow fs if that uel a single copy of Walter Savage Lan~ 
dor’s collected works his yet reached Indin?* Do the London 
providers of the Indiuu snarket feel that it is too solid food for 
the deliente stomachs of their Indian constituonta ? 

De—the London correspondents of the Indim Booksellers 
Juve felt the pulse of the Indian public, and know well the atate 
of ity iutelleetual health. Thoy know what to send, and what to 
loop buck. Il Lauer's Works wore published in this country, J 
do not think a dagen copies would be wold. 

Am-But the fet in, Chat Tandor is not a papular writer any 
where, Ilin hooks are eaufare Wo the general. 

TeeBut is Chere not rave classionl clogance in his careful 
yet eloquent and enorgotic prom? Te is one of the fow original 
thinkors of this centary, 7 

AJ few that his collected works will givo but Tittle im- 
mediate profit (a his publisher, Tt is poxsible, however, that 
they may hive a tolerwbly good and steady enlo in England, 
though not n quik mul brilliait ane. A’ gout book there is 

® aura to wark ite way sooner ar lator, Chengh it may be yuged 
by for owhile by popular Gah, whiel hus its brief day and its 
eternal oblivion, 

1.—rhe only kinds of hooks that now seer fo have a quick 
anlo aro novela and travels, and verlainly, England was never 
vishor in these departments of Literature. Englishmen never 
travelled ao much ne they do now, mul, spouling generally of 
them, they were nover bofore so well qualified to turn their 


4 











* Sino thia waa written, the Cutian Nooksellurs havo boon supplied with 
oopios of Landor'n Works, Geldr Is in the collection, 
* 
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travels to a good aecount. ‘Chis is one of the advantages of the 
difusion of education amongst all classes, Towne reuding the 
other day, a work on Typeo, one of the Maquesis Islands, 
Since I devoured Robinson Crusoe, in my boyhood, J have read 
nothing half so interesting as this look, I forgot ita title. 1 
was written by one who went out as anim before the ned inn 
small whalor, IIe had ecen better days, and nwt lave received 
a good education. Tho wild and 1omuntio seenery of Typee- the 
primitive character of the islanders---te nuthor's hitiv- bueuithi 
escapes by flood and ficld—are all dexeribed with such eloquence 
and animation that this narrative of nctunl adventing js ns clin. 
ing as Romance. 

L—Is not Borrow's Bible in Spain ale nv delightf) book of 
travels? 

IIAII is—but not so interesting as the beok J apoak of. 
Borrow's adventures ave somewhat monotonous, nnd before ove 
has quite got through his book, there ia no great disinclinution 
to close it; but no reader could put down the wark on ‘Typed 
before he had got to the end, 

L.—Bul Uicre is a true heroism, and a manly sagncity, aud a 
directness of purpose in Borrow, that have excited in me a rent 
admiiation of his churdeter, Ue is a noble specimen of u zenlons 
Christin of geuntinecawage, with hupge-niidednessy, mid we uittor 
absence of all bigotry. Te is annetivo missionary, mud rendy at 
all times to sufor martyrdom in the one af his nitluz; you he is 
as charitable ay ho is clearssightod tu judging: of Che errors ar pres x 
judicos of men who entertain opinions direetly opposite fo his own, 
Such chunotors aro rare, wil deserve to be held wp to the wd. 
mination of thelr, fellow men, 7 

II.Ao is all that you say of him. I quite go wlony with 
you in your praise of Borrow ag a man, und I linvo vend much af his 
work with interest ond plensure, though 1 wis not serry to come 
to the end of it, One of his two volumes would have antinfied 
me. Tis work would hove beon all the better for a litte pron 
ing. Nevortheleys, it doa him oredit, both og mi nnthor and a 
man, and I confess, J think the Bible Suciety were singularly 
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fotonate in obtaining anol am agent-——-so buld and determined, 
yet so prudent and judiciaus-~so zeulowy, yet so chmituble aud 
candid. 

A.A have only just read Moxon’s edition of Urry Cornwall’ 
Songs, Tow wrotehedly have they disappointed me, aud how 
disgracefully hive some of our Loudon erities misled the public, 
on the subject of thelr meritz. Why, if you were to believe 
theep eritics, you would conciide Chat Burnx wie at Inet surpnased 
in his own line, ‘The fot ix, that in the whole collection—-n 
vory eslensive one-~thore is not one thoroughly natural lyrie, 
And yot Barry Cornwall in his introduction talks with excellent 
judgment of the qnolities requived in a goud song, and the absolute 
necessity of adapting it lo the geueal human heat. But just 
imagine the futility of attempting lo imprews simple natures 
wilh such firefetched and filastie aud purely artificial prodacs 
tions os Chose, whieh are yet intended to gratify tho adonnl 
taste, and raise dhe chanaler of the lyrical department of British 
Literature, To yenlly beeome more ad more inelined every dey 
to look with more and more eontempl upon the poetical eri. 
ticiwm of Enghunl, It xeans tome not merely wrong—bit 
ineultingly so. What sort of compliment in it to a render, to 
dircet is admiration (a au Donne-like aundeit of the worst kind, 
4 Che very po fection of gimple unture? Thoso lyrica of Barry 
rename Qouue'a pucma in a centidn plidoring coldnews nad a 
rouwlonoxn Of ihustiation, but in nothing lke. Dome’ mota- 
phyrient fineies though vamatiual md proxiia, often indicate 
grett ingenuity and force of mind. Barry in ſeoble as well ws 
funtaationl, 

IIAI hivo not rend these xougar but if they are aneh as you 
deseribe them to be, wl the pulls of the orflies will not rexeuc 
them from oblivion. Jum sorry to hear so bad an account of 
Barry Cortwall’s latest efltudons.-for T read all hia carly pootry 
with grent pleasure, It wis elegant, fhtent, funeiful, melodious 
and tender in a high degree. [t is anid that he won his accom 
plished and beautiful wile by his dulevt strains, She was deoply 
interested in the author before she had ever seen him, Some of 
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his Dramatic Scenes indicated a power which aovere aludy might 
have brought to great perfection, At lenst, J aseil Lo Chink xo, 
But, there are somo intellects that are naturally brightest, aid 
strongest in Choir dawn, and mistend us with files prominer of 
vast and rapid progress. Campbell and Rogers hoth disappoiut« 
ed the world by the great promixe of their earliest works. Gump 
bell, indeed, did something better than his Llewxures af Tope, 
which hag too much the nir of a clever juvenile prize poom. Hix 
Gertrude of Wyoming is delight; but Thcodrio and the Di 
grims of Glencoe wore wholly unworthy of him, Choy formed 
but an unsatisfactory termination to a glorious career. ‘Lhe best 
things he ever wrote wore hia Battle Odes, 

A.—Yes—if Barry Cornwall had written auch voraes ns thoxo, 
he might have been proud of his additions to the Lyric Literature 
of his country, 

—~They are almoat perfection. 

A.—Yes—but they were produced with an agony and bloody 
sweat, Ono is shocked t6 think that some four or five pager of 
verse should be, as it were, the concentrated csaence of nh man’s 
whole soul—the result of years of Inbox and anxiety, 

H—Giay is the only British Poet whose warks were the 
produce of such slronuous toil—thoy wore indeal warks, 

A.—Il is said Uhnt Rogers toiled quite wi much; but he could 
not concentrate his freultios into any degree of strength, MMe is 
always weal and finical, 

Ho—His Iumun Life is his host produetion, ‘There ix ona 
and fluency in that poem, and much sivertnass, Tow fortininte 
some pacts are in the time and manner of (hui ſiral appeurune 
Would Pomfret havo lived two duys a a Poot in the, 1oth 
century? If a poem liko tho Pleasures of Lope or tha Pleu- 
sures of Memory were published to-morrow wilh nm new urme, 
it would be forgotten in a month. Muny pooms, indicating higher 
genius than belongs to these, have appeared and paawed away 
within the Iual twenty years, 

A.AI think if you will trace the History of the Intest pouts, 
you will find Uhnt the generality af those, who, without any hold on 
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the public mind have obtained a place in Chie Hat of known authors, 
have onjoyed the ail of seme friondly eritia. T. h. I., for 
exumple, wes pushed inlo notoriety hy derdan, of Uie Loadon 
Literary Gusetto, wb u time when Chal paper enjoyed a wide 
ciroulation. Who rends her poetry now? Bat every body hes 
Joard of Lotitte Bivatieth Landan. blor melancholy end helped 
to preserve her mane fora time, but it will «oon sink inte oblivion, 
Who wonld have hoard of Kirke White, but for Southey's criti. 
clams, cand his beutiful aud pathetic memoir? ‘The Aeaminer 
nowspaper hag prsted a certain se¢ into tompornry notice, mul 
Leigh Unt reveued Keuts (who, however, well deserved the 
favor) fram the negleet whieh originally uppenred tha doom 
assigned (o him by Mule. 

II.Kent« wid trie poet, though [question if he ean ever 
Dedome a tievarile wie the mas af readers, Perkins il was lucky 
for his tune that he died onaly, and left his gimitio figment of 
LFypevion in io prexent state. Und he Ryed to nttompt itt com 
pletion he might have dimppoiuted his warmest divers, Toflen 
think that Mitton ought ta heve lett his Peowdise Losd untinished 
the ently books are xo ineampiaably superior to che Tater ones. 
What an ides posterity would then have formed of lis mighty 
powers! 

Av-We need not wish to have a nobler conception of the 
tutintallodt Gum the warka of Millan, ax they now ara, must 
raise in the mil of every worthy render. 


—ñi 


No, VIII. 





GUARLES Le QUIZOT—HALLAM~ MACAULAY, 


VeeAre you not of opinion tlint Moeauay baa treated far iuo 
severely the charagter of Charles the Fiott ? 

M-—ly ne means. Doan, on the contrary, inelined to find 
foult with him for adinitthsy, with Hallo, that it war n mistake 
to condom Charles to execution. If Charles, saya Macaulay, 
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had been the fast of his ling, there would hnvo been rn intelli: 
ble rengon for putting him to death. But the blow which termi. 
nated his life, ab once Wansferred the alloginnoe of every voynlist 
to an heir, and an heir who was at liberty, ‘Te dell the indivi. 
dual was therefore to release the king, This ie plausible enought; 
but the fact was that no middle course was left Wo (he choice of 
the predominant party; and it was not the monuehy that they 
wore determined Lo destroy, but the man who wished to tui Che 
monarchy into a despotism, 

P.But the tiiumphant Parliament had aheady so reduced 
the prerogative, and bound the hing hy seh selemn pledges, 
that in reality thee was little to fear fiom him, and his spirit 
was undoubtedly much subdued hy his nislen ties, No aoniigl 
had teccived severer and more Wholesome lexan, 

M.—And no man was ever ters disposed to proitt by Ucn, 
Tow could they trust the word of a prinee who had bo ollon de» 
ceived them ? F 

P.A cannot help believing with Tame that the good fiith of 
Charles has been most iashly and unjustly called in question. 
He observes that it would defy the most mnlignune serutiny, 

M.—Why, Ime himself furnishes proofy to the contrary y- 
bet nat to pay thet prejudiced and inconsistent wither Ute cotte 
pliment of Geating his wouk as au withority, (hangh it is win 
teresting asa work of tho sort can well bo, lef as lurn to the 
cold und judge-like lIullum, who remarks that Charles lending 
fault was a want of sincerity, $* He wos in the constant hibit,” 
says this historian, “ of pervertings his untural neuteness ta the 
mean aublerfuges of cqnivocnl angie.” “Phe ame author eine. 
terizes tho evasion of the Petition of Light aman act of absurd 
and audactous insincerity, Millay culls it pitifel, 

P.—Is no allowance to be made for Charles on necomnt of the 
difficult eheumstances in which he was pluced 7 

M.—Why shall wo oxcuse that ina leing which we nover ox. 
cuse ina subject. The subject's plow of expedioncy or necensily 
would he rejected with scorn, The barefaced plinder of the 


people and the subversion of the Jaws of thoaealm, have been often 
n 
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excused Lhough Ute starving wieteh who should steal a lonfofhrend 
to save the lives of wife und ebilkhon, would be thought jnatly 
served if he were whipped through the streeta and threwa inte 
dungcon, A despot gasping at illegul power muy offend tytinat 
the Iews of Gad nnd man without mitohi xnerifies of vepntution, 
but he who agonized with hanger xeizes ce moeuthtid of food, ben 
wrotoh unworthy of Che exiatenee he atempts to prolong! We 
cun never rensim fiitly upon the eharacters of kings umlow we 
remember Ghat they are of the same flesh maid blood ax other men; 
and though this seoms 0 truism, it is not Jolt to bo one, evon in 
this age of enlightenment for we yet duily read neeounts, even 
in the Mberal journnls, of the sayings und doings of the roiguing 
sovercign, written ini style that indientes the most diqgustiig 
idolatry of kingly power. Lacy Aiken, in her Memnire af the 
Court of Charles, Uuees the Iing's insincerity back to his ine 
ſanoy. “ho child is father of the man.” She spent with praper 
indignation, of a {tel which you will npl find in Tome, that ta 
raige money a quuntity of paper was taken, hy the king's order, 
on eredit, and then soll at a great undervalue, “The hing, sho 
anys, dlKo mule et geizare of the bullion at the minty but on the 
offer of a low of 80,0008 by the morohinte interested, it wee 
relensed, [le even devised a achome Jor dedasing the cain, but it 
wos divconeorted hy the opposition of thu Privy Council. Acts 
of 0 lows chiming) siatare would have brought a subject to the 
_ gallows ar the blook, 

F.-Areo Mine Ailon's asportions worth muol ? [think aot. 

Mobho ia not o great writer, but her honesty lie not, 
T think, boon questioned, tad, if J rementhur rightly, she quater 
hor authorities fully. Bat evon Churendon, wha lavotl his warth- 
Jess wiuator merely heenuee he wos a king, wee not blind to some 
of hia faults, and, iv allusion to his insincerilivs, bitterly exclaims, 
in a lutter to Nicholus—'Oh1 My, Searctury, thone auinlagems 
havo given mo more sad hows then all the misfortunes in win 
which have boſulleu tho king, snl look like the effects of Gail's 
anger Lowards us." On one aceasion Sucrotury Cooke delivered 
amessnge from the king, te the House of Commons, asking, 

sf L 
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whethor the house would rely upon the Ring's word. ‘The ques- 
tion was followed by a long silenco—~ 


Come then, expressive allonoo, wuse Jin praisot 


Pym proposed to move, whether the house should take the 
king’s word or not⸗ al which Cooke, in his indignation and nlm, 
begged the speaker to enll him to order. “aly, My, Speaker,” 
snid Pym, “ the king’s onth is as powerfal aa his word;'n 
biting saronem, as ho had just hefore observed (while complain 
ing of the Royal illegalities,) thal the peaple had already his 
Majesty's coronation onli to maintain the Inws of England j-—~ 
why need they take hie word? 

F.—Wheie did you meet with Usis anecdote? 

M.—In a quarter where you would least expect to find it—in 
D’Isineli’s Curiosities of Literature, 

F.—It is impossible, I think, that Charles should haye sa 
deeply excited the enthugiastia love of his followers, if ho lad 
been really such a person as his enemics havo described him 
to be, 

M.—Oh, it is astonishing how little virtue is necessary to the 
popularity of a king—a divinity doth hedge him round, and n 
good-natured word or smile from royal lips, a graceful or condea« 
conding bow fiom e head that wears a crown, will inna many 0 
man utterly blind to the most monstrous imporfootions, 

F—It is acknowledged, I believe, Unat Charles waa nob, like 
too many of our kings, indifforent to bloodshed, Dyon Hallam 
saya thét ho was not the aggrcasor in the Civil War, and, that he 
ahowod on indisposition to strike the first blow. 

M.-Anllam ia so anxious to obtain the frniso of rigid im. 
partiality that ho suppresses all natural feeling, Circumatances 
of the most atrocious character are dotailed, by him, with a 
hermit-like ealumoss. Wo miss in this historian, what wo natu. 
rally look for in on honest friend of freedom, a warmth and 
vehemence where those qualities woul! seem moat natural, 
as in the relation of detestable rats of tyranny, or of gallant 


and glorious resistance. A mistrust of his own impartinlity 
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makes him disposod, us a judgo, to give Chorloa too often 
the benefit of the slightost doubt, nnd to sny more in his favour 
than the fevling in the imermosl recwmon of hia heart 
would entircly confirm, hero is something of this kind in 
hig attempt to relieve the king from the adium of being the 
first, aggressor in the eivil wor, which is quite at varlauos with 
the Hiatorian’s own excullont remark, that the aggrossor in n way 
js not the first who uaca force, but tho first who rendora force 
nocessury, Now surely thore oan be no question that tho oxtreme 
tyranny of Chaves had ronderod it absolutely nocosanry on the 
part of the people, that they should take up arms in tho defence 
of their own liborty. It ia clear, from IIallum's own pages, 
that ho himeelf would bo the last to deny that the king had 
driven matters to that point which rendered “rebellion a duty,” 
Quizot is more diveet and atrnightforward in his decisions, for 
he is ontirely freo from oll self-mistrust or thouo timid scruples 
which nro apt to influonca a native historian anxious to show 
himeolf scrupulously just even Lo a tyrant, who may bo regarded 
with opposite ſoolinga by contending pnrtioa. 

M.—My, Ward, tho author of Zromaine, has lately published 
a work which ia intended to prove that the people of England 
wore inexcusable traitors, in opposing ao dealdadly the, whahos 
of that amiable poraon Jamea tho Second, Mr. Ward and his 
publishors muat have felt that they wore not unsupported by 
aporty in the British nation, or they would not havo ventured 
upon auch a speculation. Mr. D'Israeli has attompted n util 
voldor undortaking—his dofenea of Charles the Virat Unoludos 
an attack upon his patriotic oppononta, Pym, Hampdon, Elliott 
&o. &o, in five oofgyo volumes! No man would bo so mad as to 
publish a defonco of tho old feudal syatem, or of any othor 
systom that was univorsally condemned by the prosent genoration, 
and tho appenranoe of auch worke as those of Ward and D'Iaracli, 
auſſiolontly indicates tho faot that, though the Schoolmaator has 
boon long at work, ho has yol many stupid and refractory scholars 
to enlighten and sulduo, * 

HF.- Tho reign of Chorlos will, I hops, bo ong. day vritton in 
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style which will do all portios more justice than any one has yot 
dono them, 

M.—-Guizot is moro decidedly sovore thin Tnllam. He 
royards Charles with unmitigated hntred and contempt. 

F.—I havo not rend Guizot's Tlistory-—-and if this be his foot. 
ing towards tho unhappy Charles, I do not wish to rend it. 

M.—It is a grent misfortune to tho cnuse of liberty that the 
most popular of English Historians should have been so prejudiced 
in favor of the Stumt family. ume hns contrived, by hts 
artful and enchanting narrative, to oxcite the sympathy of many 
n generous reader who would have theroughly hoted the tyrant, 
had he been painted by so fino an artist in truc colors, So 
gront is the delusion of those who are wholly under tho apell of 
the enchanter, that they have imagined a resemblnnce in the 
fate and charactor of tho Royal Martyr to those of the Saviour af 
mankind, 

P.-Ohorles folt, no doubt, that it was hig duty to support his 
rights and prorogatives a8 u king, and his Kingly notions were 
not higher than thoso of his father. " 

M.—Why, no—they wore rather less lofty, I suspect, James 
the Fist asserted that “as it is Uleaphemy to dispute what 
God may do, so is it sedition to dispute what a king may do 
tn the height of his power.” James waa a silly podant und 
might havo believed what ho suid. Le wax tho firat king, 
observes Pops, in ono of hia notos to the Dunciad, who avsumed 
tho title of Saored majesty, “which his loyal clergy. tranaforred 
from Md to him.” But Charles, though he noted ns if he was 
undor the influence of the aame pitiful delusion, hnd too much 
good aonso to Yo doosived by the shallowgabsurditios, which 
his weak father regardod as truieams. Hoe know woll onough 
that the English Goyornmont was a mixed Government, and not 
an absolute monarchy, He know toa, or ought to have known, 
that the Crown of Fingland wna not enjoyed by a divino, in 
defensable, hereditary right, for {f it had been go, it would never 
have devolved upon tho houso of Stuart. He mot with argn- 


ments more impreasivo than words to prove that a King of Eng. 
: 
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lond ig dependent upon tha repreaentatives of the people for the 
very luwa by which his own power ix defined or supported, and 
for the monns of performing his duties ns tho chief exeentive 
officer of tha state, No one ean suppose that Chinles waa 
auch an idiot oa to heliove that ‘it waa impossible for u King of 
England to bo i delinquent," and that ho was reaponsiblo only 
to God. Whon he mare this assertion ho know full well that if 
ho had atlompted to play the part of Nero, or, lika ono of the 
French Princes, had shot at the peoplo*from his palace windows, 
merely to pasa away tho time and amuso himeolf on a rainy day, 
tho nation would have laughed to gcorn his talk about divine 
night and irresponsibility, und havo very justly denounced him 
and treated himngn delinquent, It is true thet ho was not guilty 
of nals of this charucter; but that he plundered the people, tame 
pled on thoir righta, and endeavoured to subvert the conatitution, 
are fucla that it would bo a work of supererrogation to insfat 
upon, Charles thu Firat did not orr from ignoyancor ho waa 
a rendor and nm rongonor; and he ntuat huvo known that he 
had no more right to conspire agninat the parliament than the 
ptrliament had to conspire against (ho throne, In fet, the power 
of the Parliament being more nenrly the voice of the nation, is 
in roulity far lesa quostionnble than that of the king himsolf. 

P.-At all events, you will allow that in private life Chorles 
dosorved the prase whieh Humo has bostowed upon him as a 
fathor and a husband, 

M.—tI think Maoaulay has admirably anawored this plea in the 
king’s favour" Wo charge him with having broken hig coronn- 
tion onth—nnd we aro told thnt ha kept his murriugo vow! J We 
acouaa him of hagug given up his people to the morojless inflic. 
tons of the moat hot-headed and hard-honrtad ofprelatos—-and tho 
defence ia, that ho took his little son on his knoo and kissed him { 
‘We conaure him for having violated tho articles of the Potition 
of Right, after having, for good and valuable consideration, 
promised to observe thom—nnd wo ara informed that he was 
accustomed to hoar prayora nt six in the morning. A good 
fathor ! a good huabend ! ample apologies indeed. for fiftoon yours 
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of porsceution, tyranny, and falschood !” In consequence of his 
repeated breach of “ his princely word” he had mude it impossibly 
for the nation to restore him to power, ‘Their only accurity waa 
his death. It was a choice Uetween the slavery of millione and 
the destruction of a single tyrant, Ilo was accordingly brought 
to the blook—~n deed which Algornon Sidnoy pronounced the 
bravest and justest ever done in Jingland.” Lowia the Sixteenth 
lost hisJife on the same account, ‘The people could not trust 
« his princely word.” Thò manifeato which he left behind him on 
his flight from Paris protested against all the monaures to which 
he had proviously and publicly givon his nesent, 

F—I am not prepared just now to handle this subject as 1 
ought to do, and indood, J bogin to fewr that wo enn hurdly 
goon so smoothly ns we havo hitherto dono, if we introduce 
politics into our Chit-Chat, Lot us ralurn again to the nrtiaty 
and the poets, 

M.—With all my heart, 


— 


No. IX. 





HAYDON—KEATS—DACON—NEWPON, 

II.-A few ovonings ago I rend to you Worduworlh's intor- 
esting Sonnet to Mnydon, J have just filen in with nother 
nddresded to the samo artist by Konta—and leo another 
Sonnet of Wordaworth’s to Haydon, on his alriking picture of 
Bonnparto standing on the rock of St. Helona. ‘Tho picture 
is in Shr Robort Pool’s gallory. 


ON HAYDON'S BONAPARTE AT 8. UELENA, 


Maydon! Lot worthior Judges pratno the skill 
ITeoro by thy ponoll shown in teuth of Snes 
And charm of oolors; I applaud thoso signa 
OF thought, Ual givo the true pootto Urllly 
‘That vmonoumborod whole of blank and allli, 
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Sky without cloud—ooean withaul a wave, 

And the one Man that lahored to onulave 

Tha World, aale atandlag high an the bare hill, 
Nuehk turned, arm folded ~the nunppuent free 
Minged, we may fanoy, in thin dreary plies 
With light refloeted fom the inviathlo aun, 

Set, Ike hie ſartunon hul tal Ket for aya 

Tike thems the wngiulty Pawer pursues hia way, 
And before dim doth dawn perpetual ran, 


A.—Thia is one of Wordsworth’s best Sonnets, certainly, and 
givoa a clear iden of the picturo, but I wish the poet had not 
been puzaled how to reconcile sonae and rhyme in the fifth ine. 
That whole af blank and stit—is wwkword onough—« whole of 
still? Ilaydon acems to huve been a favorite with the poeta, 
T remomibor a pleasing Sonnet by Mivs Mitford addressed to 
him on his gront picture of the Judgment of Soloman, which be 
solid for seven hundred pounds, On the appearance of the picture, 
the Directors of tho Nritiah Inatitutian voted the artist a com. 
plimentary present of onc hundred guinons, It ie said that Mr. 
‘West, on looking nt the work, wos affected to tonrs al the Agure 
of the palo, fainting mother. ‘Tho Jéul of Egremont gave him, 
800 guinons for hia Alexander, rolurning in Triumph after having 
vanquished Buoephilue; cud Lord do Tubloy gave hint 900 guineas 
for tho Venus and Adonie. Tia Maoboth, which has been grontly 
admired, was painted for Sir George Bonumont, tn stocesafnl artist 
himself, angl 0 liberal patron of gonins in uthore;—and yot, with 
all thia patronage, Haydon was always in ditioultioa, ‘There must 
have bean n good dent of merit in his pietures, or they never 
would hava been purchnsed at such largo pricey hy mon of 
acknawledgad taste; but I confoas I never looked upon one of his 
productions without thinking moro of its dofects than ita bonutios, 
Tho Paintor waa ovidontly af a poationl tomperament, und 
there is some grandeur in most of his conceptions, though even 
in Nis hont works there is considerable conracnoss of execution, 

V.-Heydon waa auch a capital judge of art in others that he 
waod to amaza me sometimes with hia blindneas to tho grosa 
dofoata of his awn atyle, But he carried hls love of brendlelt and 
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his hatred of high finish to such an oxtrome, that, ao long ng he 
produced n good gonoral offoot in his vast picturos, viewed ut a 
certain distance, ho troubled himeelf vory little about minute 
objections, Ie thoroughly despised a orilic with a migroscopie 
oye, Thoro is.no doubt that in his anxiety lo avoid a potly 
stylo and smooth finish, he foll into an apposite extreme, 

A.—Yes—just as Wordaworth, in avoiding the Della Crus. 
enns, wiote too often like a clown, very critic haa dikeovered 
thet a baro simplicity of style and child-like costnsies about 
sparrows’ nests, are not al all in unison with Wordsworth’s 
natural genius, which is inclined to err in a contrary extreme, 
Ife hos a strong tendency to he grave, solemn, pompous, and 
pedantic, But £ rather suspect that Maydon did not paint 
contsely in support of a favorite theory, but hecnuse he could not 
holy himscl{—and his theory was morfly used ag a clonk to cover 
a multitude of sins, fom which ho was unable to frae himuolf. 

IL—I will not be certain that Urere ta not gome truth in this 
observation of yours, I fear too many of our artista nnd pots 
construct theories to suit their own practice. You may be ste, 
that Prout never expresses any admiration of amooth and highly 
finished landscapes, as ho hus the power of producing bole and 
strong’ offects with a few casy dashes that from other hands 
would bo inexpressive duubs. [lis own kind of merit is, of 
coutse, the demest in his own esleom, or at nll events, ho 
woud wish the world to rate it highly. 1 ungogatand that 
‘Turney—onoe go pocticnl an artiat mul so populmehns got 
some fine theory to justify his Into atrocition, ‘The yoka of 
an ogg flung upon his canvass now scume to form hia sun-sote, 
and his trees appgar to ho aoratoliod with a bundle of bad pens, 

A.—Il seoma n apocios of insunity. Alas, how many of our 
artists, a8 well ns poots, closo their lives in notual alienation of 
mind, reminding us of Wordaworth’s pathetic couplet, 

‘We poots in our youth begin fn gladnese, 
Dut thercof comes, ju the ond, daapondonoy and nondnoss, 

But Jet us hear tho Sonnot of Kents, which we scom in dangor of 
forgetting again, 


. 
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II.IIero it is 
TO HAYDON. 

Tigh-mindodness, a jonlousy for foud, 

A loving khuluena for the grent manta fone 
Dwoll here wud there with peaple of no mune 

In nelaome alley and in pathlow wood: 

And where we think Che trath least imdorateod, 
OK niny he found a singlonoss of alm 
Whioh ought ta Irighten Into hooded alamo 

A manoy-mongoring, pillablo brood, 

JTow gloriaus thia alſaotlon for tha causa 
Of atodfaxt gening, tolling gallantly! 

Whiono'er a stout unhoniing champion awea 
Envy ani mallee to their uative aty | 

Unnunthered souls hrontho out a xt applauae, 
Proud to behold him in his country's oye, 


Acmfhat ia a good sonnet-—bhnt Kenta wrote mothor to the 
same artist whieh waa much ridiculed, I remembor, in Black. 
wood. Twn to the next page, and you'll find it, 

T-—Yoa--hore it iv. 

TO HAYRON, 
Croat apirite now on earth are sojonming? 
TTo of the aloud, the cataract, tho lake, 
Who on Holvellyn's mountain, wits awake, 
Oatohon hin {rostitioas from Arsbangol's wing? 
Ifo of tho rone, the violet, the apring, 
‘The agolat matte, the ohaln for Frovilom's ake; 
Sil Lol whose atodfiantnons wouhl mower take 
A moaner nound than Ttaphael’s whisporing, 
And ofhor uplrlia there sro atanding apart 
Vpon the forehwatl of the ago to come; 
« ‘Thono, those will giva the world anothor hoart 
And other pulaos, Hoar yo not tho hum 
Of mighty workings ta 
Slaten awhile, ye nations, ang, ho dumb. 


A.~To whom daos the poot allude in the frat quatrain? Ta 
it Coleridge? The frat half of the scoond quatrain ia a com- 
plimont to Leigh Hunt, and the second half to Haydon, ..who 
hos but a small share of a sonnet, nominny addroased to him. 

K 
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The praise of Haydon is nol judicious. It docs not do to mention 
his name in the same sonnet with Raphaol. ‘There is no rough, 
unfinished, vulgar work in the groat Italian. 

H—I was sorry to find the Opium Eater ino late magazine 
sneering at Keats. I should not have expuoted an insult to a 
true poct from such a quarter, 

A.—~Ob, il was merely for effect. The streum hina now so 
long set in Keats’ favor, thal to breast it ab this time of diy 
gives a critic an nir of originality, and you know how little real 
originality our present race of critics can banat of. ‘Lhoy are a 
servile herd. ‘Chey rarely seem to apenk their own thoughts, 
Perhaps, it is as well that they do not—if they did it might 
only make matters worse, 

~The Opium Eater attempts, very unfairly, J think, to 
lower Kents’ chaieter, by supposing the onge of his having boon 
called to take a part in public life, as a politicion, and then calcu. 
luting upon his probable ponduot, Shelley, he anya, wauld have 
been a great man in any position, It is not truo. Sholley 
was too much of a visionary, and would have mado ovon a worse 
Secretary of State than Addison himself, But who over dreamed 
of lowering Addison’s intelleotual character because n common 
derk got though the detnils of office with more rendingss mid 
facility? Cowper was not the less au ornament to the litomture 
of his country, becanse he was unfitted to take a part in public 
affairs, anc wos driven to madness at tho thought of boing onlled 
upon to road a report to the Houso of Commons, What aart of 
4 politicinn would Nowton have made? 

A~—It is absurd, indead, to confound the different ardors of 
intellect, and tp lower the olaime of gonius by ploging it 
in false positions; but T cannot help thinking, my dear 1, 
that you havo a tendenoy to ovorrnto the imaginative faenlty and 
to do injustice lo science.® I believe you look upon Willinm 
Shekspearo as a much greater man than Sir Tena Newlon, and 
this [ hold to be an egregious mistnke. 

H.I confess that I have not the same reverence for scientific 
genius that I have for literary or motaphysloal power, J think euch 
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mon av Plato and Arislatlo oxhibita higher ardur of inlelleet 
thon Newton's. Lord EBnoun, tov, was his wporior, J believo I 
mentioned to you the other day that GLiusdor pluses Bagon 
above all other philosophore in intellvettal power, bul below 
Shakspenve, muldng Shalwpeare “the foromost mun of all this 
world.” [ollam, too, who fy a oulil aud cuntions judge, pits 
Shakepenre nob ub tha head of Hnglish Liternture only, bat of 
all Literature. 

A-—Titoraturo hos never effected half tha practical good to 
mankind that soiance has, 

Heel doubt that grouly--but even if it were truo, it is 
beside the queation, We cannot nensure the size of a inan’s 
intelleat by the good that ho works with it. Perhaps Tani 
Watts's doggrel hymna have done ws muoh good lo woulind us 
Milton’s Purndise Lost; but there is no slight dittvrenca betwoen 
tho goniua of the two writers. 

Aw-Thon you seriously think that tho severe roasonings and 
profound onloutations of a Newton uro of less valuo than the 
facile fanoios of a pout? 

II.-You do not put the ouso ſairly { novar suid anything 
regarding the comparative value of pootry and aolonou, thaugh 
I think I could any a good clon) on that subjsat.top, ‘Thon, 
nga, what hus the fuollity or labor of production to do swith 
tho abatraot value of pootry or aclence? Tho question of enae 
or toil is of importance to tho producer—not ta thoad who 
baneflt by his productions. ‘Ihe rarity of u thing may, indead, 
onhanco ita valuo, A aciontifia man inhorita Uhe experionoe und 
oolleoted tronsures of proceding timos, and ia urged an und aauisted 
by hig contemporaries in the anme deparLmgnt of knowledge. 
Ho fs soldom a vory great woy In advance of his own aga, and ix 
generally overtaken and loſt in the renr in the next. To ia the 
creature of his own'tmos, and if you deduct from him all chit 
ho hog voosivad from others you mako him poor indead. Now 
tho poot's morit in all hia own-waxolusively his own. It is por - 
feotly individual, gad independent. , Homer, though hg lived 
ao long ago, is atill the greakess of popta, if wa oxcapt Sheks- 
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peare, A acientific work fifty years old is outof date, The 
works of Shakepoaro after three conturies aro more valunbie than 
ever, 

A.—Well—I think it goes againat you, that poolry oxhibite 
no correspondent progicss with tho general advance of the world, 
so that the ancient barbarian remains still equal or superior to 
his civilized descendants, 

H.—Tho poctical faculty ia a natural power compiratively 
little influonced by any system of education. Poetical power hus 
been not only always iaro, but has secmed so indepondent of 
external circumstances, that mankind in all ages and countries 
have rogarded it as something mystorious and divine—ns 0 
gpcoles of inspiration-—as a gift diveat from Honvon. 

A,—And yet it is in reality no moxo a gift from Meaven thon 
those other powors of the mind, which enable mon to collect 
and digest the scientific knowledge that is floating whout the 
world, I obsorve that you never ovorrate more Jonrning, bul you 
are too apt, my deny II., fo argue as if you thought that there 
was nothing oxccllont in life but poctry. 

H.—Is not that a little too aevers ? You cannot mean it, 

A,—At all ovonts I often wish I could drive you from your 
books into tho gay world, or into tho open ſiolils. 

H.-As to the gay world—I leave it to othors—but of the 
open fields I am never tired, though Intterly, I have beon unfor. 
tunately 80 much of n atny-nt-lhome, When I do go ont, I onjay 
the blue sky and tho greon meadows and the glittering atreuns 
quite as much o8 you do--pohapa more. At nll events no man 
can echo with groater delight than Ide the noble sentiment of 


Thomson— . 
Lomo nt Fortuno what you me dony, 
You cannot bar me of free Nature's graco, 
Yon oannot shut tho windows of the sky 
Through which Aurora shows hor brightening fioo 4 
‘You cannot bar my sonstang foot to trace 
‘Tho woods, tho lawns, tho Hying atronms al avo, 


A.-I suppose you havg road old Isano Walton. 
II.-Oh yes—what a delightful book it is! I am a patient 
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angler myzelf-—in spite of the fimmous definition 9 stick anc 
n atrings with a worm ab ane one and o fuel ut the other,” 1 
weed to be fond of sporting, tou, and could handle a gun tolerably 


Tn my hot youth when Gaargs the Vhiriud wax King 


L havo paased mony plensant houra in ihe jungles of the 
uppor provinoon of Tndin, [tia impossible to conosive n more 
poautiful and vomuntic spectacls than a wbagsliunt among the 
foveateclad muuntaina of Bundelaund. I happened onca to be 
ono of a large party whe joined the Rajah of Chirkhareo inn 
sporting oxourzion. The preceding night his people completely 
surrounded the neighbourhood, and contracting their cholo by 
dogreas, at Inst confined Lhe pame within a narrow glen. Arriv- 
ing at day-bronds ub the appointed apot, wa divided into two pars 
tios, and stationed ourselves on the aides of the hills, Ab the 
sound of the Tajal’s horn, the people opened their circle, and 
thon, with music aud cheering, drove the gama towards us. At 
once a thauennd alagn and door of every size and description 
bounded along the valloy | I was nt first so atruck with thelr graco» 
bonuty, and variety, that l was unable to use my fowling-piesa; 
but the Rajah, hinting his impationao or surprise ab my-unsportn 
manlike and too poctical delay, 1 fired almost nt random, cand 
brought to the grown a noble animal, that-required sfx mofi to 
earry ithome. ‘Che reat of the party wore all more or leas auo- 
ooaafd, 

A.-I have heard that Bundulewd in not a very pleasant part 
of India to live iu, 

He~Lho hot winda there aro truly drondful, particularly in 
those parta of the country thatabound in rooky hills, which are #0 
thoroughly heated, that they rotain their warmth from sunast to 
suntise, ‘Cho alr in the immodinte neighbourhood of tho hills is 
like thatof an oven, ‘The natives wind large folds of cloth round 
thoir heads and facos, leaving themsolvos only just enough oxpoaed 
about tho oyoa anc mouth to bo ablo to wee and brontho, 
This prooaution is taken to avoid what may be oallod tho doath- 
blasts which sometimos rush suddenly botweon the hills, It is 
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said that travel-tired podestrians, crogsod by these scorching: putts, 
sometimes drop to the oath as if hot by a musket ball, if 
cold water or modical assistance be not speedily procumnbla, 
death is the result, 

A.—Why, this is almost as bad as the Simoon of the desert, 
Do you recollect Southey’s desoription ? 
Sueh ominous fear 
Seizes the traveller o'er the trackluwt santa, 
Who marks the chead Simoon across the waste 
Sweep hia awift postilunoe. ‘Lo omth he full, 
Nor darea give uttorance to the invad prayor, 
Deoming the genius of the Desort breathes 
Tho purple blast of doalh. 





{1.—Darwin also describes the Simoon-—~ 


Merce on blug stonms he rides the tainted sir, 
Points his koen oye and waves his whistling hal, 
While as ho tans, the undulating soi), 

Rolls its red wavga, and billowy doserta boll, 


A.—Daiwin’s lines are picturesque, but doformed aa uauul by 
stiffness and affectation. Tho fivat line is bad. Points hie keon 
eye” is detestable, There is always something merotricious in his 
best passages. 

IL—You obsorved just now that I did not overrate mera learn. 
ing. It is vory tru, I think tho head of a merely learned mun 
ia little batter than a book-shelf—tho passive reaipiont of tho 
produations of othora, It doos not follow that all he oute must 
turn intothload, Some ono snid of the learned Warburton, whose 
notes to Shakespeare and Popo are so unspeaknbly contemptible, 
that he had never met with a man with so craving an appetite 
and so wok 0 digestion, And now that T have brought the 
proud and bitter Bishop,” ag Bulwor calls him, on the canpet, 
let me digress alittle from our main subject and aay 0 word or 


two upon 
‘Thin bookful blookhond Ignarautly road, 
‘With londa of lonrnod lumbor in hls hand. 


His comments on ow: Prince, of Dramatists are somatimes so 
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ludicrously filso that the render can nrdly holiovo he was in 
eamnoat, “turd oried up Warburton's preposterous notes on 
Shaksponre,’” anya Horace Walpole, " which would have died of 
their own Jolly, hong: Mr. Felenrida* lind not put diem to death 
with the keenest wit in Che world.” Wurhurlon's notes on Pape 
aro juat na bd, It fe strange Chat Pope should have fallen into 
the indiscretion of bequenthing hia works to the cave of an editor 
so utlorly devoid of toate in mntiora pocticnl aa this vulgar and 
bullying Dishop, who pasxon aver the ven! beauties of hia author 
to point out the merit of auch a passage as this 


Avidion, or hie wife (no matter whioh 

For him you'll oall n day, md her a— >) 
Sell thelr prodented partehlgen, and fruits, 

And humbly live on rabbite anid on ruut«, 

“Our Poot,” saith the loaned eritio with reference to these 
four lines “had the nt of giving wit nnd dignity to his Billings. 
gate” Warton gravely uddy, “1 avo ngither wit nor dignity in 
those names.’' No-nor did any other render in all England. 

A-~You should never quote that afoctad soxcomb, that effe. 
minate gossip, LIorneo Walpole, on a question of literature, Ina 
lottor of hia to a Mrench Lawyer he says; “all thas Atistotle ar 
his superiors have trught ux hos vol yet subdued ug do rogularltyi 
wo atl! profer the extravagant Bonuties of Shakeponre and Mitton 
to the oold and woll ctisetplined merit of Addleon, and even 
to the sohor nud correct works of Pope. Nay, it wae ut t'othor 
Any that wo wore trneported to hear Chavebbill yave in nnmbors 
lesa chaattaod thin Dryden’a—-but stil in numbers like Dryden's,” 

He=I suspect Walpole ponned tint nonsense, ont of com« 
plimont, to the national prejudices of hia correspondent. Ile had 

, Hoon franlcor with a more celebrated Fronchman—-Voltaire—who 
complained of hia declaring war with him in defence of that 
dyjtoon Shakespeare, Hut to return to Warburtan’s commonta, 


Soo Ward, by battorod beaux Invited over, 

Aud dosporate mlaory laya hold on Dovor. 

— — — — 
* In his Canous of orltlalam. 
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“There is a prettiness,” says Warbutton, in this expression 
(lays hold) which depends on ita contrast to that slippery media 
cine by which this quack (Ward) rendered himself famous, 
namely, quicksilver.” (1!) 

Not that I'd lop tho beauties hom hia book, 
Like slashing Bontloy, with hia desperate hook, 

* Alluding,” says Warburton, ‘to the several passages of 
Milton which Bentley has reprobated, by including Chem within 
hooks,” Well may Warton ask if Warburton can be rorioua, 

A.—Pope has geveral capital deseriptions of such commenta- 
tois a8 some of his own have turned out to be—Hore is ono 


‘These loava the sonso hol: lonining to display, 
And those oxplain the moaning quite away, 
TI.—Popo tells us, in his Mora? Eesays, thnt riches ave bestow. 
ed on moitals without distinetion— 


Given to the fool,*tho mad, the vain, Uho evil, 
Yo Ward, to Waters, Cliartres and tha Devil. 


And Warburton, with his usual sagnoity, takes caro to explain 
that in naming his Satanio Majesty, the poet alludes ta “the 
vulgar opinion that all mines of metal and snbteraneous trea 
sures aro in the guard of the Devil.” (11) ‘Lhe poot, aporking of 
medala struck by ambition to commemorate cunquasta, aye 


A narrow orb cash crowded sonquent kuopay 


which, anys Warburton, is in ridioule of the Romans, who gave 
the title of Orbis Romanus to their empire, (! 1) 
‘That noFin ſaneyls maze ho wantlerod long, 
But stonpod to truth and moralizod his song, 
Here, according to the sagacious commentator, the poet alludes 
to n falcon stooping to its pray. (1 1) “ 
‘The whisper that to groatnosa allll too nogr· 
“Shakespeare,” says our aubtlo orltic, “ haa finely expreased thi 
oflice of the sycophant of grontness 
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Raln sacrifetal tehisperings In lita oni 


«By whieh he mennt the immolating men’s veputations to the 
vloe or vanity of hiv patron’—Did Shakespeare mem this? nha 
Warton, 

To Cate, Vigil paid one honest Ine; 

Q, lotiny ocuntryla (lends Huintie anfie t 
A pretty expremion,” says Wirhurton, ‘alluding to the ald 
practice of iluminnting mencseripts with gold and vers 
million.” (14 1) 

A-—If you would know the might of human gonius, anid 
Ilaæliti, rend Shikepeare; if yeu would know the Iitilenban of 
homan leaving, read tia commentatare, ‘The chuneler af 
Warburton reminds me of the well-known posse in Milton 
‘descriptive of Une usclossness of undigested learning, 

——Mho roula, 

Ineoa nnily. and to lide reouding brings not 

A apistt aud judgment equal or auporlor 

(And what he belags, what nood ho elaewhore seek) 

Uneortain mul unxottled ati) romain ; 

Deep versed ia books and shallow te hima), 

Chute or intoxh ate, collecting toys 

Aud triflen for choloe ninttora, with a apungo, 

An children gathering trifles on the ahoro. 
Hobbes used to any that if he had apent oa much ime in rending 
as soma loaned mon he would havo heen as ignorant, Perhaps 
there nover waa aman with equa powers of mind whe wralt ae 
ofton iko an idiot ne the nuthor of the Dirhe Legatinn of 
Moses. His lowrning waa prodigious, and that he pousessed gi- 
panto abilitica of a cortain sort it would bu idle to dignite; but 
hia intellect, with nil ita strength, was wild and unsound. His 
»tnata waa glaringly incorrect and ho gertainly had no she of 
that vory uncommon quality called common sense. Vory few of 
his strauge interpretations of Popa and Shukspeare have oven sn 
invorled ingenuity to recommend thom. An ootavo volume 
hing been devoted Yo n collection of the Bishop's ogragious 
orvora ca o.cammentator on Sludgipearo, If the commentator lad 

i 


74 LEVERANY CHIT-CHAT. 


beon an ordingey fool, the exposure of him would hove been a 
nacless task, but the follies of the lem ned mo sumetinos worth 
recording as lessons to mankind. Warburton was always 
violont and solf-willed. As an illustiation of his tompor, I may 
remind you of whit Spence tells ua, that this arrogant ond 
ferocious priest was originally an atlorney, und ¥ got into orders 
by spitting in a noblemun’s face al an election” Chchill 
siys of lim— 


He was ao proud, that should he meet 
‘The twelve Apostles iu the treet, 
lo'd tun hla noge wp at them all, 
And shove his Savion fom tho wall. 


— 


No. X. 


— 


SIR ISAAC NEWLON—PASCAL—MATIEMATICS-—ANCIENG 
PHILOSOLNY—USILITARIANISM. 

II.I saw some very good icmmks the other day in Black. 
wood’s Magazine on the subject of imuginution, A mun, says 
the waiter, (either Wilson or Locldaat, J suppose) may have 
high intellect, with litle or no imuginntion, but he camot have a 
high imagination with litle or no intellect. Tho intellect of 
Dante, Milton, and Shakspenre wos higher, he thinks, chan that‘ 
of Aristotle, Nowton, and Bacon. ee 

A—Both Wilson and Looklart we poota; and pots have 
always been disposed to ovoriulo the wilue of the fneultios required 
for the production of excellones in their favorite art. Bich por. 
tiality is a vey natwmel wenkness. You tlk as if only groat 
posts and artists wore largely gifled with high imagination. 
It is a grows mistake, All great inventions and discoveries we 
first suggested by the imaginative ſaoulty and | completed by deep 
thought and atucly. 

II.-I am glad to find you toke this turn; booange soiontifio 
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mon in general spenk with great contempt of tho imagination, 
and do not acknowledge the ubility of the divinoal of ow ſaoul- 
tics, But you go abmoat ns for ve Wordsworth, who says thit 
pootiy ja the bronth ond finer spiit of a2/ knowledge, Whut 
pootiy there ie in Lord Unenn's Masnys! [is thoughts often in- 
voluntarily move hunnonions numbors, As the book is at linud lot 
me oall your attention to a passage in the Ewany on Guidons—~ 

Vor the heath, whieh waa the third part of our plot, T wished it to be 
franved au muuch ad may by ta a natural wildness, Troos J would have none 
fn ft, but somo thlvketa malo anly of swoatebriar and honoy-sucklo, and 
gomo will vine amongst; and the ground act with violota, strawberries, and 
pelmarouou 5 Cor chude are awcet and proaper in the ahade,” 

Now ubservo how natwally this prasage tukes the foun of 
blank-verse · 

Vor the heath, whieh wax the third part of onr plot, 
——1 vbhodd ft to be famed 

Aw mnohi an may bo to a natural wildieas, 

‘Theor Vd have none in [t, but sonp thickela made 

Only of awoot-briar aud honoy-nuckle, 

And aome wild vlno amongat; anil the grounil sot 

With vlolots, xtrawhorrlos and prlnurosos i 

For thuay ara awout and prospor in (he shade. 

How poctical fs the remark In tho same Zssay that the breath 
of flowors ia far awoutor tn tho hand than in tho aly, where if 
comos aud gous like the warbling of muaia/ 

Av—Yorthere is pootry in Lord Broon's proge; but if thore 
woro not aomathing besides nnd butter, he would not rank quite 
a0 highly amongat the benefactors of muntind, 

II.-You would not aay a0, if you had a duo senge of the rent 
alnims,of pootry, nnd had not been in tho habit of regarding it 
as nothing more than an elogant accomplishment. ‘ Newton fx 
a groat man,” said Coleridgo, “but oxouse mo if I think it 
would take many Newtons to make a Milton.” 

A—This sort of arithmetical oriticiam applied to Intellactint 
qualities of totally differont naturce fe supremely absurd and 
unjust, Ho might as well have snid it would take many turnips 
to'muke a tulip, And why thus multiply your pootlanl autliorl- 
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tics? On mattors of science they have not the weight of u stun, 
excopt with pocts themselves, = * 

Il—Thore is an excollont miticle in the Adinurgh Review 
on the subjest of mathematioa, in which the wiilor produces 
a host of high authorities against the study of them as 4 
mental exorcise, Io brings forward some of he mol eminent 
mathematicians as evidence ngainst their own keienees, Ele shows 
that ovon mathomaticinns themselves have felt thet toa close n 
study of mathomatics contacts and freezex the intellect. 

A.—Oh, nothing is oasier than to collect the apiuions of cule. 
brated men for or againgt any branch of human learning, From 
Solomon, who tolls us that all is vanily and vexation of spirit, 
down to ovr own days, there ig perhaps no eminent pervonnge 
to be found who has not, at some time or other, under the wonri- 
ness of labour or disappointment, oxpresactl his diggtat ab his own 
poouliar occupation. 

11,—Paseal, a profound genius and an eminent mathemuaticinn, 
was amongst (hose who have avowed their contempt fur ninthex 
matics. 

A,—Paseal died a devotee at thirlyenine, and oxprossed his 
contompt for all human learning, and abandoned al/ studies, aa 
ho himself says, in order to apply himvelf solely to whit our 
Saviour culls the ono thing needful. 

II.-If you will look into Rayle’s Pailosaphical Dictionary you 
will find it thore tiled that Pauoul despised mnathemation botore 
he gavo himeelf up to devotion, You observa thot it iv enay to 
collect authorities for or against my branch of humm knows 
ledge. This is true with reapect to the apinions of men on those 
arts and soioncos in which thoy have not thomsolves excelled; bat 
it would give you acmo little trouble, I auspoet, to show that 
eminent historians, philosophors, poots, painters, nnd musicinns 
hava spoken with that unqualified contempt of the subject of 
their aludics with which eminent mathomaticins have Bpolken of 
their own scionces, 

A.—You are much too fond of sottling all questions by the 
authority of great names. , Tho American Franklin tell us that 
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Plato has somewhere anid thet any one who does not understand 
the 117th propsition af dhe Lith Book of Kuclid ought not to 
be ranked Amongat rational ereatmes. If the authority of a great 
name were nh glen aysoment this ought to settle our diapate, J 
do not attribute so much importance as you do to the decision of 
individuals, however eminent, respeoting any purtiontne branch 
of Inowledge. Add true knowledge iv more or leva valuable, and 
porhaps nothing would hy more caay than to prove that of nll 
Knowledge mathemntion) knowledgo ia tho most practically useſul. 

Th-Llow can you talk in thia extravagant way? Why, a 
Imowledge of mathematics is of so littlo use in daily life that 
you may know o mau intimately for half a century wilhout dis- 
covering whether ho has maxtered the first proposition in Buelic. 
But ignormes iu the clements of a lilormy education canal be 
concenlod for a dny—-not for an hour—not indeed for five minutes, 
if the ignoramua will only altempl to speuk or write, Are there 
not hundreds of Indies and of gentlemon, (oo, (eminent authors 
amongst thom—tenchors of mankind) “\huav conversation ia in 
the highest degrea elegnnt, instructive, nud delightful, who know 
absolutely nothing of tho first cloments of wathematios? Laylo, 
kaye ))'Terachi, knew nothing of Goomotry, and, aa LoClore informe 
ua, acknowledged that he could not comprehend tho firat problem 
in Euclid—and yet whnt a subtle rongoner ho was! Wmt would 
ho the mentnl character of that man or woman who should know 
absolutely nothing of tho firat clomenta of litoraturo? Could 
ho ov she be othorwias than cone and vali? Which alindent 
would have the best change of nequiring 0 vefiuement und elevn- 
tion of soule—he who should confine himself to literature or he 
who should confine himaelf to mathomntion ? Pope in his Duneind 
has 6 couplet gaint muthomutios, 

Fall In tho miidat of Ruclid dip at onoo, 
And potrlſy a goniue to n dance, 

Do you think that the name of Shakspenre or Milton could 
bo put in the placa of Euolid, in this couplet, without turning 
tho moaning inte downright nonsenae ? » 

A-I am sick of your poulicl.guthoritios, I lnugh at your 
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poets who laugh at mathematics; thoy talk as if the great buat. 
ness of life was to write and read vorsca, and they affect 0 supe. 
riority over cvory art or soience that happens ta be beyond their 
comprehension, 

H.—Boyond their comprehension! Dugald Stewart was no 
poot, and yet you must remember his renal" Tow small ts 
the numbor of individunla who mo quuilified to think juatly on 
metaphysical, moral, or political subjects, in compnetion with 
thoae, who may be trained by practice ta follow the longest pro 
cases of mathemationl ronsoning.” It is notorious that little 
boys at aohool, and very dull ones, toa, oſlon acquire, inn won. 
derfully short time, a marvollous amount of mathematical know. 
ledge. “here was “a oalouluting boy,” exhibited in London some 
years ago, who was almost om idiot, but who exhibited an 
amazing aptitudo for the most difficult mathemation! oulcutations, 
Idiotic boys do not shino in litorature, Tho Journal of Hduea 
tion (for October 1832) quotes from o Sicilian Journal an neconnt 
of threo mathematical children. One of thom, wha wns only 
seven years old, gavo off-hand anawors to problems which uanully 
require tedious arithmetical calculations. Ho would lislon ton 
question and givo his solution while pursuing his puatimes. Mon. 
taigno, in ono of his Essays, tells us thal dhe ‘Iumy-efish fa 
woll aequaintod with muthomation.” I have keown niuny heme 
mathematicians who seemed to bo very little oluvated nbove the 
Tunny-fish, A man’s wisdom, or utility, or moral worth depends 
Yory little upon the proposttions in Euclid. 

A.-VYou might add with equal truth dint they dopond as 
Tito on ag in prasonté or propria que maribur, 

H.—Well, thgn, Iet me have an oxplanntion of the ytility of 
tho scionce of mathomatics. 

A.—It builds our houses and our bridges; fortifles them nnd 
dofends thom when fortifled—conatructs our ships and takes 
them safely aoross tho pathloss ocem—frames ovory kind of 
machinery, from tho wateh, which ix our constant guide and 
companion, to the steam-ongine, which is uniting the oppoalte 
ends of the carth in an intercourse more intimate than evar nojglh- 
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houring uations enjoyed without it, It givos us the moat deli- 
cate ſnlwios of clothing, as well na the most substantial; aids our 
decaying sight, aud enters into avery brunch of human industry, 
tonching ua how to apply the rude materials of natura to the 
groulosl advantage. If we lenvo the praotionl and lurn to the 
rogiona of speciation, how vastly the human mind is enlarged 
by the subline gontomplation of watronomy ¢ Ia there any thing 
«cold, rigid, and onoaxidert” tn spooulntions which embrace infinity 
and almost cturnity-—in studies which enable us to contemplate 
thig vat and magnifleent creation, not with ignorant wonder, but 
with on admiration tneressing in exnet proportion to aur now. 
lodgo? If auch studios will uot enlarge the mind, what will? 
Do thoy not loud to a reverence for the greal Crentor, whoxy iner- 
les ie over all his worka? Let me add, tlt the selenee of 
mathematica ix the only branch of human knowledge which is 
strictly and literally of aaivereal application. 

Ho—Brave! You hove done cleyunt juwtice to your subject, 
nnd proved yourself a foeman worthy of one's stocl, It ia a pity, 
however, thnt you did not omit your addition, It would take 
groater gonius thin either yours or mine to give mathamatios an 
universal upplicution. “Lhe wathomatioal sciences relate to num · 
hor, quantity, apres, form and timo--but how they san xolote ta 
ouory thing else, 1 veully cannot untloratand. Can thoy monsurg 
sentiment? Con they caloulate moral probabilities? Can they 
decide questions of tuste auc feeling? A certain wathametiotan 
axhibited nothing but hiv vwn ignormes when he thaught that he 
had shown the worthlosmess of Milton's Davadize Lox hy nding 
what it proved. ‘he movements of the humun hent, md the 
whole spiritual world aro boyond the*vonch of menaurament and 
oalovlation, If the mathemuticlan be resolved to apply his sclence 
fo daily lifo ho must not attempt to meddle with its socinl reln~ 
tions and moral rensonings, but with things purely physical, 

For ho by Guomstrio aonte 

Could tnke the sfxe of pote of ale, 
NRouolvyo, by slnoa and tangents, strait, 
Af Dread or Lutter wanted wolght, 
And whioly Lett, what hour o! tho day 
The clack dove atrlke, by Algebra. 
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A.—You have made the remark that the rarity of u thing 
may enhance its valuo. Woll~are thore many Newtons ? 

H.—No—nre there many Homers? But very great distine. 
tion is far more easily acquired in soience than in poetry. In 
some respects attainments in seionee are uinlagons to mere lean. 
ing, eff more learning never ranked very high in the outimadion 
of mankind. Of the compnatively small intellestiat power “Tos 
quired for all attainments in science, I think you may form a pretly 
fair notion, from the facility with which a hundred sehool-hoys 
ean be urged on to mathematicnl triumphs in almost un inere« 
dibly short space of time, and the tedious Hlownvsa and great 
inequality of the same boys in general literature, In one year 
how great an advance may be made in mathemation by hoya of 
industry and zeal, and a habit of clogo attention! Aristotle Ins 
noticed the facility with which mere boya may become good 
geometers. But the progress in Hlerature is slow and toilyome, 
because, to comprehend the delicate embodiments of moral md 
metaphysical truth, and dequiro n odivtet taste, demands certain 
qualities which are beyond even the mature understanding of 
ordinaty men, and the mind of a young studant, however 
highly gifted by nature, must comiderably expan before he enu 
thoroughly appreciate literary excellence, ‘he higher facutties 
of the mind are of slow growth, however xedulomly cultivated; but 
the capacity to menaure and enlealule and remember soon comes, 
and rapidly improves. 1 prefor ull ethien! or metuphyaion) Shonght 
tnd speculation to the exnet acionees, IT think the otlienl or 
metaphysionl philosopher drawa his materia mora directly fram 
his own heart and brain thgn the natural er eeientifie philosspher, 
and that he exhibits a higher order of intellect and n wider range 
of meditation, ‘The heart and mind of man ave hy fur the mast 
interesting and important objects in the universe, and it is with 
these that the me(aphysicinn and the moralist aro conversant. 
One human soul is worth all the matter in the world, and alforda 
a profounder and more delightful atudy than any thing relating 
to mere form and quantity. 

A.—I auapeot you would find i¢ very dificult to prove that 
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Newton’s mind was a more reeipiont. Ile wos ns gront a disco. 
yorer in solonce as Columbus was of Tanda, 

H. Ho mado discoveries, it is trae, hut ho was in the com« 
pany of huntlreds of fellow-Sahorera. They were all on the same 
rond, and he was only on nilditionul stop or two in ndygnee of 
tye adyanoing orowd, Ho wns aselated by the spirit — is 
enoo of the age, Tf Newton hed not discovered the luw of 
gravitation i¢ would inevitably have beon discovered by sume 
other man, perhaps grently hia inferior, and certainly Amorion 
would not have remnined unknown to this day had Columbus 
never existod.* Tt ia anid that Kepler hud fully conceived tho law of 
gravitation} and anticipated the theory of prismatic culos, Many 
forcign writera wttributo to Téelnitz several of the dixcoverion 
which we attribute exclusively to Newlon.t Galileo's supposed 

——— 

* Senooa, the trageilian hath (hese verse i 

Vonlont anne 
Awouln sorts, quſhun Gauauua 
Vhoiila rorum laxvt, ot ingous 
Patont Jollua, Nphyaque novaa 
Datogat orhoa noo vit torrie 
Ulin Bale.” 

A prophaoy of tho discovery of Ainosion,—-Lord Bacon's Besay on Propheotos, 

4 Chore Ia not a more qlortous achlovemont of sofontiilo geniua upon 
record, than Kepler's ynexkos, propheatos, and ultimate apprehonalon of tho 
Jaw of tho ingan dixtanoos of the plinota ne connected whh the porto of 
tholr rovelntiona round the ait, Graedation, ton, he hatl fully coneotoed + but, 
hooauao it nooniadt Inganwtacont with aumo reer ived ahaoryations on Might, he 
givoit up, in alloginnoe, ax ho xayx, lo naturo. Yet the ſilen vexeit amd hat. 
ofl his mindy ved ma of lacoaxitꝰ avo hla woreda, { Dellove.!!—Calerldye, 

1 While thin volume ix pasatny throngh the prea, I moot with the 
following paragraph r=" ‘Lha Aambay Moe loarua thatthe chalr of Natwal 
Philosophy in the Unitvoralty of Se, Andrews has boon offered to Mr. Adaniy 
of Cambridge, whom ant randore will recognise aa tho discoverer of the 
Manot Noptuno, although, unfortunately for tho oredit of Fngliah sctence, 
ho did not mako known tho discovery until the oxlatones of tha planot waa 
“Alecovared aud proelahnod by Le Veriler, Such an honor ae this doos not 
often fll to an undergraduate, although It oan Irardly oounterbalanoo the 
chagrin. al the young savant at having boon antioipated in the publication 
of tho disoovory."“—lengal Hurkaru, June Oth, 1847, 

M 








82 LITRNARY GI UHAT, 


discovery or invention of the teloucopo seems to have Leen only 
fm inprovemont upon anothor man’s idea. ‘Lhe inventors of 
printing and gunpowder avo unknown, Sir Humphnoy Davy, it 
is anid, when near his ond, exprosaed his regret that he was henv- 
ing thgavorld when it was "ao new the link of three grent dis- 
covesi” He hind no apprehension that there would he a wage 
of men to make them, I wish a dying poet could cnlenlate wih 
the aame certainty on new plays like those of Bhukepenrg, or new 
Epics like those of Milton, 

A—Luckily the world can go on much more cnsily without 
veraca than without the results of science, Ant even putting ont 
of viow the practical utility of mathomuticn in the arts of life, 
remember how tho study of this science sharpens and braces 
the reasoning powers, ‘This very book tpon your table, porlups 
will furnish us with something to the point, Let us torn to the 
article on Mathomutics, Listen to this puaunge⸗ 


‘Pho solonoes of which wo speak (tho mathematteal golonees) may ho 
considered cithor as dlaolpllnoa of the mind, or ax inetrumonts in thy inves» 
tigation of nature and the advanoomont of the arts, Iu the former point 
of view thelr object fs to alrougthon tho powor of legion) daduation by fre» 
quent examples: to give a view of tho diference betweon reaxoning on 
probable premises and on certain ones, by the conntrugtion of 1 body of 
reaulta whict in no oaso tnvalve any of the wnoertaduty arhdog from the 
provioua introduation of that whieh may be tulaos to fxm. tho linbit of 
applying the attention clorely to diMloultion whieh ean only he conquered by 
Mhought, and over which the vietory tt eertain, Ifthe right mena be nyo; to 
oatablish confidence In ahalraol renaoning, by dia oxhihidion of provesuon 
Wwhoao rosulta may bo yoriflad Inanany ditkent wayay te help be enabling 
the atudont lo acquire correct notions and habits af gencralieation; to giva 
enution In rooetving that which at fret sight appeara good rensontngy to 
Inatil a correct oallpꝛato of the powers af tho min, hy polniing out the 
onormous oxtont of tho conaequeneus which may be developed out of a few 
of tts most inherent notions, and its utter fncapnelty to Inaghe, much losa 
to attain, tho boundary of knowledges to mothortae the invention of (ho 
means of expressing thought, and to make apparont tho advantages of 
system and auslogy in tho formation of Innguage and aymholay lo aliarpen 
the power of inveatigation, and the ſaoulty of auggeating new combinations 
of Uho rekouroes of thoughts to euable the hialorionl atudont to Took at mon 
of different racoa, opinions, and habita, {n thoss parts of tholr minds whora 
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SL might he wrppored a prfart (het all would mot neatly ngroo) nud fo give 
the luxury of puraulig a atiuly In whieh self-interest cannot ley down 
promives nor duduge couelunluru.·· Lanny Cyelopadla, 

H.—Mathomaticin are lilco helplewa children beyond the palo 
of their own aeienca. They cannot walk ateudily out of thelr 
own go-cart, Evan in matters relating ¢o rely favorite sctonoo, 
they ave offen alruyrcly funtastionl, Kepler is suid to havo 
oxpreased his belief hut the solid globe of earth is an enormous 
animal, aud Chae the tides ave praduced hy the spouting ont of 
avator Chrough it pille--a pretty specimen of mathomntioal ron. 
soning! Mathematicians havo too offen neithor common senso 
nor rare sonse, When required to exercige their jndgmont on 
moral evidence they ao often cithor ludicrously oredulous or 
most wnrensonably xeenlienl. Even Newton himsolf sometimes 
spoke and wrote in n alrain Umt mnde his fronds doubt his 
amity. Ho had “a hankering after the French Propheta” ond wns 
“poreosaed with the ol fovluries of natrology" nnd wns ‘xo ſur 
gone in chomiatry nv to he upen the hunt after the philosopher's 
atono.” Coleridge ohscrves that Nowton's Incubrations on Daniel 
and the Rovelationa are little lesa than downright raving. 

A.-Pid nat the poct Goldemith “lak dike poor Poll pu 

VWe—Yea--but “he wrote like an angel," ond on a wide rango 
of anbjeota, 

A.—Anil waa not "the gront moraliat,"' the “ leviathan of Utor- 
ature,” Dr, Jolson, ehildishly aupevatitions ? And were not hia 
apoculatians on tho principle of tho arch itllo battor than 
downright raving?” 

H.-I, on my sido, am not xo extravagant ng to contond that 
moral,, motaphysical, or politicnl reasoning, will apply to matho- 
matical aubjecta-— you, on your aide, contend that mathematical 
reasoning may be applied to moral, motaphyaionl or political 
subjects, You confound very opposite things. If a Jitexary man 
fall into grosa errora in spooulating upon mathomatical aubjoots 
what doos it prove? Not that he ix a stupid person generally, 
but that ho fa ignorant of a partioular branch of knowledge, 
Notwithatancing those mistakes, ie may bo a man of tho vory 
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highest intellool, But if a writer treat absurdly 8 subjoot 
which is rot purely technical or profeasiontl—a anhjeet for 
which good senao and suber judgment or originality of mind, 
yather than poouliar information, is required to onuble him to 
nandlo it antisfactorily, tho world {a juatifiod in © writing him 
down an ngs.” 

A.—Evon allowing your argument to embody a general truth, 
I uttorly deny its opplicnbility in tho slightest degreo to 
any really eminent mathematician, I have never rend Newton's 
work on the Prophesica, It may hie batter or worse for nught 
I know than a work of a similer nature by his numesnke; 
but this is cortain, that in the interpretation of prophacioy 
yery acute writors—-not mathomaticinns only-have grontly 

* differed, and it is not fair to form any ounclusion against a 
man’s general powors of intollest, because hie interpretation af 
amystorions passage of Soripture is different from ony own. 
Nowlon’s wos tho mightiest of humun minde, Your objeo. 
tions only tend to show that it waa not porfeot, Poxhnps 
thero is no instanoo in the history of gonine of powors ao giguntio 
being associated with auch unaffected modesty, We ommot 
too often call to mind hia oxquisitely beautiful deolnration, made 
at the close of his usofal life, of the little he liad done, “„I 
do not know,” suid ho, © what I may xeem to the world, hut, as 
to myself, [ seem to have been only like 1 buy playing on the xen 
ahoro und divorting mysolf in now and then fluding a smoother 
pebble or o prottior shell thon ordinary, whilat the gront oveun of 
‘truth lay ofl undiscovered hefore mo."” 

H.Is it poasiblo that Nowton had thatpavange of Milton in 
his mind, which waa applicd the other ovening to the Jonrned 
Warburton, concluding with the line 

As ohlldron gathering pubblon on tho shoro 2 

L.—Are not the oxact soionees of more fmporlanea than pure 
literature, or tho art of composition ? 

H.—The art of composition, the urt of embodying well ohoson 
Mioughts in well chosen words aunnot bo over-rated. It is by - 
words alone that the mighty dead yet live and gan yet instruct 
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ws It iu hy the uae of thexe alone that thay woro able to leave 
bohind them a legney ta the whole human rave inaaleulably mare 
precious than any other earthly goud. ‘Thoughts wnoxpressed, 
imprisoned in n solitnry lain, ave short-lived, aud limited in their 
utility, ‘Phoughts unembodied in words ava ghest-like and im- 
palpable, and humt but eve human brain, Thoughts of dmab 
mon avo smothored in their dark nnd ailont eradlos, Tho soul 
lives best without the body, but thoughts cannot long oxiet wi 
Joga clathed in wards, 

How ourious is it that a truo poot or an eloquent apoaker 
should be whle to seize, with electrical rapidity, on the oxnct word 
which he requires !—~thnt aut of a hundred thousand words he 
should bring forth the very ono which mone suits hi purpose, Tt 
jan wonderful, mysterious, inddexeritable process of the mind | 
In what port of the brain are all these bonutiful instruments of 
thovight, ag in a vast armoury, Inid up for use? In what form or 
order avo thoy dispoxed in that small ivory.walled citadel of the 
goul, the human head, tut the comrandder of the pluod can in a 
moment lay his hand upon ench as it is required, without healtn« 
tion or confision ? Tt muy happen thot tho word Jn requisition 
hos been lying ailont nud concealed in some cim corner of the me~ 
mory, or what wo plenwe to phruge it, for half a century, and yot 
presont itvolf ns word of yeatordnay at our sudden neod. What 
an army of mysterious shapos—living Lhonghta—are crowdod 
togathor on Che amell fleld of the brain, without prosauro or con 
fusion! At the bidding of the saul, how the thonglts rush out of 
tholr mysterious oclla into the light of doy, manmoe palpyble mdb 
onduring forms, and become citizens of the world! No longer 
tho oxclusive property of the individun) who brought them into 
oxiatongo, thoy visit tho brains of millions of man; genoration after 
gonoration, ‘hoy ‘wader through eternity,’ 

It is av exquisite oncouragoment to the toiling heart of gonius 
to romembor that books are immortil | They hive on earth whon 
their mokers mo in heaven, ‘The grent author has a double life. 
Ho oxlsta in two spheres. ‘Homer is boyond the stare, and hago 
he is tan in our snug and silent study. “™ — 
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pallid, pensive countenanec of light—-the ull-checring sun—the 
blue hills—tho groen vallics—tho long winding rivers, that were 
gazed upon by Homer more than two thoieund yeurs ago, we 
gaze on now-—~ond we ropeat tho aame magical words thnt fell from, 
his inapired lips and stirred tho hearts of his contempornries, Tho 
mortal frame of tho divine Homer wns as porishable as u tree or 
Hower, but his spirit, and tho printed form in which au Inge a 
portion of that spirit is now enshrined, will live for ever, ‘Cha 
poctical part of his naturo hoa passed into a tangible form—the 
property of (ho world—a legacy, bequeathed not only to individuals 
of wealth or power, but to all mankind, It is more precious 
than gold and more durable than granite, 

Literature is a radiant palace, in which nll men are welcome 
guests. Our hosts are the greatest apirits that have worn mortal 
clothing, Homer and Chaucer, nud Spencer, Shukspeare, and 
Bucon, and Milton, a glorious compeny, stand xt the portico 
and bid us ontor, Mon of all ercods and colora and conditions 
may boldly aooopt tho ifvitation. 

L.—Your mind is one-sided, Your cducation has taught you 
the beauty of the purely intellectual world, but it haa not taught 
you how to set a proper valuo on things prnctical and useful, 

H,—Whiat are all physical mad mechanical thinga—all men. 
surements and caloulations—compared to the movements of the 
immortal mind ? 

‘Tho proper atidy of mauksnt f4 man. 

A-You really tall as if mon wore all sul and nothing olao·· 
as if tho discovery of the marinor‘a compass woro leus valuable 
than tho discovery of a manusoript that would sottle a dispute 
reapeoling a new roading of a pasange in Shakepoare, 

H.—I cannot"monaure intellectual power by the taal of more 
utility in the narrow sense of tho term, Fond is moro imme» 
diately necossary than thought ; yet spoaking goncrally und without 
reference to mn jndividual man in a stato of starvation, a now 
thought is worth moro than a now lonf of brond. But, beonuse 
the effect of the thought is not so palpable and well dofined, nar, 
xow and vulgar renaonors always think the loaf of broad tho 
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more useful nvticla. I am vexed that Macnulay, in hia other. 
wise magniflcont ossny on Loril Bnaou should have made un 
attompt lo elevate the philuxephy of physics above the yphilo- 
sophy of iuind, If he were forced, he says, to make his choice 
between Seneon aud the first shoemnker, he should pronomes 
for the (radesman in preference to the philosophor, because tho 
moral maxims of the one were lens usoſnl than the shoos of the 
athor, A xchool-hoy would deserve to be whipped for so ailly n 
paradox, iC he wore not misled by the Milla and Benthams of tho 
age. If mon had feot ouly nnd no brains a stout pair of shoos 
would ba more useful Uhan the Bible. Butman is a compound 
boing and posacascs n goul ns well as a body, Wo deeply feel 
the nodoseity of tlioao nobler nrta Unt 
Taine wa Crom the mire 
And llhorate owe hoarla fram low purxulta 
Dy grow ullllilen onulaved 
AnmWhy, I nbynys thonght Mnenulny an antieutilitarion, 
H.-Bo did T-—perhapa he likes to aoe his ingenuity ooen · 
sionally by arguing on the wrong side. In this spirit lio asscrtod, 
jn his osany on Milton, that the mind of a true poct mustnacessn- 
_ tily be ungownd, and on the question of copyright arguod against 
tho claime of literary men to n property in tho result of their 
own Inbora, Iam afraid he will fairly go over do the party of 
Bentham one of Utexa days, What ia hia attack on Plato hut 
an indirect compliment ta Bentinm? Ho Is in renlty upholding 
tho ono«aided dootrine of utility, which, recording to Bentham, 
applics only to things Unnt enn be hundled, mensured, and 
gounted, ‘With the Utilitariana man seoms to he nll body— 
overy thing which relates to apirit they appenr to think a matter 
of moonahine—-tho stuff of which dreams aro made—the vision 
of idle poota, There ia no absolute wility in pootry,” said 
Sir Humphrey Davy, * but it gives pleasure, and reſines ond 
exalts the mind,” ‘This is utiliterionism, ‘To plongo the mind— 
to rofino and oxult it-—is usolore/ 
| Amat ug not ga mach further fusé now inte the interminable 
aubjoot of utilitertaniam, You aro apt to run wild upor it, 
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oI confogs that I am apt onough to loso my temper when 
1 find mon who ought to know better, cluvating things local, 
physical, and temporal above things univeratl, spiritual, and 
eternal, An individual baker or cobbler may contribute to the 
conse and comfort of the craving stomachs or tenor toos of a lite 
tle cirole for a little time—or perhaps oven of a whole villuge for 
half acentury, But am individual poot or philosopher hy now 
images of intellectual beauty or aublima moral trathe eloquently 
enforced, may gratify and clevate and xtrengthon the souls of 
countless millions for an indefinite number of ages. Beautiful 
images and glorious truths do not disappear quilo so rnpidly as 
wheaten loaves, nox wear away like shoes. It is trae that the 
influence of authors of original genius on the minds of nations 
cannot be so exactly defined ag that of the huker or the cobbler 
on the bodies of their customers, but fow could have expeetert 
that a wriler of Mucaulay’s sngacity and breadth of mind would 
fall into the pitifully vulgar error of questioning’ the utility of 
every thing that will not admit of being weighed, or counted, 
or meagured, and even doubling the importance or the rentity of 
moral powor over the minds of mon, According to him, Suerntes 
and Plato were eloquent babblers of “ fruitless wisdom.” | 
«Words aud more words and nothing but words,” he saya “had 
been all the fruit of all the toil of all the most renowned angon of 
aixly genoralions.” As if the words of these sngow hid not 
moulded the ininds of genorations nnd contributed to the refine. 
ment and clevation of our nature, 

Twould not be undorstood to undemrate the meehanionl avionces 
or the arts of lifo,all knowledge, necurding to its kind and 
degrea, is more or loss valuable, and in a xyatem of eluontion 
differont studios aro necessary to balance the-freultis of the 
inind, and to give each fair play. But to those who would 
depreciate the more spiritual arts, it is os well to put the ques 
tion of whether it is alwnys quite clear that tho particular acien 
ces which Jessen human Inbor, or add to our xonvunl luxurlos, 
contribute materially or permanontly to the roal happinoss -of 
mankind, Happinesa and its opposite ave qualities or condi» 
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tiona mora dependont on our inward nature than on external 
things. 

Tho mind {4 lia awn place, and of fell 

Gon mako a heaven of earth, n holl of heaven. 

Tho pleasures which all mechanical contrivances can commuii- 
onto are apcodily exhausted, We soon get necuatomod to physical 
advantagos + thelr charin dies with their novelty, Wo then 
conse to rognrd them na om addition to our alookk. Wo might fool 
indeed thejr lows (for n time) but we little value thelr posaossion. 
Thoao high arts, on the other hand, which tive addreased to 
‘our moral and intelleotual nature, which kindle the imagina 
tion ond touch tho heart, which elevate and refine tho soul, which 
teach us how to think and feel, avo inmediately conversnnt with 
all the olomonta of pure and permanent onjoyment, In the ine 
tollectual banquet thore ia no aurfeit—-the appetite grows with 
what i¢ foods on. The longor we dwoll on aublime truths and 
glorious images and noble rontimentsy-the longer we gaze on 
tho ſaoo of nature and commune with ita mystorions beanty—~ 
tho longor wo'wateh, in n loving spirit, the Indiontions of a high. 
ot natura In tho fInoat specimens of humanity-—tho lotigor we 
contemplate the works of Gad—tho mora oapible do we: bebdonfa 
of that apirttunl dolight whtol lifts us info the: ‘ntthoapiche of 
rofigion, and vendors us comparativaly indopontteilt ofall grösaor 
oars, 

How frequently it liappens Uint things which to tho mere util. 
tarlua acom moat trivial and Cranaitary, are poouliarly valuubler 
and permanent! Eo spéaks with contempt of the benuty of 
stylo In composition, and onlls worda aiinm—'n trim reckoning |” 
Ha thinks atena walla nlono ara built for aternity, But ws 
Byron antd, afto# Mirnboau, tru words aro things: and as Haalite 
said, thoy are the only things that Inst for ever, Printed words, 
ombloma of truo thoughts, oan novor dic. Tt js not pretended 
that all words aro oqually Insting. God forbiel that they should 
bo a0, ‘Tho sayings of dunces und idiots must dis, Foolish 
‘andl unmeaning words are fortunately ns ophemoral as the dust.» 
like insoots that glitter in the sunshine. Those worda only 
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ave immortal that have the rare bloom of genina on them, and 
that embody truth. With tho némoat reapeot for Mavaulay’s 
brilliant abilities, I shall continue to think that Socrates nnd Plato 
were more useful mombers of the great family of man than 
tho best shoe-makors in the world, I shall evon dave to think 
that thoy have contributed moro to the moral clevation of their 
fellow oreatures than all the Milla and Benthama of tho ninteanth 
century. 

Le—I oan hardly believe that Macaulay means what ho says-— 
he cannot be serious, Nor can you bo sorioua, I think, in speak. 
ing so slightingly of science. 

H.—No! You must not go away with the idea that I deny 
in sober onrnostness tho utility of the mathematical or any other 
sciences. I am not quite so narrow-minded. Perhaps, if we 
thoroughly understood onch other, wo should find that we diſfor 
less than we appemt lo do, Men in argument, and in the hent of 
opposition, are apt to oyoxalato their ouge, to run into extremes, 
and to try to get ns far as possible from ench othor, 1 morely 
set myself against the contemptuous treatmant of poctry and 
literature and the fine arts, in which mon of avienca are too apt 
to indulge themsolves. Thoy provoke me to retorts, perhaps toa 
often characterized by that very extravagunee ani flippaney 
which J attribute to them, If I have ever said tou much in favor 
of poetry, it is beonuse they have snid too much against it, 
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No, XI. 





NAZIAULT TTOMSON--WORDSWORTH TURNER 
SLOTIAD--PROUT—MARTIN-SCOTT, &o. 

I.A have always forgotten, until now, to ask you how and 
whon you beenme acquainted with Hazlitt, 

Re[ aot up a lterury periodical in 1827, ontitled the Lon- 
don Weekly Reveiw, and I applied to Ilazlitt, then a atrangor, to 
contribute to its columus, and as he immediately consented ta da 
0, wo soon heonmo personully nequainted with euoh athor, I 
rocolleot at my first intorviow with him, hie laughing very hearti- 
ly at Buckingham, who wished to engage him on the Oriental 
Herald; but, anxious to drive n good bargain, endeavoured to 
porsunde him that one guinen from thnt poriodionl, was oqual to 
two guineas from any other, All Backingham's ingenious 
rousoning upon tho snbjeot was thrown away, Hazlitt adhored 
obatinatoly to his own arithmatio, 

Li 'Thovo is vomething a0 plausible in Buckingham, wha he 
has an objet to guin, that J often found myaolf quite unablo 
to contond with him, Ne wove a ailkon spell around mo. It 
was only when I got on the outer side of hia door, that I reco. 
vorod tha futl use of my fucultios, He ia cortainly a very clever 
and n very pleasant fellow. 

Re—He was an oxoellent editor for Indin, and was rapidly 
makings n lorge fortune by the Ca/eutia Journgl, when the Go- 
vornmont so cruelly and deapotically compelled him to break up 
his establiahmont and leave this country, Ha has nat auaccaded 
60 woll in Englund. ‘Though on the whole, a lucid and agree. 
thle writer, ho is little tao vorboso, and has ‘damnable itera 
tion” in him, When arguing on subjects of grent public Interot 
and importance, he is slngulatly fair and generally right, but le 
often apoils n good cause by doing too much for it, He-dwelle* 
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with such minutencss and portingolty on amell matlors, and is go 
anxious not to loge a single advantago, however tilling, Unt he 
snerifices the general effect by a want of prominence in his 
moie important and telling points. Jo is a plensing eponker, 
toa, but docs not scam to have succeoded in the Sonnto; though 
as a lectmer he genorally exciciges a winning influonco over a 


amall assembly, 
L.—LInclilt, I beliove, was neither a good orator nor ® good 


talker. 

R.—Io was a most interoating talkor when ho felt quive at 
home, Otherwise he was a dummiy. But Urough his conver. 
sation was ardont and brillinnt, it was impeded by suddon breaks 
and difficulties, He often seemed to lahour with hie meaning 
to have a painful consciousness of his innbilily to expross it 
fully. This often made him repoat tho same thing in differant 
ways, and sometimes he would slop in the middle of what 
promised to be a weighty and noblo gentenoo, and baulk his 
hearers with a lame and impotent conclusion, But the better 
ments even of such broken discourse alwaye Indicated great 
forco and originality of thinking. 

Tn—~T rogret that I never knew him. What was hia personal 
appeannce? 

Il.MHo was below the middle size, and, from extremo shyness 
and a morbid sonaibilily, he hed nlwoya nn awlward and thnid 
air in mixed company, Ie had a magnificent forehond, and a 
fine ayo; and is anid to have boon extromely handsome in onrly 
life, but caro and thought ploughed up his featuroa in manhood, 
Fils gait was slouching and hia drogs slovenly. Wis hat was 
gencially too largo for his head, or put on without the launt ros 
gard to its shape, the side sometimes usurping tho honors of the 
front, Though anything hut a lady's mon, ho was extromely 
cowteous and polilo to those ladies who had the art to make 
him fel himself at his cage with thom. At an carlier period of 
hig life, I believe, ho was no enemy to the bottllo; but when I 
knew him ho anſſerod severely from indigeation, and nover drank 

* anything stronger than ton, in which he indulged os frealy os 
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Dootor Jolson himeclf, The ten-pot was on his table half the 
day. He mado his tea se atrong that few other poople could 
dink it; and J huvo no doubt that it uffected his nerves and 
aggravated his stomuch disorders, ‘Tho firal day he dined with 
mo, 1 was vexed to discover that thera was not on the table the 
only sort of ment he cuulkl vonturo upon--n mutton chop; but 
hoving disoovered this, hy moro accident, in good time, J oo. 
trived to gratify his ſunoy befne tho cloth wag romoved. 

L.-Was he mush in London ? 

RHo visited tho great oity I balieve pretty frequently, but 
he generally rosidod at un old Inn, called the Z7ud, at Wintoralaw-— 
on ar noar Salisbury Pinin. Hero he wrote moat of hia best 
essays, Whon in London, he used to lio in bod very late in the 
morning, and then sit for hours ovor his ten. Ho ridiculed the 
ently-to-riae men, who hnd nothing to do when they got out of 
Vod, und used to quote ‘Thomson's reply to ona who onquirod 
why ho did not got up onvlior—" Young man,” said tho poet 
(moro fat than bard boscome”) “I have no motive,” And yot 


in his Sedsone Thomson complning of sluggarda—— 
ot 


— we Sing? 
L lt is rooorded of Thomaon that ho would amotlmon lala 
surely ent pouches offen treo in, his gardon,, regting both londe 
in hia waietoont pockets, But it is wonderful what sume indg. 
Jont men of gonius hava ueoomplishod—whot legacies thoy have 
loft te mankind. Neither Thomuon nor [fazlitt lived in vain, 
RemE[nzlite was tho beat oritio on the Fine Arts that Englund 
has produced. Ho thoroughly understood thom, practically and 
theoratioally, LHe wos a printor himself in oarly lifo, but he had 
tore judgment than skill, and waa so little satisfied with hie own 
performances, that ho gave up the art in despair, though J have 
agen gome of hia paintings which struck me as indicnting do- 
aided genius, If my memory is not deosiving mo, 1 ondo saw 
inen hong in London, his portrait of an old woman, a performs 
ange of whigh he spanks go fondly in one of his caanys, 1 havo 
8 more diatinot remembrance of a small rough water-goloreketoh 


* 


Palaoly luxurlous will not man awake ¢ 
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of himself, ffom hig own-hand, on the inner side of tho binding 
of an old volume of his Zable Talk» It waa a capitul likonoss, 
I went ono day with him to the Water-Color Exhibition in Buſſolk 
Street, Ele did not seem much pleased upon the whole, Ho 
repeated an old pun, declaring that he disliked 1Veetal? oven more 
than all TVest. 

‘We thon wont to the National Gallery. Ho had no sooner on. 
tered the front room up-stairs, than his face brightened, and ho 
oxolaimed, Now I am at homo!’ ‘The living, bioathing, apenk. 
ing portrait of Govartius on his right⸗-tho rich allegorial land. 
soapo by Rubone directly facing him—the Claudos, Poussina, and 
other immortal works glowing on tho walle on every side of us, 
seemed to hold his faculties in enchantment. On our way home 
we passed a shop-window, in which wore two large engravings 
fiom landscapes by Turnor. ‘Ah, J once thought,” said he, 
“ that ‘Tumor would havo beon a second Claude, But he has 
disappointed mo, Thoro js something imposing in his style, but 
there is no repose in it, It is thoatrical, Auttery, launting-—it is 
any thing but Claude-like now, I dislike him, too, as a man. 

After all, perhaps, Hazlitt did great injuatioe to ‘Turner. 
That artist is not all that Hazlitt might desire, but I am ins 
clined to think that he is still tho beat lundsenpe painter in Eng. 
lond, He is not e Claude, itis true, but if he wants Clando's 
repose and grace ho has moro spirit and yorsntility. If you 
hove geen one of Claude’s pictures you have acon them all, oxqui- 
site ns they aro. Thoro fe a groat snmonoss and mannoriem in 
than, Some yoars ago I anw two or three enpital piaturos by 
Tutnor, at the public exhibition of Paintings, got togethor by 
the Calcutta Brugh Club, I romembor that ono of them was a 
view of Shakspeara's Clif’. Beautifully md naturally, and yot 
with something of an audacious spirit, a darkened boat was 
placed on the very odgo of a patch of sunshing, ‘Tho offeot was 
magical, ‘Turner's contragts are strikingly folicitous—mirncles 
of art, He has atudiod the finost nnd rorost nspoote of nature 
with a determination to startle and delight ua until we are almost 
“davaled and drunk with bonuty,” 
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Le~Doos he not somotimos flatter nature ? 

R—Oh that's impossible} L hove often looked upon a fw 
feot of weeda and water glittcring in tho setting sun, and felt 
how thelr beauty would havo doficd the most exquisite colorist 
thet ever ivéd. Thoro iu, indeed, oxaggorttion in painting, ae 
thore is bombast in pootry, but no poot or pointer haa yot done 
full juation to mornl beauty, or to the lovelinoas of oxtornol nature. 

LePaintors may improve upon partionlar and individual ape. 
cimons, by a judicious selection from boundless varieties, or by 
now and tastoful combinations ; though, of course, Natura in tho 
abstraot cannot be surprssed hy Art, 

Re—The painting by Turner to which J hove been alluding, 
must have beon Anished before he changed his atyle of coloring, 
and, to tho mortification of hig athmirera, mado all his pictures 
Jook aa if thay had been smonrod aver with the yolk of an ogg. 
He has taken it into his head to look at nature through a pair of 
yellow speotacles. 1 

Lom] think he too often shows an insolont confidence in his 
own goniue, Hoe takes lbertics with Nature. Ho does not 
think, with Thomeon, that whon unadorned she is adorned the 
most, He is not sntisiod with simple beauty, but attempts to 
gild refined gold nnd paint the lily, This wastefdl and fdiou. 
lous oxcess, fe a pretty atrong indiontion of an nnsound jidgo. 
ment. Thoro ia clmost alwaya aomething morotriolous about 
Wm. You know Martin? What sort of porson is ho. 

RA mort amiable man in private life. Io is small in por- 
aon, but woll proportioned; he tins a fine ourly hond of linir, 
and his face is what women onll handsome, It is almoat protty. 
His mannora aro pleasing, but too modest to be quite onay. He is 
not at all tho sort of porson in apponrance that people agquainted 
with his pnintings only nro apt to fanoy. Hila countennnos is 
deficiont in dignity and force, This howevor rathor supporta the 
opinion of those oritios who malntalg ¢hat thero is in reality no 
atrangth of gonius in his productiofiiy, dis mind is nota gront 
one if his fonturos spank the truth. - , i 

Le-There is something too like érickery in, Movttn’s, vant 
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architectural perspective, Porhnps it waa only n lucky first hit; 
almost any ono can report it, Ilo hns no other resumnea. Tf he 
has sublimity, it is what Coleridge would cull the maderiad aub. 
imo, Ilis onormous buildinga make piginica of mon and angela, 
Tho Almighty himeelf ia insignificant in Mortin’s illustrations of 
Milton, With him high walls scom more interesting thon heroic 
hearts; he prefers matter to mind; his very heavens are hid 
and xocky, Thoy are like ough queries, or horrid cliffs und 
caverns with patches of glaring light or black shadow, 

R—That Martin is a mannerist is not to be denied, But so is 
every great painter—and poet too. Uns not Millon « manner 
—noblo I grant——but yet a mannor? He could not have written 
plays like Shakspearo, or a mock-heroio poom like thnt of Pope, 
It is cnough for ono man to atriko out a new style und to excal 
all othor mon in it, This Martin has dono, 

L.—His engravings have an infinitely finer effect than his 
paintings, for he is a very tnstoless colorist, Ilo ia “guudy not 
neat,” Ho engraves all his own piotures, and T must auy with 
great skill and freedom, What do you say of Woutall? 

R—He is too afleoted. His paintings remind me of the colored 
prints of shepherds and shopherdesses in foney costume. Thoy 
me silly sentimental pastorals, Westall wos employed by the 
bookeollors to illustrate Milton’s Paradiso Loatr-could anything 
bo moro illjudged. Fusoli’s extravaganoios were bud onough, bus 
thoy wore noyar feeble. Wostoll's pictures aro aometimos pretty, 
but thoy aro never powerful. Ha is a drawing-room urtiet, 

Layee you do not admire Weatull's softness perhaps you like 
Prout's roughnoas. 

R.—Prout isn noblor artist than Weatall; but atill he is 
not oe gront favorito of mine, Ho has boldnogs and brondth of 
style, but no sontimont or clevation. He is 1 clevor machanio. 
He represonts adinirably what ho sees with hig fleshly eye, und 
nothing more, He is tha Crabbe of puinters. 

L.—-Did you evor seo aly of Chinnery’s productions ? 

R.—-Yes—thore was and porhapa atill is a vile portrait of 
Lord Hastings by Chinnory, in the moss-room at Dum Dun. 
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His Lordship is made to look like an image enrved in wood. All 
Chinnery’s portraita al least all that T leva seon—aro hard 
ant coarse. But perhaps I have only seen his earlier pro- 
auctions, Some friends of Chinnory have taken me to task 
for what they cull my projudioe aguinst him ns a portrait painter, 
Wis landacupoa, L admit, aro apirltad and maaterly, 

Le Why, C have nlweya heard bim very highly spoken of og 1 
pulator of portraits in ola, and n lady of taste was tolling me tho 
other dey, that his watet color miniaturos · woro truly exquialte. 
What verantility ho must possogs | 

R.A cannot believe it, I know of no artist who is equally 
excallont in different departmonta of his arl. Turner is aware 
that he ig no portrait painter, and Lawrence rarely tried his hand 
at almidscape. Martin piles up gorgeous palaces wilh a magi+ 
cinn’s ort, but cannot draw man or woman; and Claude, you 
know, uacd to got hie brothor artista fo put figures into his Iand- 
sonpes, But I do not wish to aponk wakindly of Chinnery, He 
is not merely a enpital Jinndacnpe Painter. Iam told that ho is 
also a wit of the first water. His puns oro“ profusd af flonannt. 
nose.” Ho is now in China, and was for many yanrs fn ie we 
We have hud other English palntors of a 
of the globe. Buechoy (the youngar): tnatfl to aaa 
Havoll woro both sajoumors, I élifitle, fh ak 7 of Bi Aes, 
Zoſſanl wns in Bengal for many yenrs. Ho lived at Soramporo, 
whoro thore are atill come of his printings, He was n German, 
but seoma to hava preferred Pugeluuil to his untive country, 
He oommonced his professional ‘life in London, hy pninting 
tho portraita of his Landlord and Landlady, whieh he exposed on 
the atreat door of his lodgings. Those caught the oye of Garrick, 
who waa sa pleased with them that he ordored a portrait of himsalf, 
in'tho character of Abe? Druggor, This portrait brought the artist 
into great notlos. Bir Joshua Reynolds bought it for 100 guinens, 
Sir Joshua aubsequently sold it to tho Earl of Cnrlislo for 180 
* guineas, and handsomely prosonted the additional 50 guinonæ to 
the artist, He was patronized, too, by Hogarth, who spoogmibad 
apmothing of a kindred genius in him. He bad great power 

a 
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in depicting character, His dramatic portraits were particulurly 
admired. Zeffani painted the whole Royal family of England in 
ono large picture, Whilo in India he painted some pictures for 
the King of Oude, He returned to England with a large fortune 
in 1790, and died there in 1810. 

L.—The other day J was turning over the beantifully illustrated 
pages of Rogers's Pooms and Iurnor'â Aunual Tour, ond hed 
a good opportunity of comparing two artists of aueh different 
endowments as ‘Turner and Stothard.” It is odd that Rogers 
should have brought them iuto such immediate contrast and col. 
lision in the illustration of his poctry,  Stodiard’s designs, 
though executed in his extreme old aga, ure full of grace, spirit, 
and invention, 

R—I used to think that his figures had always something 
false and eyen absurd about them, He was apparently actuated 
by a most intense desire to produce classical offects, but ho 
failed from shecr timidity, Tia atyle scemed injured by an 
cifeminate fastidiousnoss, o morbid sensibility. In his horror 
of straight lines, and his love of cuiyea, ho was inclined to 
exaggerate a grace into n onricature, and make his figures 
unnaturally round and ſuntastionlly elegant, But certainly thore 
‘was a vast improvement in his latest productions, I think it is 
Loigh Hunt who says thal Stothard was ono of the fow English 
artists catcomed on the continent; and, if [ romombor rightly, 
he gives il as hig opinion that a fomale figure by Stothard, 
amongst tho illustrations of Choucor in Bell's British Poota, 
would have delighted Raſſadllo himsolſ. I do not think thoro is 
any falling off iA Turner's gonlus aa on original artist, though he 
has gone aatrayws a colorist, Hts invention is as rich and trua 
ag ever, Took at the engravings, in which you sco hie designs 
unstained with fala colors, How exquisite they are! ‘There i 
nothing tawdry or thentrieal in cham. What pootionl sentiment} 
What lively contrasts, and yet What breadth of effect! But 
never befor, perhaps, were pictures transferred to steel for hook · 
embellishments with such zucooss, ‘Che buvine horg rivals the 
brush in purity and depth of tone. The perspectives are quite 
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aorink the auns are brilliant, nd the mounlight Inndacapes are 
magionlly soll and shindowy. 

ToLInzlitt waa nt ono ime intimate, I believe, with all the 
leading poots—cspecially Hunt, Coleridge und Wordaworth, 

R.-Veoa- nnil ha ngod to amuse ine somatimes with anecdotes 
of thom. He natonishad ma with his illustration of Worde- 
wortl’a almost inconceivable oyotivm and arrogance, Ho told 
mg that Wordsworth cousidered it presumptuous in any ono ta 
crlticiae hia writings, however gently, One day, when Wilson, 
author of Zhe Jxle of Palma, and Editor of Blackwaod's Maga 
gina, wag on a visit to Wordsworth, a nowspnpor arrived by post 
addressed to the Intter, Tv was the Hvaminer, “1 suppose,” 
and Wordsworth, “some impertinent newapnpor soribbler wishos 
me to aca whut he hos said of my productions, J deapisu the 
conswos of thesa wrolches, nnd am sick of their praise. 1 shall 
not look at the paper.” “Ohl” anid Wilson “ giva mo leave to 
opgn it. Lot us) nt all ovanta, soo what iain it. Huh! here isa 
notico of tha Lweursion——shull T road’ it?” Do juat ns you 
planag.” ‘The frat sentonce was flattering. ‘Woll, that’s not 
badly expresged sfter oll,” said Wordsworth, ‘Tho aoooncl waa 
atill mora Inudatory, Ho smiled bonignantly,,, Tho..third sen. 
tonco was a climax of oommondation. Ho, rose from lite gnat 
took the paper from Wilson’s hand,,and:vond.the whole notloo 
aloud with a pompous solf-complaconcy, “7 think,” aed 
Wileon, “1 oan trace LIax)itt'a hand in that notioo.” 

if You ara cortainly mistakon," said Wordeworth, “ Hazlitt, 
,pogr wratoh, never wroto any thing that was readable.” It 
turned out, however, that Wilson was right. Porhnps [Hazlitt 
dn thls parration somewhat oolorad tho sobor truth, 

H—EHelitt wos not only a capital critio upon‘postry and paints 
Ang, but wrote some of tho fincat criticisms on the noted drama 
shat wore, avor published, with, the oxcoption of Leigh Ilunt's 
dn the, Zadler, which ore inoxpreasibly delicate and true. T like 
Taglitt’s lectures on the Inter English.Poate oxcecdingly. Thay 
ave highly discriminative and just, but his more. ambitious work 

pn Shakspenro’s plays, whore ha comes into.diyeat-syalry, wlth 
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Schilloy is lees successful. His pratso is too unqualified. + It is 
laid on with a trowel, He cannot discovor a single spot in the 
sun of his idolatry, which was, aftor all, a purticularly " spotty 
globe." Shakepenro was tho best and worst writer that ever 
lived. Hlazlitt’s oternal raptures about him nt Inst weary us, 
Lamb’s levs protending dramatio oriliciams aro more aubtile and 
original. 

Re—Yot the Characters of Shakepenro's plays was the only 
one of Havlitt's works that onmo to a second edition in his life 
time, 

L.—That was because Joflroy pratwed it in tho Hdindurgh, 
Therattgol.on it in the Quarterzy, however, In a grout moneure, 
countoracted the good effeot of the Ldinduryh's commendation. 
Hazlithased to oall Joffrey the Princo of Critios and of men, 
When on his deathbed, ho wrote to Jeffroy that ho was at his 
Inst grap, and wanted pecuniary nid, Joffrey sent him £50. 
This anoodoto I met’ with in one of the Monthly Magnzinos. L 
ennnot vouch for ita truth, Aro you quito auro that no other 
work of Hazlitt’s, bosidos that on Shakespenr, onmo to a socontt 
edition:in his life time, 

R.—Now that you recnll the subject to my mind, I am inclined 
to bolieve, that the Leotures on the Poots also enmo to a sooond 
edition, If Lamb be the moro subtile critic, as waa just observed, 
Ruzlittwas tho gounder ono, Lamb was somotimes" high fantae- 
tical,” and over-rated tho illuatrious obaouro of the olden time, Ho 
waanotfond of praising those whom ovory body prolaod. Ilaelitt 
Kod @tedngiphiin adned ng wall as higher fhoulttes, Though not o 
poet—wanting tho aecomplishmont of verao—-he had a poot's 
feeling. He anys ho once tried his hand at a sonnots but ho 
could not put a rhyme into tho cighth line, ao as to complote the 
two quatrains. Ho gave it up in dospnir, Hie Life of Napo- 
Zeon wes, porhaps, his groatest porformanca. It was his last 
also, Ho dicd before he could write tho preface, Tho work 
throws a new light on many: important points In tho history 
of Napoleon ond hie times. Tho originality and powor of the 
author's mind have given even to the most familiar matorinls 
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nn air of novelty and froshuess, ‘Those who havo beon acous+ 
tomed to look upon Napoleon as a monater, will derive ttle 
plenaure from the work; and will, perhaps, recuse Hazlite of 
atvong partiniilies und inveterate prejudices, If u detestation of 
tyrauny, u puasionato love of liborty, and a profound respect for 
intellostual gvontness, wero inconsistont with impartiality and 
omdour, he could not bo defended from tho charges but an 
historian may, aurely, deacrve general applause, though he is 
no Tory, nor a believer in tho divine ‘tight of. Kings, ao long as 
he atntes faota aa he finds them, and supports the onnse’ of truth 
and justice, THuzlitt ia an historion of this class, and his indigs 
nation against tho onanties of freedom aud mankind nosd not be 
attributed to projudios or purty spirit. 

L-It may have boon expected by some, that his ardent wd 
woll-known admiration of Nopoluon’would insunsibly load: him 
to oompono an apology or panogyrio, while ha decolved himaglf 
with theden ¢hnt ho Was engaged upon a history; but it is 
nightly obsorved in tho profaco, that he hns sgorificed 10 prinol 
plo to palliato hia hera, and he ha rigorously examined and 
forlorsly blamed him on all Just oconsions, But even aupposings 
him to be not without a bing, {6 fa, ut albevente, on tte gengrous 
aida; and if, in tho contemplation of wo brtilféhtand wondértul 
a ohaynoter na tht of Napoloon Huonaputrto, fe bétivipl n pou» 
Higr antiafagtion in racogniaing his noblay trafts, this pooullority 
amy bo advantagaously opposed to tha unworthy attampta of Sir 
Walter Scott to tarnish the glory of Napoloon’s groutest notions 
by, a roausoltatlon ‘of he moat paltry libela, and his rouly boliof 
in overy toatimony, however slight, that is cnloulnted to injure 
his memory as a mon, n aoldior, or a atntoaman, 

H.Pho Life of Napoloon by Sir Walter Soott, fs not only 
mote voluninaua, but i¢ must alea ba conaaded, that it ta 
mote pictyreaque, and more lively and entortaining than Hazlitt’s, 
It Kgs, however, too much the alt ofa romanée, and is too ciſſueo 
in {ta atyla, and too irregular and ill-digosted in {te dotails, to bo 
xogatdod o8 an historical composition, Though Hoglit(’s hro· 
Vious hablta as o writor did not scom favprable to-that don · 
noated train of thought, and sovere almplicity of expression, so 
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roquisita in a work of this natures ib cmmot be denied, thn he 
has succeeded to admiration, Ilo hud previously distinguished 
himaclf ns on casayist, a melaphysiciun, and a oritic, mid hig 
final labours will atamp his reputation as o philosophical historian, 
In this lust character his views are original, profound, and just, 
+ and his atyle ardent, rapid, nnd onergatic. Ee ravoly intuodnees 
those sparkling images and that florid diction, which glow so 
profuecly in somo of his other wrilings, but which would bg 
inconsistent with the dignity of hiatory.* 

L--Sir Walter Scott characterizes Napoleon’s proclamations 
as mora bombast, (becanso thoy are oppoxed to the dry, formal 
atyld:adopted by ordinary conquerers and rulers) but My, Hazlitt, 
justly considers them brillianG spacimons of military aloquonce; 
and certainly thoin qffeot upon such vast masses of human beings 
as thoy wero sometimes nddrossed to, ia a batter sriterion of 
their merit then tho oriticiam of any single individua. But 
Scott never loses an opportunity of epreolating one of tho 
greatest mon of modorn times, meraly beonnse ho was a vmlcling 





* Taatitt, ina lulot cssay pubtishod in tho London Wrakly Rovlow, (On 
the Causos qf Popular Opinion,) In roply to somo altaok upon him in ano» 
ther poriadical, accounts for lite adaption of a fark? alylu. UT Gagan 
to paint, 01 till T bacume aoquainted with (ho author of Zhe Anotent' Mariner, 
T eould nolther write nor apeak, Ie enennaged ma to write a haok, which 
T dla aooording to tho original hont of my mind, making tt ne dry and mongre 
Ha Y could, a0 Uint ll fol) atitborn ſrom the prog, and nono of thoae who 
How qhiwa nia ne n catohpenny writor have wo mueh wt hoard of it. Yo lot 
me agy that thet work coptalnw an important motaphyaloal discovery, auy · 
portod by-n continuoys and aovoro chain of ronsoning, nonrly aw anbtle and 
original as any thing In Hume or Borkeloy. I am not asoustomon to aponk 
of mysolf in this manner, but {mpudonce may provoke modeatytta Justify 
Steclf, Finding tis method did not anawor, I despatred for a times but somo 
tuifle I wrote for tho Aforning Chrontate, moating the approbation of the adilor 
and tha town, I rasolypil to turn over a now loafto tako tho public at its 
woud, to muster all the tropos and flgures J could lay hands onfiand, though 
Tama plain man, never to appear but in an ombrolderud droga, Bulwer 
characterizes the ossny ILazlitt spoaka of (Hseay on the Princtptes qf Maman 
Action) “asa work full of original Yemarks nd Worthy a dlligont pornanl,” 
Sir James Mnekintosh had an aqually high opinion of {t, It waa written in 
the author's 18th year. 
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thorn in tho side of logitimncy, and acems, on all Ooonsions, pre- 
dotormined not to give him a single soua, He onmostly defends 
the conduot of Sir IIndaon Lowe at St, Helenn, and repents his 
praiza of General Guurgaud, ws a ‘loyal soldier,” heeunse, 
intend of, like the reat of Napoleon's followers, tuking part with 
his master against the governor, he neted as u apy, and, nftor 
having beon “' very comminivative” while on the dsland, on his 
arrival in England, hinried to the Foreign Office, and protended 
to make a frank wad full disclosure of every ching that he had 
heard and seen during hia residenee with Napoloon, Such cony 
duot as thie ently forth from Sir Walter Scott not a single 
syllable of reprohenaion ; but, on the contrary, he aflecta to ores 
dit all hig trnitor’s libels against hia coutiding mut nobleeminded 
master. Ho onnnot concord, however, fiom hie reader the fuet, 
that Gourgaud'a conscience uitorwarda smote him for his bnee 
ingratitude, nnd that * he rewumed that Cendernesa for Napoleon's 
memory, which may induce him to regret having communicated 
tho aoorata of the jyiszon-houwe to lesa friendly cars.” Ho talcos 
onre tondd, that “ this change of sentiment can noithor diminish 
thé fruth of hia evidence, nor afoot our right to bring forward 
what wo find revorded tu conumunionted by him.” Ag if this remorse 
woro not in some degroo an argument against the wuthof his 
formor statements, though the sole olroumatance of thelr coming 
‘from the lips af a betrayer of his master in miafortune, without 
any consideration of tha wubsequent chungo of focling, would 
have boon quite enough to mnke nny weiter, not wholly blinded 
by prejudice, rejuct it with disdain, Thora are but too many 
indications of this ungenorous spirit, this grose disingenn. 
ouanous in Soott's misnamed History of Napoleon. In his new 
count of the unfortunate affair of the Duke d’Enghicn, ho anys, 
that the grave had been prepnred before the acntonco wis pro- 
nounced, and heing obliged, in o note, to acknowledge that 
Savony —8 doniod this, he adda-*it is not of much con- 
sequins,” But it ia of much eonacquenco, ynd Sir Walter Svott 
thought ao, too, or why should he have mentioned it at all after 
it had beon publicly and positively contradioted ? 
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IL—It is owlous, though distressing, to obsorve how ingeni- 
oualy the accomplished novelist colours and distorts facts (hit are 
in nny way connected, however remotely, with his own political 
feolings and opinions. 

L.—We me natmally the moro grioved at these misropreson. 
tation’s, bceausa they do not pass away like the idle wind, when 
proceeding fiom so eloquent and popular a wiitor,—one who, in 
his own Hae, is without a ilval, and whose private character is so 
eminently pwe and amiable. If Hazlitt hna coloicd any of his 
detaila,—though I doubt it much—his lenning, os I have aheady 
observed, is, at all events, on the right side, A stiong admiration 
of intelloctual power,-and a burning indignation at every attempt 
to check the progress of fieedom, might be plended in extenun. 
tion of a much graver sin, 

H.—Hazlitt was the dramatic critic in Porry’s paper-—the 
Morning Chrontclo—and fivst brought Kean into notice, Kenn's 
first appeaance on the London Stago was in the character of 
Shylock in tho Merchant of Venice, “ IIo hyd nob beon many 
minutes before mo,” snid Hazlitt, ‘* when discovered (hit a man 
of genius had alighted onthe boards of Drury. J went home 
and wrote a most laudatory ciilique upon him, Perry trem. 
bled for his paper. IIe ferred tho praiae wns too decided, and 
that the Chronicle would stand wono in ils opinion, Mia other 
critical friends had apoken slightingly of Uke now actor, Pory 
was right, The Chronicle did stand alono for a little while, 
‘But tro ortius fs irresietlble, Monn uoon beoume the moat, po- 
pulor actor 6f modern timo? 


Ani fudtions abrove who shauld applaud hin mont, 


L—dJohn Komblo, howover, did not logo his admirers, Uo 
charmed the public to tho Inst with his Romun dignity nnd 
classical precision. Hazlitt's thentriou! critiques, na L.think one 
of you was just now remarking, are not quite eqiftl’ Lo Leigh 
TIunt’s, Hazlitt’s have moro gravity, atrongth, and cecisivencss, 
hut they exhibit loss sensit}vonoss ond subtlety, and aro loss 
felicitously desouiptive. 


— 
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H.—Nothing indecd con surpuas the trath and benuty ancl 
originality of Uunt's deseviptions, Lot me read ta you a part 
of ono of his notices, in the Trafer, of Paganini’s performances 
on tho violin. 

Tast night ho began a eumponlyon of hia own, (very good by the way,) 
an Allogra Muaoatogo mavement, (mmajexiionily choorfi,) with singuly foe 
ant proolalon. Proolalun lu not the prayer word, it wana nart of poronptae 
tvs and deat Uo dit uot put hile bow to the atulnge, nor fay It upon 
thom , he atrnok then as you might anppoxo a Greak to have dono whon 
ho taod bia pleotiumt and “smote the ounding aholl’’ Ho then fell into 
atonder atraln, tl) che strings appuared to aktvor with pleasnge, Then ho 
gave ua a work of mlunta worn bling, au If half a dozen humming birds were 
alnging at tho topa of thor yolous, the highew. notox feqplng aff and ahlerring 
Whe sprinklon yf watery Chon he deacended with wonderiil force md gravity 
fnto the hnes; then he would commences @ atratn af enna fuelling or 
antvanty Wilt noten of the gredtest solidity yet fall of trembling emattony art 
thon again he would lunp to a holght beyond alt height, with notes of dos. 
porato inlnulonoas, thew tha down dna aed gf Aendiong havmonton, sharp 
aud Uritlant aa the edgen of swords: von warble again, with Inooneolyable 
honuty and romofanera, ye it hy wan n voutelluguixing birdy and flnally, bonlilea 
Ie taunt staoontoa In ordinary, ho woull xuddonty throw handfuls, agit 
woro of atavontood nolos, Sn distin! and repeated showers omar hie violin, analt 
andl prungome an Ute tlun of pal, 


Tn a word, wo never hoard any thing Ike any part of ble porformance 
wwoh lore the lanat. mtaivel wo have boon apéaking of Tha poaple sit ns- 
tontdlfed, venting themevtven Jn whiepore of * Wandorfttl P«' Good Gad {= 
and othor almllarx unununl xymplchus of Rngliak amaxemont; and when the 
aphlauas comes, come of thom take au opportunity of laughing, out of 
pura luabllliy to axproaa thelr tvolings athorwina, 

LI should perhaps be inclined to object to n fuw oxpros- 
slong hore and thera, but upon the whole, this description ia 
olmoat As grout A marvel ox Puganini'’s musios A writer must 
fool his own atrongth, and male very sure of the Intelligence and 
aympathy of his readers, before he oan venture on such hold and 
hagando trations, 

eH-Pagmin seemed to have mado a strong improsaiay on 

» Hunts mind. He hos commemorated his matohloss muajoal 
fate in a blank versa poom, In which ho culls him The,pale 
+ Magtatan of tha bowen * \L 


106 TITERARY oniv- onar. 


With lis mournſul look 
Dronry and gaunt, hanging his pallid ſaoo 
“Ywixt his dak flowing looks, ho almoal soomeil, 
‘To fooble or to melancholy oyos, 
Ono that had parled with hia soul for pride, 
And in tho sable scorct lived forlorn, 

L,—I recolleot nothing at all equal to Ilunt's proso desorip. 
tion of Paganini’s performances, unless it he Crashaw's Music's 
Duel, (from Strada) which is a wonderful istration of a poot's 
power of language. ‘Take a fow apoeoimons · · 





Now negligently rash 
Ilo throws his arm, and with along drawn dash 
Blonde all togothor, thon distlnetly trips 
Prom this to that, thon qulok roturnlug aklpa 
And snatchos this again, and pansea there, 


Vinila hor plain ditty in one long-apuu nolo, 
Through the sleck passngo of her open thront, 
A clear wiwwelnkled song. 


Toy aupple broaat (milla out 
Sharp atra, and staggora in a warbling doubt 
Of dullying awootnoss, 


Out of hor brenst, 
‘Tho evor-hubbling spring, Ure augared neat 
Of hor dolictous suul, 


So said, hla hands, sprightly aa fre, ho Minga, 
And with a quavorlng ooynons tastes the atrluga, 











Brom this to that, from that to thia ho tlio, 
Pools musia's pulso in all hor artorlus, 

H,—Thege are beautiful passages certainly, But to roturn to 
Hunt. Is he not the most original observer of familiar things 
that wo havo yot had? It wna said of Swift, with oxaggerated 
praiso, that ho could write a fino poom upon a broomggtiol ; but 
certainly Hunt, could write on exquisite essay upon even a worse 
subject. Swift's humorous proso article entitled Meditations on 
@ Broomstick, I supporo, suggested thé complimont to his vorso. 
Hunt has a delightful paper on a comnion pebblo that his foot 
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encountered in the rond. In that sort of eaay casny, which it is 
so dificult do write, he ie without an equal, Observe how he 
desoribes the simple incident of av halfstarved atrange dog fol- 
lowing hia heels, on a wet day, through the alreots of Lendon:—~ 


Adog follows us, WI nothing make hin (Go along? We dodge 
Dim tu valny wa remy we atand and (Aided! at inc, asconpanying the pin 
Mhitlon with dolortalory yoxturos, aud an lmagluary ploking ap of a atone, 
Wo tum again and there he la, vextag onr skirt, Tlo avon foroca ws inte an 
angry daubl, whothox ho will not atarva Hf wa do not lot him go homo with 
ue Now if wo could but lame lilm wiihout boing orucli~* # Oh, 
como, ho haa turned a cornorho te gone, wa think we aoo hhn frotiing off 
ala distance, thin and muddy anil our hoart misgives Wa, 


Let us look at another apecimon of Duteh painting, or some. 
thing bottor, for it ia not merely literal trath, but reclity mado 
clear by tho light of imngination, Tore is n description of u 
parlour firoy-t'A minute coil efteke in the burning conl, while 
overy now and then tho light rehos shed themselves below, or a 
atrongor, but still a gentle flamo fludégre up with a gleam over 


the chimney 
Atlongth the darker objects in the room become miuglat; tho gleam of 
tho feo adveake with a restleax light the edger of tho ſurnlluro, and rofloote 
ilaolf in tho Uleokontng toltow ; while his (tho contemplator’s) font take a 
gontlo move on tho ſondor and thon wottle ajgatity Ht Kix foe domon out of 
the gonoral darknoas, oarnoal ovon fit indoleiion; “nid pitte I tho vory rnddll« 
nose of what {t looka upon, ‘This fa tho only turn, porhaps, at which shoor 
{dlonoas ia walutary and yotveshing, tow obaorved with tho amatlost offort 
ia ovory trfok and agpaot of the fief A vonl filling in-—n fluttoring fimo~ 
a miniature mockery of a flash of Ughtning,~nothing oxonpea tho cys nnd tho 
imagination, Somatiniwa a Nght fama apponta nt the corner of tho grate 
Uko 9 quivoring apanglo—aometimos st awollx ont at top {nto a roatloea and 
brio? Inmbanoy; anon {t la acon only by a light benonth tha grata, oy it 
ourle around one af the hare lke a tongue, or darts onttolth a sptral thinners 
anda aulphurooua and continued pufing, cx from a read, Tho glowing oonla 
meantima oxhiblt the shifting forme of hills, and valos, and gulle,—-of fery 
Alps, whow® hont la untuhabteable oven by aplrit, or of black proolploos, from 
which awart Carles room about to spring away on sable wings j—thon hoat 
and all 1a forgotton, and wallod towne appoar, and fguroa of unknown anl- 
mala, and far dlatant countrios, scarcely to bo reached by diatant Journoy j- 
«Jhon conohas nud oamole, and barking doga as largo as olthor, and fofma‘that 
combina ovory ahapo aud suggest every fmnoypetill at Inst, fe rdygod coals 
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tumbllag together, roiluod the vision lo chaos, and the Inge profile of a gaunt 
and grinning faco sooms (a make a joat of all that has passed, 

But Hunt's groatost merits aro not exquisite truth of deaorip. 
tion and delionoy of criliciem, (though in theae rospoots ho is 
almost without 0 1ival) but eheorful wisdom, and n fine humanity, 
wide and warm aa tho summer air on the bills at noon, He 
teaches us to 


Find tongues in troea, booka in tho running brooks, 
Sormons in atonor, and gooil In avery thing, 


Leigh [unt’s powors ng 2 poet avo now bettor understood and 
moro generally appreciated than they were a quarter of a century 
ago, when it was the frshion nmongat certain Northorn aritios, to 
ridioulo and abuso him, in company with his gilted Irionds Keats 
and Shelley, How many of those ploturesque words and lovely 
images, which ave only ab a truc poot’s command, are thickly 
soattored over all his vorsos. Lot us glance at two or three 
brief spaoimens—~ . 

‘tho Nghtsome fountain starts from out the green, 


Coax and compnots till at its hoight o'orrun 
Tt shakes its loosentug silver in tha sun. 
A gont loose wanslering, 
Or a fow cattlo looking up askance, 
With raminant meek mouths and sleepy glance, 
Thavo noted of 
‘That oyos, tat havo kept dry tholr oupa of toars, 
‘Tha momont thoy wore Lonchod with musto's fingore 
Tromblod, brinful, 





— 


FROM STANZAS TO MIG SOI. OIILD. 
Sloop broathos at Inst from out theo, 
My llillo pationt boy; 
And baliny onrea about thea 
Smooth off tho world’s annoy, 
J sit mo down and think 
Of alt thy whinkug teaya, 
Yet aluost wish whth sudden thrtak, 
Phat I had lese to praise, 
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‘thy aldelong plllowei mecknoes, 
Thy thanks to all Ohat nid, 
Thy heart in pain end weakness 
Of fenced faults qfratd ¢ 
The little trembling hind 
That whpes thy quiet teare, 
Thonn, there ave tings tlint may demand 
Dread momwores for years, 


Leigh Hunt talks os plonaintly aa ho writes, with the samo 
abundance of illustration and the samo ourious felicity of ex- 
presaton; and, unlike [Inalitt, is perfeotly free from the awkward. 
ness and roserve which aro thought characteristic of authora, 
He is enay, clagant, polite ond cordial, With Sholloy's heat. 
ful tribute to hia charactor, (in tho form of a dedioution,) let us 
take aur leave of him for tho pronont. 

Hnd 1 known 9 poraon more highly ondowod than yourself, with all that 
i hocomus a mart to pastoss, T hed solicited for (his work, the ornament of 
Me name, Ono more gentle, honorable, Innodont and brave, ove of mora 
oxdltoil toloratlon for all who do or think ovll, and yet hinsolf moro treo 
from avil; ono who knows hotter how ta raoolvo and how to confor a buneflt 
though ho must over confor far mora than he oan rooolvo / ono of simplor, 
and In tho Wghort senso of tho word, of puror Hh and mannara I yevor 
* now: and 1 had already boon fortunate lu Mandal whon your namo was, 
aililod to tho Hat, 


pow wane 


No, XII. 


— — 


THOMAS CAMPBELL, 
me + 

II.Noxw fa it that wo hava no momolr yet of Thomas Camp- 
boll PF 

L.-It fa odd that his doath should have oxoitocl ao slight a | 
senadtion, aftor so long and dlatingulahed a literary lifo. Dr. 
—— — ———— 

vSlnoo thia wae wiltton, the papora have announood Doattle’s Liſt. aſ 
Campbell as noarly roady. 4 


* 
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Bonttic promiged the public somo account of lis distingnished 
friond, but his heart scoma to havo failed him, or tho hooksellors 
aro not disposad to look favorably on a Momolr of the poet as u 
trade speculation, 

TL.—I ennnot believe that a good life of Campbell would be 
coldly received by the public, for, even if lie had survived his 
popularity, his long association with literature und literary mon, 
would make any tolerably animated and aooiuralo momoiy of him 
extremely intoresting, It is somowhat strange that Campbell, 
notwithstanding his strong political feclings, should have es. 
enped tho Quarrels of Authors, and havo stecred clour of all 
angry collision with orltios and brother pocts, meeting with no- 
thing but courtesies aud compliments from all qunrlors, even 
when public oriticism was most partial, porsonal, and corrupt, 
and yet bo denied the usual protection of the grave, ‘Ihe ghouls 
of lander hove raked up his ashes, and aro atill fonating upon 
thom ; nor has ono gongrous friond como forward to soare away 
those filthy orentures from thoir sncrilogious repnet, 

Ly—Perhaps, wo cannot be qnito sure that oll the ill. 
things said of him are untrue—though probably tho worst of 
thom aro exnggoratod by envy and malice. Campbell was oau- 
tious and prudent, both as a post aud as 8 mon. I rogolleat ” 
hat —— used to tell mo Campbell was un Atheist, and thot he 
Was caten up with literary jonlousy, 

HI do not holiove a word of it, His pootry ts not the 
pootry of an Atheist, nor of a moan-honrtod man, 

Le—Why, — was his intimato nesocinto for many yours, 
They woro raroly a day without mooting. Did you know emg ? 

. ’ He wos sub-oditor of the Now Monthly whon Compboll was aditor, 
and did nearly all the work, for which Campbell got both the oradit 
and the oash. It is cortain that Campboll was but too fond of 
that after-dinner male conversation, which Walpole used to 
encourage at his own table, bocauso he snid all could join in 
it, the subjects treated of being safe oncs—open questions, and 
equally within the ronoh of all onprottios, + Whon hia exitiques 
and his Virgilianisms were over,” says Leigh Hunt of Campbell, 
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vary untiko a puritan ho bullcod |” though, according to the same 
authority, there was a puritanical aspeot about his prim mouth, 

H.-Campholl's ſenturos, nnd tho general churacter of lis 
head, wore prim, J admit, but they had nothing of a puritmtent 
sovority bout thom; though wntil ho wos warmed with wine 
thoro was somathing reserved and rostrainod in his mannor, as 
if ho were a little too consoloue of authorship, and tao much 
afraid of any brench of the minor propriotios, But Y am antiae 
fied that he had a warm and kind hoart, and was full of thoso 
gonorows rontiments which nbound in his writings, Ono of his 
greatest alandorers, after attributing to him ovory ovil quality of 
tho heart, adda that ho was vulgarly ugly—a fulaehood, which 
throws disovedil on ovory thing thot las fallen from the same 
pon. Campboll waa eminently handsome, and hia general expres. 
sion was highly intellectual, 1 om alluding to a vile article in 
the Dublin University Mugagine, ontitled Personal Recollections 
of Thomas Campball, aud which soome Lg have oxcited much leas 
attention than LC should hava expected, I should have thought 
that so shoaking an inault to the memory of # popular poat, 
xonrooly yot cold in the grave, would have onlled forth the loudest 
notes of indignation from the public pross. Lvon if the chargos 
brought againat Campbell wero believed to bo Fousielod in truth, 
thore should have Leon vome oxprogaton of publis aorcow. Flis 
friends might, at lenat, linvo complained of the bad taato and bad 
fooling exhibited by an anonymous nssailont, who, atinding over 
the remaing of a gifted holng, that hos left a rich legnoy to man« 
kind, oatenintiously presents to the world o list of his failings 
and orroxa when ha oan ain no mara, 

Le—Tho charge of bad taste and inhumanity may fairly bo 
brought againet him who, with a shout of triumph, draws the 
‘ feniltios” of the departed, from thoix dread nboda.” 

H.In this onaa the motivo may be oven more baad than that 
of malice ¢o tha dead jthia attack upon tha dofgncolcss may 
hava boon, not tho roault of prasion, but the cool performance of 
atwrolal, who moroly ealoulntod tho offect of hte laboure aba 
certain number of ponoo pox line, 
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L.—-Can you make any guess at the author of the libel? 

II.Nono whatever, All I know is that cither the author of 
The Pleasures of Hope wea the monnoal of mankind, or his Ma. 
gozino-biographer degorves tho knout lo bo applied to his own 
back, with grontor foreo than an ordinary lind could wield it, 
What could havo lod the editor of the Dublin University 
Magasine, to give inacrlion to such a paper? Whether truo 
or false, it was unworthy of publication, If Campholl had per. 
sonal failings—Ilet thoir magnitude bo what thoy might—thoy 
were a corel to tho public, and wore in 10 dogroo connect. 
ed with his pootical labora, Io left no line which, dying, ho 
could wish to blot, ‘There was no ooousion to Ieason the influ. 
enca of his works, by coating odium on hie personal chnneter, 
They breatho a love of truth and ficedom. ‘They uphold the 
dignity of virtue. ‘They console the victims of forcign despotiam, 
and they thiill tho breasts of Englishmen with the proudest 
national associations, ,We wish not to be told—-ovon if it 
were tho melancholy truth—that he who sang of “ Neluon and 
the Noith”—that he who has spoken iu words that “atir the 
heut like the sound of a trumpet’—af 


Tho flog that Inaved a thoumnd yenra 

‘The battle and the breexe 
was ‘ainizorablo dwarf,” “ v small thin mun, with a remarkably 
cunning aud withered face, and ayes cold and glussy Like thosa of 
a dend haddock.” 

Lyle it possible that such Billingsgate poraonolity os this 
should havo found {ts way into n respectable literary porlodial? 
Tnover anw Campbell, Ja the portrait of hip, by Slr ‘Lhomas 
Lawrence, a likenoss ? 

H.—A moat fnithfal one, 

L.—Well, that is both a gontlemmnly and handsome counte- 
naneg, though a lite “ prim” novertholess, 


II.-PLeigh Hunt describes his fontures ng“ rogwlor"’ and “his 
oyo as lively and ponotrating.” Ho was, indeod, o little below 
the middle size, but he was well made, and any thing but thet 
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miserable dwarf in person, which hia cssuilant must bo in mind. 
Campbell's tono and manner in publie speaking were corlainly 
aomawhat methodiation!, though a methodiatical sentiment proba. 
bly never fell from his clussic lips, Asa sponkor, he disappointed 
me. fa warde wore well choaen, und hie matter, though some. 
times a Hide too ostantations and high flown, wos always worth 
Hatoning to; but lia mumor wad unplersing, [allude to 
formal epdochos. At hisown fireside ho was in ovory reapeot 
a dolightful talker, and no poot ever spoke with moe zeal and 
gonorosity of hie oontemporarios. ‘Tho statemont in the Dublin 
Magasine of Cumphell’a menta) and personal defecta, is not 
softened by ona word of rogrot, that av gifted x writer should 
have boon so mean a man. ‘The libellor riots in imaginary 
filth, Like a fuckal at the grave, ho eagerly exhumes his 
victim, and mavgles overy Jimb with a horrid joy. They 
mo not, howaver, the honorad relics of the poet on which he 
gorgeay—he fonsta on the croature of his own foul imaginu- 
tion. ‘Pho whole article bears internal oviclenoo of falschood, 
It is impossible that the man who crontod Gendrude of 1Pyom= 
ing, and’ pormed same af the eubtleat and soundest ovitiatama 
in the langunge, could have uttared the hidaoua and vulgar 
yonesnes that is altribuled to him ly the anonymous authoy of 
the Porsonal Reeolfertions, We aro onlled upon to bolieve 
that he observed of Votrarch, that “he was n detortable donkey, 
and, though J havo edited lin memoirs, I any it, ‘Tho fellow 
must have boon mad, or & fool, orn har. "Lhe latter is most 
probable.” We are told, that he spoke of Corvuntea ag “that 
moat lugubrious and dull jostor, to rend whom in the original, 
poor ald Lord Cdtndon deveted his dolago.“ He is represented 
os saying that Byron was “a liar,” “and in hoart und soul a 
Dlackguard,”* and implying that ho wes something of coward | 
Allan Cunningham, nocoiding to this libeller’a edition of Cump- 
bell’s conversation, was “the most infernal Har thet ever left 
Sootland;” Hnalitt, “of all the falag, vain, solfieh blnckguaxds 
that ever disgraced human nature, was tho ſaladat, yainest. arid 
nidat selfish;” “Narthoate, the sculptor fellow, was 2 aonadited 
a < 
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old booby; Shelley, “n filthy Alhelst;“ Millon, “a anvnge 
minded wreleh;” and Gray, ‘a selfish scoundrel,” “n hormleas 
dirty boast.” Now which is moat credible—thut tho author of 
the Ploasures af Hope, ant some of the moat rellned and clegant 
criticiums in tho language, a man universully ctaemed in his 
life-time, who was ticated with uniform respect and goodwill 
by all his literary contemporaries, should have uttered these in- 
anne atiocities, or that his anonymous aggnilant has stinined hia 
invention, to fill his pockets, or lo gratify hia mulico? If Camp. 
bell had really beon the violont and vulgar wretoh that he is here 
described to be, we should nol, at thix day, have been told 
of it for tho firet time, nor would he, as even his libellor 
acknowledges to have been the cng, have * dined at home, per 
haps less than any man in London; for lo the last he was 
courted by the highest and nobleat in the Innd.” 

LI am not sure that there was nol some Jittfeness of feol 
ing in Campbell’s conduct at Folland [fouse, when he requeated 
his frionds to cany all their ineenge to Lord Byron, and I can 
never approve of his volunteering, after Byron's death, to take up 
the cnuso of Lady Byron, and so atating his cnc na to leave a 
cloud of on awful character hanging over Childe IIurold's un. 
timely grave. He anys that the enuso of the separation was such 
thal it could not be stated in print, and that Di. Lushington, 
when ho hoard of it, observed, tint it was impossible that Lord 
ind Lady Byron could over come togothor again as man and wile, 
and tat if nny partion desired to affect auch a rounion, he, for 
one, would have no hand in it, Is il not a deadly cruclty to deal 
in euch insinuations as thesa? 

IL.—T hava no doubt, it was o gallant fooling townrde the lady 
thot urged him to his task, and, if I romember, he spoke hand. 
somely enough of Byron in other reapeeta, 

Te-—Yos—but with strange inconsistency; for if Byron were 
guilty of any thing approaching to tho degres und kind of ori- 
minality which ho leuves the reader to dream of, o1 guess at, 
Campbell ought lo have been ashamed to breathe his name unless 
with oxooralion. 


LITERARY CHUIT«CHAT. 11g 


F-This soparation-question is still « puzzle, and will always 
remain ona, Moore aught to have settled it, Ho surely hnd 
the means of doing so; but he passes it over in silence, though 
hé had ynomiacd his fiend and brother pect to protect his 
momory. 

LI the oriminnlity were of the kind that Campbell insinu- 
ates-—nol to be mentioned Lo curs polite—not lo be put in type 
—how was it that Moore, supposing him to know every thing, 
could atill love the memory of such a criminal? 

H.-By the way, whore ie this altack on Byron—IHow was it 
published ?——I forget all about it, 

L.AIt appemed mmy yoars ago, in a Magazine adited by 
Campbell, the article itself being signed with his name, Do you 
undorstand Leigh Ilunt's insinuation, in the prefiee to his second 
edition of Lord Byron and his Contompornvics—" 2 have 
something very awful to say on that point in cus tt ig forced from 
me,” 

H.—I donot underetand it, and donot wish to do so, It is a 
sad thing that men like Hunt and Cumpboll ehould deal in auch 
ambiguous ohurgoa. But let ua change tho subjeot—l think 
Thave nevor called your attention to my boxefull of autégraph 
lettora, I vather pride myself upon thom, tnd ono of tiesd even. 
Ings J will show you the whole collection; dhoujgh tt would tika 
you many evenings to rond thom all. Hore is an unpublished 
letter from Campbell to Sir J. Sinolnir, who had suggested 
to him a aubjoct fora play, ‘Tho letter docs honor to tho mo- 
dost and manly feeling of the writer, From a memorandum 
on the back, you will soa that it was received by Sir J, Sinolair 
on tha,17th of July, 1806, at whicl period Campbell waa in 
his 29th yoar. Lo had published his Pleasures of Hope six or 
geven yonxs bofore, 
Sin, 

* T bog loavo to prosent you my most alnosre acknowledgomente for tho 
honor you have dono mo, In akutohing ao full and Anishod an outline of a 
aiamatio work for my use, and my moat roapooiſuul aaxuranos, that © all 
alwaya vogard thia Inatanoe of your attention, aga flattering mark of dle~ 
Hinotion, from ta quarter from whloh it Jina come, Xam provider of the 


» 
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favor of n tuo patriot, than I should bw of the plaudits of courta and 
kings. I think the subject of Darins hy uo means unfivorabla for poott 
onl oſſdol, avd a tealn of scones, attoh aa you have latd down, might bo Med 
up by n postion! hand with very great anoeas, But Tam afd, Lam in 
dead oortain that that hand, and that auooeun ace not deatinod tv he mino, 
T an ongagad, Sir, in tho midut of very indifferent and proonrlous health, 
in those avocations, which, being nore certain than poutry, no letter Atted 
for thoso immediate Intoreats, which, as the father of a fiontly, I new find 
it my duty to onltivato, and poetry, which alwaya demands treo ngenoy, 
would not proapor in my hands, if I aat down to itnwnbusinow. My 
hours of leisure, are, from the atato of my conatitution, duvoted to hoalth. 
ful exercizo, 01 Lo cago, and not Lo poetry, ax thoy ancy were, 
Wishing you prospority in tho munerous and public spirited objects of 
your attention 1 Tan, Six, 
Gratofully and roapoelſully, 
Your vory humble servis 
THostan Casrurnn, 


L.IIovo you no more of Campbell's lotters ? 

II—None of any importance, with tho exception of a letter 
which he wrote to mo, aifn subject of toa private u nature even 
to show to you, Tore aro three notes of hia-—tho first is ad. 
dressed to Allan Cunningham, the second to D. L. Re. and the 
third to Leitch Ritohio, who has been enlled by the alidas, “ tho 
Scott of tho briof Romance.” ‘They me interoaling a4 mutor 
grapha, but in ng other point of view, excopt indead as they may 
soxve to show that mon of genius indite ordinary compliments 
wad oxouses in much the sumo utyle as other people, Tho hand. 
writing,*you will obsorvo, is noal und gentlemauly, (if I may use 
the-expression) with comething of the oloarnoss and precision of 
his stylo in poatry, 

Xuorday, 80th January, 10, Seymours Streat, Weal, 
My viar Conninanam, 

T waw al the Athonwum to-day, whore I was 
seized with a ahivoring flt, and sino coming homo f have had n ronawod attack 
of theumatle paing-—T regret oxacedingly, that I have no hope of boing so 
well lo-moniow as to ho blo to join your party—I must dofor the ploadure 


Uill wy health is rostorod, Mrs, Campboll Jala mo in Lost remembrance to 
youself and Mra, Cunningham, 


Yours vory truly, 
T, Campunnt 
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1Q, Upper Sc ymorresdi eet, 27h June, 1827. 
My nuan Srt, « . 
Tt Ia onthely an ovorsight, that my unme waa not put 
upon the copy of my works Thal waa kent to yon⸗hutel muxt say, dint you 
have shawn aymnptoms vf very gencrously forgiving mo for tho mbit ker 1 
havo to thank you also for auumber of the London Meekly Revtew, which 
Qoos me but too much honor, With sincerity, 

Lyomatn, doar Sir, 
Your mush obliged trend, 
T. Campuaita 
Yo Data Lester Richardson, Bega 
84, Norton-street, Thurton Croscont, 
Friday, 10, SeymoureStrevt, West. 

Sin, 

It fa with the utmoat rogret I have to inform you, that, having been twa 
daya ago attacked with nn uncommonly revere coll, I fer) to-day iny throat 
ao tutlamad, my head ao racked with pain, and my fever ao Merouxad, that I 
really do not antlolhalo bolug ablo to-morrow to share ft tho party that la ta 
ofr ao dogorvod a tokon of rogard to Mr, Righardson, I bog it, howovor, 
to bo mado known to my frond, Mr. Nlohurdaon, and to all our friends, who 
ahall moot on this occasion, that I foul the inability to Join tham, atill mara 
than the path of my preaont Indispoaitionbut, though absont in poxson, 
Tam with thom ht spirit.# 

T romain, Sfx, your obodjent aorvimt; °* 
ES Casini, * 


4 


Lo Lettoh Ritchiv, Beg. 

“L—-Campbell doos not seem to have possessed a vory hirdy 
oonatitution, though ho lvod to the ago of 64, und wag not, I 
hew, partloularly abatomioue in lis diet in plenannt company. 





* My Campbell, howovor, dil contrive, nflor all, to attend the public 
Utorary dmnor horo alluded to. a 
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No, XIII. 


— 


LORD BYRON AND WIS LADY, 

L.—Since we Inst mel, I been hunting for that orticle of 
Campboll's, in defenco of Lady Byron, It was published in the 
Now Monthly Magazino, for April, 1830, 

H.—Well, a8 I suppose you have re-perused it, let us have 
some account of it, 

Ju-—-Campboll has made no revelations of importance. In the 
number of the New Monily Magaaino, immediately preceding that 
in which his defence of Lady Byron, duly signed with hia name, 
is published, there had appeared a very laudatory notica of 
Moore's Lifo of Byron.* Yet Campbell himsclf, in speaking of 
Moore's work, calls it ‘one of the most tnjudielous bouks that 
was ever published,” and anys, that he “ hated to wade through 
i? 

T.—How came he then to ingort a commondatory notice of it 
in the New Monthly? I now remember scelng a letter of 
Campbell's to Moore, in which ho warmly gave him « thousand 
thanks for the kind thinga which he had suid of him in hfe iff 
of Byron, but requeatod his forgivenoas, if he nnimadvortod on a 
singlé passago, in which Lord Byron is anid to have implied, that 
on one oconsion, at Holland House, Campbell was envious and. 
pottish. ‘ 

L.—This apparent inconsistency lina an awkward ldok; but 
Campbell gives an explanation of it. He says that ho consented 
to insert tho laudatory notice, not written by himself, and even 
expunged a pasange consuring Moore for unfairness to Lady 
Byron, partly because ho wos unwilling to offend him, partly 
because he did not then beliove Lady Byron to bo so perfectly 
justifiable in the separation, as ho afterwards found her to he; and 
partly because ho had himeclf scarecly dipped into the cen- 


, 
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sured parla af the hook. But Lady Byron had sines spoken 
out” Ho alludes to Lady Byron’s Remarke on Moore's book. 
Bul her Ladyship docs not, I think, speak out very olemly after 
all. Some snonymous writer hina florcely attacker Campbell for 
inserting a review of a buok in his poriodjenl, without first 
reading the book himuelf. 

The~-Oh, that is absurd! [Te would make the taak of editor. 
ship an impossible one. In every extensive oritioal journal there 
is necessarily a divieion of labour, Campbell very rarely wrote’ 
the notices of new publicationa, Thoy were chisily written by 
Cyrus Redding, (the sub-aditor—a man of known talent,) 
agalated by n corps of ablo nd trustworthy contributors, 

Lo-Lady Byron acemed exceedingly anxious to protect her 
yolntiona from the charge of having persunded her to © desert” 
hor husband, after an amioablo aoparition, then expected to bo 
a comparatively briof one, and aſtor she had written him a very 
cheorful and cordial letter, Tho affectionate and lively tone of 
that letter was adopted at the suggestion of Dr, Baillioy to whom 
sho had communicated her suspicions that Lord Byron was 
natunlly dorangod. 

HoT onmnot help wishing that Lady Byron had proserved her 
firat dolionte and dignified silonca, M 

L.But wha con blume her for-brenking it? 

who might, at all evants, have boon sotisied with donying 
that her rolationa had onused or udvised the separation, or 
ovasion of an oxplanntion of the oxnat nature of Byron's offence, 
aftor 20 many horrible rumoura, while who naserts int if {wns 
not excusable on the score of mndnoss, iL was impossible to hold 
further itorcaursa with him, hoa had a blasting affect upon poor 
Byron’s memory. 

Llt waa hardly to be expooted, that sho should quite reoon~ 
olle herself to the thought of having her name handed down to 
posterity, ne tho sole caso of the unhappiness of aman, who had 
tréntod hor ina way that rondered it utterly impossible — her 
tocdive with him, 

H.-~I do not think tlioro was nny naooasity for Lady Byron to 
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come forward on her own account. Lord Byron had ropentedly 
acknowledged that the fault was not hors, and those acknow. 
ledgements weie honeatly recorded by Mooro. 

L.Xos, bul Moore's book, recording to Campbell, produces, 
upon the whole, 4, very unfavorable improgsion of Lady Byron's 
character, “soe 

H.-Oh, Moore maicly implica that she was o little too gold 
and prudish for the companionship of such © man as Byron, 
But, at oll cvonts, if she was determined to apouk at all, she 
should havo been somawhnt more oxplicit, 

Lo—Lady Byron, in a lotler to,Camphell, says, “But is it 
reasonable that you should believe mo, unloss I show you what 
wore the causes in quostion? dad this J cannot do.“ And 
Campbell himeelf says, ‘to plenary oaplanation, Lady Byron 
ought not-—sho never shall be chiven, Mr, Moore is too much 
of a gentloman nob to shudder at the thought of that.” 

II.Phis is perplexing, indeed. 

L.—The world will conclude that the conduct of Byron must 
have been of a peauliarly black dye, oY there would hardly have 
been so much reluctance on the put of the lady and her frionds 
to spoak out, 

TL—Tho subject I suppose is one that is not vory cauily dise 
ouseed in a public int, 

Le ]J havo learnt a fow ſaota,“ says Campbell, “ wut 
roudore neod not fear that I sbull inflict thom on tholr delicacy,” 

H.If { wore more conjugal infidolity, or any ordinary cone 
Jugal orlmo, tho matter could soon be mado intelligible without 
olfonding tho most fastidious reader. 

L.—Onopof these days I suppose some of hor friends, obtaining, 
by somo means ox other, all the particulars of the onso, will bo 
goaded to that plenary explanation, to which Crunpboll saya 
Lady Byron ought not, and shall not be driven,” ‘I'he groat. 
ness of Lord Byron’a gonius, should not be sot against Lady 
Byrop’s personal character, in a question rolating only 10 morale, 
“T found my right,” says Campbell, “to speak on this painful 
subject, on its now irrevoonble publicity, and whorhos brought 
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tt to this atato, hut Mr. Moove? It ia now the home of mil. 
Viona, and the cause of much misconception. Why should Lady 
Byron bo crushed, as is woll enguired, under the tombstone 
of Byron? {yield to fow in ny admiration of Lord Byron ns 
& post, and hove some aympnthios for him na a mon; but I do 
not think his personal chmneter should be upheld at tho 
expense of that of nn excellent and unhappy woman, Lord 
Byron hus himeolf declared that there never was x better, nox 
avon n more kind or more aminble and agioonble being than 
Lady Byron!” If Mooro inetnuntes that alto wos not auited to 
Tord Byron, he pays a bid opmpliment to his hero, Campbell, 
aman of integrity and good toate, and knowledge of the wold, 
gives hor a similar charnetor;-—" Let me tell you, Mr. Moore,” 
anys he, ‘that neither your poetry, nor Lord Byron's, nor all 
our pootry put together, over delineated « more interesting being 
thon the women whom you have go coldly Gentad, ‘Chis was 
not kicking Che dead lion, but wounding the living lamb, who 
was alvendy bleeding, and shorn unto the quick.” Because the 
mon who abused a hueband’s power, and who noted ina 
woy that ts deamed too shooking to relate, wae 6 poot—nnd 
ja now in his grava~the living widow {6 to be snorifced, 
and her filonda silenced! ‘Tho {den is monstrous, What 
+ strikes meas moet curlous in Me, Campbell's doſonoe of Lady 
oe ig hie grout auxiaty nat to be thought the neonser of his 
Monid Byron, except in ao fay au is noecasury for tho illustration 
of hor Ladyehip’s unblamesbloness, “The true way,” enys he, 
‘of bringing off Lord Byron from Mis question of his conjugal 
unhappiness, would be hia own way, namoly, to acknowledge frank- 
ly thia ono, perhaps the only gront orroy of hig, life, Acknow.- 
ledge it, and, aftor all, what a spnog is atill left in our minds for 
allownnee and charity, and even for admiration of him!” Now, 
fom this gonlenoo ono would conolade, that the orine— tho 
ono gront ovvor’—tmputed to hia Lérdship, dannot be of so hors 
tible n nature, as the mysterious allusions (o it in other parte of 
Mr, Campbell's article, would lend people to Imagine. Agdn, 
ha enya, that he is well convinced that Lady Byron wae Justified 


w 
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in the pacting, by circumstances which Lord Byron had either 
forgotten, ov, with all his manly candour, had failed to state 
to Mr. Moore.” How could his Lordship have forgotten a erime 
too homible for Mr, Camphell to mention in pint? And where 
was his manly caudour if he reeollected it, and yeb omilled even 
to allude to it when ineulpating Lady Byron? 

Tho me the whole altir is sul a mystery. J cunuot cateh 
asingle ray-of light, Tiegret Moore's obstinate and suspicions 
silonco, Ile reprints, in his life of Byron, her Ladyship's Remarks, 
without a single word of comment, It waa aurely his duty to 
settle the question, if possible, and clear his friend’s memory from 
the thick vapour that hos gathered round it, 

L.—It can hardly bo supposed that Mr, Mooro, so intimate on 
associate of the noble poot, who was remarkahle for his lavish con. 
fidence, and his inability to presorve n xceret, should be wholly 
ignorant of the real circumstances of the cnse, wilexs there waa 
xomothing in Lord Byroy’s conduct of xo black u charactor, that, 
contrary to his ordinary habila, a guilty consclonco, n senso of 
shame ora dread of infuny, compelled him to be ailont, It is true 
that Byron complains, that the charges against him wero not spo- 
cifle, and scoms to dure enquiry, but he might have folé himself 
supported undor the knowledge that the erhne of which he was 
guilty could never be publicly explained. 

Ho, ut ull events, know that there wore “horrible mou 
about him, and people are apt to conclude, that any mon, if par 
foqlly innocent, hus it in hie powor to mool evait rumours, in a way 
that would convince his calumniators, that he was detormined fo 
bring his charaoley into opon daylight. Hunt's myetorious insis 
nuation, wrung.from him, as it were, in bittor self-defence, con 
nected with the equally mysterious allusions of Lady Byron and 
her champion Campbell, havo left many of Byron’s friends in o 
state of uneasy doubt, that it was incumbent on Mr, Moore, os 
fir as he was able, to -satiefy or allay, Moore observes, in 
reference to these rumow's—~ Any mistakes or misstatements f 
may be proved to lave mado shall be aorrested »--nny now facts 
which it is in the power of others to protluoo, will speak for 
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themeelves, Lo more opinions I am not called upon to pay 
aftention--cud till dese to insinuations and mysteries?’ Ax Lord 
Byron himeelf ia no longer alllo to meet “insinuations,” or 
explain “mysterica injmious to his reputation, it is cerlaiily 
the duty of his friend and biographer to do ag he would bo dons 
by, and defond his clurnoter against assaults, not the loss deadly 
heonuse they are dark and wndefined, 

Hy—-Ono of Moore's Reviowera hus accused him of wriling a 
book which, under the pretence of doiug honor to Byron, wag 
intonded, in reality, to injure his fame. Of course, there is not 
a shadow of truth in this charge, but it shows to what misinters 
pretation Moore has exposed himself by his unaccountable silenco. 

L-Mr. Moore cannot, without unrensonnble presumption on 
hie put, alfeck to tront such opponents as Campbell and Lady 
Byron, with a feoling of contempt, and, therefore, his silence 
wnat infure either himectf, ov tho noble post, or both, If he 
rally has it in his power to offer a satiataotory explanation or 
defonce, he ought to be ashamed to lenve tho character of his 
friond to tho tender moroies of calumniators, Tho affect of 
hie goneral culogics, intorosting and vuluablo og thoy, ave,,frqm, 
such a souroe, will, no doubt, be roggrdod by mimy ag grontly 
invalidated by hia mysturious evasion of @ full diaguasion of go 
important an ingidont in the life of Byron, ne the conjugal sopa- 
#". If this silonce be ooonsioncd by the consciousness of his 

ordahip’s guilt, ,and an unwillingness to ncknowledgo it, Mr. 
Mooro's extravagant and onthuniuatie admiration is misplaced, 
inconsistent, and aven immoral; and if, on the other haud, he 
has reason to beliove Byrou a oalumniutect mon, he should stand 
holdly qyer his grave, and defond his momory with all his hourt, 
with all his soul, and with all his strength. 

Tord Byron once oxproasod to Mr, Moore his improsaion 
Shot Ae Indy had “0 fixed hostility” to him, which could not 
roat, ig thought, evon at his grave j—" ao utrong was thia int 
progaion. on him," says Mx. Moore, “ that, during ono af,our 
{ow igtorvale of aariouanoas, ho conjured mo by our frlandahip, if 
da he both felt and hoped, I ahould survive him, not to les unme- 
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rited censure aettlo upon his name, but, while J surrendered him 
up to condemnation, where he deserved it, to vindieale him 
where naporsed.” If Byron has reacived “ unmerited” censure 
from his lady and Mr. Campbell, how dns Mr, Moore perform. 
ed tho snored duty imposed upon him hy this pathetic appeal? 
Moy not his silence, after Unis, look very like ‘t surrendering wp 
his friend to condemnation ?” 

L.—I suapect: that Campbell know vory lite more than the 
public did or do—and that ia little more than nothing. All that 
we relly know of the matter is, that Byron’s conduct to his 
lady was of 2 nature that she thought nothing but lunacy could 
excuse, and that Dr. Lushington, the only person, porhnps, to 
whom the whole secrot waa communicated, pronounced that a 
reconollintion was impossible; and observed, that, avon if it had 
been possible, ha would have been no party, professionally or 
otherwise, to promote any attempt Lo effeat it. 

H.—Byron seems to }ave been, what ho called Burns, a com. 
pound of “dirt and deity.” But what earthly idol is add gold? 
It is possible that Dr, Lushington’s dooision, had reference to 
eccentric violence of temper, and not to any unspoalablo atrocity, 
With our presont knowledge only of Byron's charnotor—-that ig, 
all we know with cerdainty of itand molking a fal and generous 
allowanco for those errors of conduct and opinion, which wore 
engondored or fostoredl by his unhappy clroumatancos=I nm atlſ 
inolined to oxolaim * 


Byron, with all thy faulta, J love thee aul, 


L.—~And, after all; it is only just and charitable to remombor, 
that nothing of a very hideous nature line yot boon, proved 
against him; ndthing boyond thogo indiserotions and immoruli- 
ties which will bear to be spokon of, howover much they may 
deserve our consuro, It is fur from impossible, that if the whole 
truth were told, a vory lurge portion of the adium now attached 
to the name of Byron, with reference to his charnctor as hus. 
band, might be shown to have arisen from tho ſalso delicnoy of 
the lady, who, by refusing to atate Byron’s actual fault, on the 
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ground of its unmentionability, hina set the imaginations of men 
at work to raivo up some horrible picture of depravity, a 
thougand fold more shocking than the reality, As both Moore 
and Campbell, who wore behind the curtain, ot lonat more so 
than wo are, had still eo much admiration in reserve wo hive 
hardly a right ta bo mare rigidly severe, Wa know that By- 
ron waa capeblo of noble netiona, thaugh he waa any thing ins 
deed but a model-man, 


No. XIV, 





nnreidn FEMALE AUTIIORS, 

R.In no nge~in no country—-have thore boon so many female 
authors of distinction as within the Inst hundred yenrs, and within 
the watery walls of Great Britain and Tvelond. Tho solontifia 
Mia, Somerville-—tho masculing-souled, but feminineshenrted 
Migs Marlineau—the lively Lady Morgan—tha pathetic Carglina 
Bowles (now Mra, Southey)—the judicious and inatructiva Mra, 
Edgoworth—tho fine-minded, oritioal, Mrs. Jamoson+—tho dashing 
Funy Komble, (now Mrs. Butlor)—and the loaned Misa Barratt 
e-tho aloquont and impassionod Mra. Shelley (tho colabratad 
daughter of a colobrated father, ond the ‘ndored wile’ of ono of 
the most imaginative of modern poots)—~the melancholy Mra, 
Norton—the pious Hannah More-tho sensitive nnd gontle 
Mra, Tighe—the vigorous Joanna Baillie-the gay Lady Bloss- 
ington—the humorous Mra, Trollope—tho ‘pl-nccomplished 
Lady Daoro—the motaphysionl Lady Mary Shephord--the fn- 
shionablo Mre. Gore--tho pnatornl Misa Mitford—the melo. 
ious Marehionoss of Northampton—and Louian Twamley, and 
Mre, Poole, and Mrs, Elwood, and Lady Francis Egerton, and 
Mra, Dawaon Damer, and the Marohioncss of Westminster, did 
the Marchioness of Londonderry, and Mra.’ Camerdn .(of the 
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Oriental City of Palneca), -and Mis, Austin, and L. 1. L. nud 
Luoy Aikin, and Mary Howitt, and Mise Lee, und Bain Coleridge, 
and Miss ITolmes, and Mra, Taylor, and Camilla Toulmin, and 
Miss Brooke, and Misa Lowe, and Misa Jewsbury, and Emma 
Roberts, and Miss Uamilton mad Misa Pardee, and Miss Jone 
Porter, (and to go back alittle) —Mi's, Barbould and Mra, Inchbald 
(the two bald women”)—and Migs Cartor and Mis. Piozzi, and 
Madame D’Arblay and Anna Seward, and Mrs, Opie, and Char. 
lotte Smith, and Mrs, Ratcliffe, and more than I have breath to 
utter, have proved triumphantly, and in spite of Mahomet, that 
Indies have souls as cortainly as men, and that they ean tun 
their faculties to as good necount. 

L,—-It is true that there is no defloioncy of numbers in the 
ranks of the Bluo Stockings, but [ fear that the greater frmiliae 
rity of fominino fingers with go dirty a liquid as printer's ink, hus, 
in too many instances, led to the blotling out of the more delicate 
and attractive graces of the fomalo chmacter, I have sometimes 
met angels in a printer’s pandemonium, and I could not help 
feoling that they had descended from their propor sphere, I ro. 
member seeing Lotitia Elizabeth Landon surrounded by the devils, 
Tt wos a sorry sight. I think the female intellect decidedly in- 
ferior to that of man. Do you recollect Johnson's remark 
woman who writes poetry (or preaches « xernion, I forgot which 
ho alludos to,) is like a dog walking on ite hinder loge; it doog 
it il], but.we aro aurprized (hod it oan do it ab all? 

RoPoorL. D. L. wos to tho lust ns traly feminine ne tha 
most “ un-idoad girl’ in g country village, [am eurprized and 
sorry Lo sec A peraon of your good sense adopt the old prejudice 
against all axhibitlons of strong and indepondent intalloct in 
woman! How ‘mony clover fomales are there (hat are doomed 
to die old maids, simply because they have aoundor brains than 
the majority of males. Men do not like to look up to women 
thoy like to look down upon thom, und nuree and pet and protect 
them, as if they wore little children or animated dolla. 

L.—Men do not dislike, clgyor omen moroly on account 
of their cleverness, but beonuse they are apt to give themsclves 
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airg on that account. Spenking generally, it is n fact that your 
clever women make bad wives, and wre deficient in the genUoness 
and aminbility which chniueterize the majority of Uhe zex. 
HI doulit that greatly. A friend of mine, who had the 
plensuve to know many highly-gifted women, waad to toll me 
that they were all singularly nmishlo and domestic, He 
partiowarly mentionerl the names of Mra, Somerville, Mra. 
Jameson, Mya, TTomans, aud Mra, Southey, It ta true that 
Mre, Hemana was parted from her husband; but it was 
from no fanlt of hers, You know what sort of man her husband 
was, Sho acted the part of a most affectionate and careful 
mother lo his children to the day of her death, having suppa ted 
tham during hot life entirely by her pen, [remember the th. 
editor of the New Monthly Magazine, (iu Cosmplutl's time) tell- 
ing me that she received & guinen for exch of her amuller pocins 
contributed to that Magazine, without reference to the precise 
number of the stanzna, nnd 1 epposa she obtained the same 
payment from other poriodicnts for whieh she then wrote, This 
accounts for the extraordinary umber of her small occasional 
pieces, and it is interesting to know that, bealdes giving delight 
to thousands, they nought bread to fathorsdesorted olifldran, 
Tady Byron, too, wae a binc-atodldag—~a inatlieniatieliin overinn 
and yet hor hushand acknowlédgod, alter thelt doparatton, that 
a brighter or mare aniahle lieing never existed, 
Le-Novortheloss, Byron has muy eneors at Bhio Stockings. 
» Them OF choorful and catimable old mnids, who have won 
distinction in literature thore is no scarcity in these timer, when the 
aualent projudioe againet the improvemont of the femnle intolloot 
ia fading away, like u thousand others, beforg the advancing 
lights of Inowledge, Joonna Baillie was delightful ns an osso- 
dlato to the simplo-mnmnered Sir Walter Scott, and you must 
remember, L————~, what pleasant evenings we have pnesod with 
those happy youngehearted, old maiden sistors at Jarsey, who 
wrote o plergant book, entiiled, if I recolleat rightly, the Owe 
Yolume, ‘Though struggling with many diffeultios, thelr ets 
wirlts seom never to desord them for a moment, and tholy lénrts 
fre ovor open to the oluima of othars, 
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R.—Moore’s doctrine of tho unfitness of genius for domestia 
life is utterly untenable. How many literary men and women 
now living are known to be not more distinguished for their 
goniue than for their domestic amiabilily. Mra. Hemuns (to apoak 
of the recently dend,) was one of the moat nnxious nnd affeo. 
tionate of mothors-—a loving sister—and a faithful friond—and 
who can doubt that she would have been the best of wives, had 
hor unhappy husband given her the opportunity to be ao, I have 
just been looking over some of her lotlers published in Chorloy’s 
life ofher. How delightfully she apeaks of Wordaworth’s domaatic 
habits! As the book is at hond let mo rend a few passages 
from her letters from Rydal Mount, 

Rydal Mount, June Qt, 1880, 

I am charmed with Me. Wordsworth himself; hia manners avo diatin- 
guished by that frank almplicity which I bolieve to bo over ahnenotovistic of 
real geniumy his convevantion, porfvolly free nnd unaffectad, yot romarkablo 
for power of oxprossion and vivid Imagery; when the suljaot onlla for any 
thing like enthusinam, the poet breaks ont frequently and delightfully, and 
his gentle and affectionate playftiness in hig intercourse with ail the mambers of 
his family, would of itself auflelently veſiulo Moore's thaory, fn tho Life qf 
Byron, with regard to the uniltnces of genie for domentic happinogs, [have 
nmoh of hfe soojaty, as ho walke by me, while I rida to explore the moun. 
tain glons and watorfalls, and ho oocamionally repeats pasaagon of hla own 
pooms, ina doop and thinking tone, which Tarnonizes woll with he epirll 
of those aoenos. 


Mra, Homane obsorves, in a subsequent Jebter, spenking of 
Wordsworth, “fo has been singularly fortunate in long yonre 
of' untroubled pence—domoatic pence and union.” I belicve that 
Moore's own domestic circle furnishes the atrongeat refutation of 
his theory, . n 

H.—Mrs, Hemane’s portrait of the groat poot of the Inkes is 
highly interesting nnd does him great honor, though I could wish 
she had not 20 often to record hie recital of hia own poems. 

R.—Oh! there is a daily beauty in his life that a little 
innocent egotiem of this sort cannot aully, 

I.AIf his admiration of genius in othora were as ardent and 
as liboral ag his appreciation of his own! But I meet with no 
warin tributes from Wordsworth to any of his contemporarios, 
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Byron fells ua (and enya he con give hia wuthority for the nnoos 
dote) that Wordsworth ayfoke very acornfully, even of hia old 
friond Southoy’s genius, and onoc excluimed “ After all, I would 
not give fiva shillings for all that Southey has over written,” Words. 
worth has publicly praised tho great Scoltiah peasant, but thera 
yas 9 druo simplicity, and a manly cloarnoss and directness in all 
Bwne’s productions, which make Wordeworth’s artificial theory 
of the natural so supromely ridiculous, that I cannot believe he 
has any real and cordial regard for pooms so unlike his own, In 
ono of Mra, Momans's letters, sho (olls us that on asking Words. 
worth if Carlyle had not overrated the celebrated war-song of 
& Scots, wha hae wi! Wallace bled,” he replicl—" I am delighted 
to hoar you put the question overrated ?-—(trash—stu(l—miser- 
able inanity | without a thought—without an image 1” Ho then 
recited the piece ‘in a tone of unutterable acorn, aud concluded 
with a De Capo of ‘wrotehed stuilt'” 

R.—Oh! you must not monsuro too picely the hasty oriticul 
anyings of literary mon, in momente of irritation, Mrs. He« 
mans, in more than one of hor lottors, exproases horgolf charmed 
with Carlyle’s critique on Burns, though sho may have thought 
that ho overrated the particular poom alluded to, Horeda one 
of hor passages on tho aubjoot before sho knew who tho: oritlo 
was, ; 

Ihave boon dolightod with the papor on Burns, which you wero kind 
onough to lond mor T think tho writer has gone further Into tho hoart of 
tho myslory than any other, heanuso he, abnoxt tho frat of all, hae ap- 
pronchod hia subjoot with a daop roxoronoo for gonlus, hut a alll deepor for 
truths Ml tho vost hava aoamod only anxious to make good tho attaek or 
the defence, And thora fan fooling, toa, of the still amall musfo of huma · 
nity throtghout, which bonra upon the hoart a conviotiog fall of powor that 
it fe Ustoning Lo tha voloo of a brothor, J wonder who tho writor Ia; ho 
gortainly givoa us a gront deal of what Boxwoll, I think, calle ‘bark and» 
steol for tha mind.’ I, at tonal, found ft in sovyoral passages; but I ſoar that 
4 woman's mind never oan bo ablo, and noyor was found, to attain that powor 
of auMalonsy to llaolt which acoms to be eomawhore or ollior amongst the 
rocks of a man's, ih 

LI lika that concluding santonce-lt is o frank and im. 

8 
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portant confossion, from one offthe most gifted women of the 
Age, 

II.A do not know that I can view i¢ in quite the samo light, 
Had Joanna Buillic or Mra, Somerville mado such a confession, 
it would have been more to the purpose, Mra. Homun's intol. 
Ject, with all its execllence, was still feminine, and had far more 
graco than strength, 

R.—Critics are Loo apt to aasovinte feoblenoss with polivh, and 
strength with coarseness. I believe if Alrs. IIomuns's voyses 
had been less graceful, many critica would have thought them 
more powerful. Iam tempted to read to you a letter from Wal. 
tor Savage Landor, whisk nob only does grent honor to Mrs, 
Hemans, but to some other lady authors of tho day. As to the 
complimens to our fiend D. I. TR. you may be certain that he 


apprecintes it as he ought lo do. 
Bath, Fou, 6, 


My Dean Si, + 


T roooivo at this instant your mont valuable prosent® No volume con 
ting ao muoh of sound, of sonattive, and of generous critiofam. Mow many 
are there who would Larn Intoridteule the word senaifive, applied lo orlticism ? 
But thero nover was truvo orftioiam without that ſaoulty, on any of the highor 
works of the human mind, 

Trevor had tho happiness to know Mia. Iemans, and the oxtracts I had 
acon fom her poome wore only auſſlolent to prove that no poot, not Dryden 
Kimeolf, had oyor mado the rhymed oouplet no harmonious. But, when I 
Nad roaolved to rend all her volumes, I found, to my amazoment, two poomu 
Which nlono vould placa hor far above hor contomporarton lu aitblhno pathos 
SEL Hon’ Caza Blanow and Ion, 

‘Wo hve no poo! stow Hving, or ving lately, who walter the (wo great ro» 
quisttes of pootry⸗lmaglnatlon and ‘enorgy. Southoy had tho flral, and 
wanteil tho second ;eByron hail the sacond, and wanted the fiat, But ho hae 
written ono poem of aurpasslng bonuty, In which the Uno rgcurs, 

A change onmo o'er tho aplrit of my droam, 

T do not bellove that thor ovor was an age In which so many goo pools 
(dare not say excellent) "wore contomporary. Thoro ave threo ox four 
womon, at tho vory least, who have wrilton muoh hotter pootry tan Sappho's 





* Tho Liferay Loudes, the two volumes bound in one, 
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of which wo eatninly have the beat, Thoie fe a night-soone In a novel 
of Mrs. Norton's, tucomparably supeitor to the foulishly vaimtod peels 
owoy, pprig Gtya, Piptit parepe made, 

But In those mations you oat tench the workl moe than Tem, I shall 
ron your hook over agais with fresh ploönamo, sot booauas J think any of 
its beantion haa oxoaped me, or (hat J have forgotton any, but henna T now 
ava honored by the Alendship of go judicious, a hortarabte, and sa hudepend. 
ant pan, 

Bellovo me, my done Sir, your vory obllgoil. 


W. 8. Lannor. 
M. In Richards, Maq. 


Groonfeld House, Jersey, 


L.A. very characteristic and interesting letter, But I do not 
quite agroo with tho writer in his catimnto of Mrs, [emans’s 
couplet measure. As to Mrs, Norton's novel, I do not know its 
name, or to Which of hor prose fictions he alludes, and indeed I 
nevor fell in with any of thom. 

R—Mis, Homans's voraoa aro always pusioal. Perhaps you have 
novor road Casa Bianed, It is n truly spirited and pathetic pro- 
duction. After Landor’s praise of it, you may liko to hoar itrend. 


OABA HIANGA, 

[Young Casn Winnon, a hoy about thiricon yours o)d, son to the Admiral 
of tho Orluné, romalnod nt hia post, (In the batilg of tha Nilo) after the ship 
Hod taken five, and all Cha gann hnd boon abandoned; and porlahod in the 
oxploalon of the vorsyl, when tho flamos had ronoliod tho powdor.) 


Tho boy atood on the burning deck, 
Whoneo all but ho had flod; 

She flanta that Ht tha battlo'a wrock, 
Shono round him o'or tho dond, 


ol bonuti{ul and bright ho stood, 
Aa horn to ralo tha atorm ; 
A oronluro of horolo Tlooid, 
A proud, though ollld-liko form. 


‘he ſlamoa rolled on—lio would not go, 
‘Without his father’a wort; 

‘That fathor, falnt In death below, + 
iis yoloo no longor heard, 
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{fo oalloil afoud— any, Fathor, way f 
Tf yot my task ia done?’ 

Mo know not that tho chioftain lay 
Unconscious of his aon, 


“Soak, Vathor !” onoo again ho oxluil, 
“If 1 may yot he gonol” 

And but tho booming shots repited, 
And fost tho flames rolled on, 


Upon his brow ho felt thelr breath, 
And in bis waving halyy 

And looked from that Jono post of death, 
In atill, yot bravo despair. 


And slioutod but onoo moro aloud, 
“My ththor{ must L stay?” 

While o’or him, fast, through sail and shroud, 
‘Kho wroathing flros mado way. 


hoy wrapt tho ship in splondaur wild, 
Thoy caught tho fing on high, 

And etroamod above the gallant child, 
Tike banners in tho sky. 

Thero onmo a burat of thundor sount~— 
Tho hoy—oht whero wan he? 

Ask of tho winds that fir around 
With Gagmonta nirowad tha soa 


With wast, and holm, ond ponnon fay, 
Phat woll had horno thelr pint 

Lut tho nobloat (hing that porfehod there, 
‘Waa that young faithful honet, 


L.—~Theso aro fine vorsos oartainly, Mra, Homans hne writ. 
ton many pooms of more protonsion, but nono with so much 
simplicity and power, Hor poems aro gonorally too artificial 
atately and ornato for my taste. I prefer Joanna Baillio to all 
other British Pootessow. Though a little too plain and prosaic 
nt times, sho hoe always somo substance in her compositions, 
Talluco portioulorly to hor dramatic verso, Hor Playa on the 
Passions avo wondorful productions for a female pen, thoy are 
not always moroly masculine and energetic, Sho sometimes 
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atrewa Howors in the reudor’a way, thet are as fresh and delicate 
ae those of poets who are fondor of fanciful iluatrations, How 
penutiful is her deseription of a solitary cloud-— 

Ag if an angel in his upward flight 

Thad loft hla mantlo floating in nide-ntr. 

TI forgot to mention just now, that in Chorloy's momori- 
als of Mra. Homans, there is a letter of hers to Mr, G. F. Richard- 
gon, the translator of Korner and nuthor of Poetie Hows. The 
conoluding paragraph will not bo understood by the goneral 
yoader, I need not toll oithor of you, that G. P. R. ia no rola 
tion of D. L. R. Iloro ts the paragraph— 

I will not apologise to you, for the milalako rcapeoting your name, which 
has hind tho agreeable congaquonce of introducing to me your own clegant 
* Pootle Hours.’ Allow me to nang you, Deur Sir, of tho plonauro T should 
have in aootng you hore, should any thing induge you to visit thi countrys 


d holleve me ta he, very trul 
is —— Your much obliged, 


Rhyllon, St. Aanph, July 26, 1897, ra Fuuror Humans, 


Mr, Jerdan, oditor of the London Literary Gasette, when 
sparring with the editor of the London TWoekly Review, hod ine 
sorted a lottor in the Gazette, to which ho attached Mr. G. P. 
Richardson's signature: that lottor exproased 0 hope, thot 4. Br 
R. might nover bo mistaken for D. L. R. Wall, BF. R. im. 
mediately wrote to the aditor of the London Wookly Review, to 
digolaim the letter atwibuted to him. Here is part of what 
ho said. 3 

The Guth ta, J novor wroto suoht a letter at all, and Mv. Jordan must have 
got it up aw one of thoro Jokes whfoh, like Ill-contruutod ſtre-wonka, some 
thmos go off to tho injury of the Inventor, ‘Lo convinoy you of tho acourray 
of my statomonts, 1 oan assure you T have boon constantly mistaken for Mas 
D. L. R. Mrs, Homans, in the frat letter 1 recoived fem hor, sayy, “ Pou 
mrad nol eupposo ma nncoquatnted with your formar publications / many bouuil· 
ful sonnets bearlug your name, and quoted iu varlausrautews and perlodioal works 
duva beoumo known to ma." Tho Monthly Magasine of Fob, 1826 ovidontly 
mistook mo for him, and Mr. Lupton Relfo aotually wont mo‘ Frtendship's 
Qfering' Intondod for my namo-enke, For the opinions T have expresagd of 
Mn D. I, We, poatloal talonts, which I roally much admire, thayglydhe 
savortising ine caused ina some trouble In asaoring my own iqonilty, J 
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could rofor lo my fronds, Mia, TIomans or Mr, Iorage Smith, but, uot to 
trouble them, please aek Mr, Lupton Rolfe to show yor a letter of minty, of 
Docombor last, acknowledging tha seoulpt of Ue Anmul, as aont hy mistake, 
in whioh T apoko na I foci of Mr. 1), Ia It’s. productions. 

This vory small fragment of very smull literary history shows 
the inconvenience of two contomporary writers having only one 
aurname botwoon thom, I am tokt that James Montgomery 
and Robert Montgomery complain of similay mistakes. But to 
yeturn to the subjeat of genius in domestic life. TTow aifectionate 
and how beautifully written are Shelley’s lettors to his wife! Ho 
acams to have porfeolly idolized her. Leigh Hunt is one of the 
hest of husbands and of fathers, Mr, nnd Mra, Southey, like 
Shelley and his wife, and William and Mary Howitt,* were both 
of them literary and imaginative, and yol how happily and 
alfectionately did they live together’! Sauthey’s private life was 
ag pure and harmonious as his verses. Nothing can be mora ex. 
quisite than thoso passages in his poems which refer to his do. 
mestic folisitios, Caroline Bowles was his accond wifo, and he 
had known her intimately fox twenty yoars before their marringe, 
and had repeatedly paid a glowing tribute to the charactor of hor 
poetry. As we havo just rend a specimen of Mrs, Homans, lot 
me call your ntlention Co a fow atanaas from an oxquisitely true 
and pathetio litle poom by Mra, Southey—letter known by 
hor maidon name of Caroline Bowles. In my opinion, she is by 
for the moat natural of our British pootosscs, 


* Tho Wowltts aro onthnelnstie lovors of Ulorary puraulta, and anxlous to 
ciluonte tholr childran {n the heat posalble masmiar, and therfore Hvo a ro · 
Hired and dontostle Uſo....Tho love of lltoraluro waa the origin of thale au 
qualnlanoo, its pursult has boon tho hand-in-hand bond of tho moal porfoot 
happiness of a long marrlod lifes and we may furthor add, to the honor of 
womanhood, that whilo our anihoross sonds forth hor delightful works in un- 
brokon sucacasion, to tho four quartora of tho globy, William Tfowltt has 
been heard to doolaro, that he wil} ahallonge any woman, be aho who sha 
may, who nover wrote adino, to mateh his good wifo In tho ablo managa« 
ment of a largo houschold, at dio samo timo iat sho file hor own iitte 
world of home with the brightioss of lpr own honrt and apliltNow Spirtt 
of the Age, æ- 
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“No purer models of our gonuino home-fecling and lan- 
guage,” says a dritio in the Quarterly Review, “ could be placed 
in a young foreigner’a hand than Mra, Southoy's works,” 


BTANZAS TO A DYING INFANT, 
Mlewp, Ultlo Baby t sleop | 

Not in thy eradle bed, 
Nat lu thy Mother’a breast 
Honoofaith shall be thy reat, 

True with tha qulat dead, 


Yos, with tho quiet doad, 
* Baby | thy yest shall ho 
Ohl many a woary wight, 
Weary of Ufo and light, 
Would fain He down with thee, 


Pleo, little (onder mursling! 

Mes to hy grassy neat 
Thore tho frat flowera shall blow, 
‘Tha frat puro Make of snow, 

Shall Gull upon thy broagt. 


Peaoo { penes} tha 1tte bosom 
Lathours with shortoning breath. 

Pewee! peace! that tremulous sigh 

Sponka hie departure nigh— 
Phoxu avo the damps of Dont 


T'va avott thee tn thy beady, 
A thing all henlth and gloo; 
Uut wover then wert chow 
Ro honulifhl, as now, 
Rahy! thay aeom'al ta me; 


Thine upturn’d oyon glazed avor, 
Liko haveballg wot with dow— 
Alvondy veil'd and hid 
By the sonvuteod lid, 
Tholr pupils darkly bluo. 


Thy Metlo mouth half open, ** 
‘The aot lip quivering, 

As If, Uko summer air, 

Ruling the roao leaves, thera 
Thy soul wore futtoring, 
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Mownit wp, mmorlal oxacnca | 
Young aphit! henoo~dopart 
And iy thla Death ?—Dread thing | 

If auch thy visiting, 
Tow beautiful thou mt! 


Oht I colt gaze for over 
Upon that waxen face, 

So pnestoniors! ao purel 

Tho Nelo shine was muro 
An angol’a dwelling place. 


‘Thou weopost, childless Mother! 

Ay, weop—'twill caso thine homt-— 
Me was thy flrat-born-son— 
‘Thy flat, thino only ono — 

Vla hart from him to part. 


“Pin had to lay thy darling 
Deop in the damp cold earth, 
Ilia empty erih to aco, 
Tiia allentꝰ nuraory, 
Tate iinging with his mirth, 


To moot again in slumber 
Ilis amull mouth’s rosy king, 
Thon—waken'd with a‘start, 
By thino own throbbing howtrt— 
Mia twining mane to mis, 


And then to Uo and woop, 

And think tho Hye-long night, 
(Fooding Utne own dlatrouu 
With agourato groodinoss,) 

Of ovory puot dolight. 


Of all his winningr ways, 

* Ite protty, playful amllos, 

Ils Joy at sight of thoo, 

Tin tricks, hia mlmiokry, 
And all hte Uitte wiles, 


Oh} thoso ars rooollootlons 

Round mother'a honrta that oling ? 
That mingle with tho toars 
And amiles of afler years, 

‘With oft awakening, 
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HI have seen a long poem of Mrs, Bouthoy's, ontitled We 
Birthday, which all tho oritics agree in praising as her noblest 
porformanco, hut, for my own part, I greatly profer her smallor 


piobes. 

R.AI have u letter of her's, writton hoforo hor maniingo to 
Soughey, It is ndevosaed to the author of Literary Leaves, Il 
pays so beautiful a tribute to Southoy's character, and defends 

“iq with euch generous zeul, tempered with ao much candour and 
cortosy townrds his critic, that I onnnot roaiat the pleasure of 
reading it to you. 


Buckland, Janna y 10, 1888, 
Sir, 

Ipmay room paradoxical lo way, (hut if the hook (the Altaay 
Jeaves) you have had the goodnexn (ov wend mo had plenwed mo lena, Twhoulel 
havo aoknowlodged lt sooner) and yet, in truth, it fae efor on glavelng 
thraugh {ts pngoa, with thy Intention of returning my immediate thanks, £ 
soon porootvarl, ll waa not a work ta he au oureleasly Hixonmd, J found my 
attontion Invoatattbly arrontad hy the poetic portion (thu ¢rue poetry), anil 
that tho progo ogsaya, ahonnding in hitorenting matter, were too ably written 
to bo run oyor with the eyy only. 

Now, aflor a lolaurely perusal of the whole, aud a reepornsal of very many 
af tho bonutittt poome, I oan thank you, Shr, with hoarttule sinomity, for 
your vory valuable prements “uno chat will oftenor tte by mo (liko a ſawlllar 
fHlond) In zummar bower aud by the whiter hearth, than bo found with the 
things dono with fn thy duaty optno of the honkeabellt 

Having thus honeatly apeken my eardial foellngs of ailmiratlon aml ura⸗ 
tltudo, Tnuat assume ta myself (ho Mhorty of conmmenting, xomowhat 1a 
pronohiilly, on gortaln paragrapha in the prone comaya, whoreln you allude 
to Mr, Southoy, in torma you would probably he anger to retral, cult you 
oooma aware, on permonal xequatntanay, haw completo fa your inlxounoon · 
tlon of lg charnoter: an hut liunto felendulttp of twenty yours standing, haw 
onitlod mo Co profuan aomo knowlodge” of that charavtor: and, on the 
atrongth of that knowledge, to asaurt, with the sarlousnoss ofone deooply im. 
phossed with tho all-importance of truth, that I betlove him fn tha noblenoss 
of his nature only ldan ongor to acknowledga and appreciate contemporary 
talont, (hin lo distingntah and rovers maral oxcelonao, 

hequghout your pootry, Sir, I frase xo much of the apirlt which broathas 

fo hi Toannot holp whiepering to myaoll— oh! that good mon shauld so 

wleconaeivo onoh othor!’ J porauade myaglt you will not thind@the worse of 
Tt 


138 LITERARY OWTT-CIAT. 


mio for my plain apoaking, but rather, on the atength of if, give more ovodit 
to tho assuiranoo that £ am indeed very thankfully 
You ohodlont Servant, 
Canouine Bowims. 


To D. In Richardson, Laq. 


U,—Mis, Southey has just published “ Robin Load: a frag. 
ment,” writen partly by herself, and partly by her distinguished 
husband — It was projected so long ago an 1823, and tho design 
was in that year communicated to Mrs. Southey, (then Caroline 
Bowles.) ‘This interesting intellectual uaion, whieh so long pro. 
ceded the closer tic, is beautifully alluded to in the letter from 
Southey, in which he first explains his proposal to her to assaci- 
ato horsclf with him in tho composition of the ballad. It was 
proposed to koep the united authorship a scuret, 


“Tho sooret itaolſu wiltes Southey, “ vould bo delightful while wo thought 
proper to keep its still morg tho spiritual yuton which death eannot part, 

“Now, on your sido, there must be no hesitation from diffltonce, Yon 
can write as casily and as well as J can plan, You mo na well nequaintod 
with forest soenory, ant with whatoyer fe required for tho landaonpe pit, ax 
Lam with the manneia of tho tine. You will comprohond thy charactors 
as latinotly as I haya conoclved them, and, when wo meat, wo will sort the 
paits, ao as oaoli to tnka tho most aultablo, and FE will ade to youra, and 
youshnll add to mine, whatever may Improve It, 

“Bonumont anil Potoher oompoavd plays togothor with woh harmony of 
atylo, thought, and feoling, that no oritle hax aver hoon able to determine 
What part wae written by ono, or what by the other, Why should not Ro- 
Lert nnd’ Caiolino auoodod ag wall In tho Joint oxeaution of a poom? 

“As thoro om bo no Juataausa or impodimont why thoao lwo porsons 
ahowld not thue ba jofned together, toll mo that yau consent Lo tho unlon, 
and I will sond you the rudo outling of (he story and of the churaators,” 


The writers unfortunately, I think, seleoted the irrogular wn. 
rhymed metre of Zalata—whioh ia very ill adapted for a ballad, 
Southey took the battle scones, and his Indy-condjutor “ the 
womon, and ohildhen, and forest." Tho fragment consiats af two 
parts, tho first by tho gentloman, ard the aooond by the Indy—~ 
both parta are picturesque and animated, in spite of the unauit. 
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able vorsificalion. ‘ Every one will regict,” soya the Atlas,* 
« thal the work remaing unfinished, and wo cannot resist tho aug- 
geation, howover ſruitless we feel il lo be, that Mis, Southey 
could not employ her own admirable talenta more happily, than 
jn completing no design to which she has already contributed not 


a fow of ite most successful passages." 
en eee 
No. XV, 


— — 


RESERVE—A CHARACTER.—A SCHOOL-FRLLOW, 
L-Vou wore speaking the other day of the shyness and ap- 
parent coldness of ——--—-- in aoeiely. 
II.-Yos, you nevor meot with that sort of reserve in a Lindu. 
Ty--Reaarve of mannor is equally characteriatio of ono of the 
most enlightened and of ongof the most barbarous nationg in the 
world—the English, nnd the North American Savagas, Whether 
it arlaos from the anmo onuso or not in both cnsos, J can hardly 
pꝛotond to determine, Bul tho gonornl opinion acoms in favor of 
tho theory that Reserva is tho child of Pride. Vanity te lo- 
quacious and communiontive, Cortninly the Eniglih are tho 
proudeat nation living, and the North Amorloan Indians are 
not much behind them, If Jinglish pride be in some degros a 
dofoot, it haa more dignity than tho vanity of tho French. ‘The 
pride of the North American Indinn “ savors nobly,” and makes 
the stoic of the woods surpasa in manly fortitude tho stoic phi- 
losophora of antiquity. Tt ia perhaps more easy to aooount for 
national'vesarve than tho reserve of individuals, for, with respeot 
to partioular persona, it in some ousos nrisos from very poouliar 
feelings, 
HI have studied the character of an acquaintance of mine 
with very close attention, and ng, from long association with him, 
— — 





A papor now odliod by a gifted ani necomplishod writor—-John Kayes! 
wollskyown to the British Indian community, 38 . 
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T have contrived occasionally to lift the curtain of his soul, and 
seo what is hidden from society in general, 1 think J may vente 
to axplain tho nature of his reserve, He is u bachelor about the 
age of forty-five, He has not a single near relation, nor a ain. 
gle friond. It is true that I huve coma into long nnd close con. 
tnot with him, but, communicative and cordial as he hes beon 
with mo by fils and stats, Lam by no means guro that he re« 
guids me as any thing more than an old acquaintance. For my 
own part, I have a great reapeat fox him, but very little affection, 
Tis general manner is cold and guarded—though novor wanting 
in comtesy and consideration, If I did not know him so well as 
Ido, 1 should pronounce him pitifully acliish, and incapable of 
friondship or of love, Ho sceme always gelf-concentiated. 
LEle must be an odd sort of fellow to associate with, 
I.—The fnot ig, that ho is a close and severe observer of hu. 
mon charactor, and is exceedingly fastidious in the sclootion of 
the objeots of his regard. In youth, ho usad to fall in love or 
friondship al fiat sight; but repeated disappointments, arising 
from tho after discovery of defects, ling rondored his mind anti. 
cipative of evil, Ie thus remains a baehclor—and stands alone 
in the wide wold. ‘Pho primary cause of his reserve ie an odd 
mixture of pride and hwnility, Je has eminently distin. 
guished himsclf both in literature and golence, but eapeoially in 
the lattor, Ho isiathor a personable man thin otherwiao, but 
has feeble henlth, nnd is sickly-looking, and has ono slight do. 
formity of which ho {sao sensitively nshamad that he hates to talk 
toh wan Who looks him full in the face, Ilo has the anime morbid 
fedling on this point, as Lord Byron had about hia lame foot, 
who was rently tq knock 9 mon down whom he caught abserving 
it, Ilo has o fodlish ſanoy too that the majority of his associntes 
are inclined to look with “ jealous loor malign” upon hia preten- 
sions as a student, and that they do not anc cannot rogard him 
as one of them—but considor him, when he apponrs amonget 
them, ns a moio intruder—and make him an object of ridioule or 
censure in his absence. It is a great mistake; for, with all his 
reserve, he has never uttored an offensive word nor done an unkind 
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notion, and his society hoa beon sedulously courted, both by man 
and women, wntil they have found their ondeavours to melt hin 
into aociality x hopeless (wel, and left him to his solituce, 

L—It is not to be denicd that this sort of determined reserve 
jv a man ia inther tying to the pride of others, for though it 
may bo associated with external ooui losy, it implics something like 
contompt fox, or, nb lent, n fecling of cool indifference towards 
thom, 

II.AIo has accordingly made somo enemies and no frionds, 
though, on account of hia olegance and refinoment of mind, many 
would bo proud to he numbered in the ligt of his Intimate agso~ 
giates, His accomplishments, however, are not such ns make a 
show in gonoral socicty. Ilo hus made gome discoveries in 
sclonce, aud has wrilton verses of exquisite melody and pathos, 
aud has a wide acquaintance with literature; but lie hes no 
readinoss of expression in mixed company, nor presonce of 
mind, aud is not up to that miscollanepus talk rogarding the tox 
pica of tho duy, offen roploto with usoful information, in which 
men of general intelligence indulgo when they moot. together, 
He fools his deficioncy most acutely, and this feeling, connoated 
with his physical dobility, und u consciousness of something 
wroyg in his personal uspeot, makes hin. shrink baak into lis 
own sholl at the alightost touch, and with a narvous irritability. 

Le'To whom do you nlludo ? 

TJ would rather not tell you. Hf this man had an affeo- 
tiongte wife and cheorful children to groot him, he would be ax 
happy as he ia now misorable, No man hates solitude more thon 
ho doca-ng mau would love aoviaty more if ho hud mora conf. 
dence in his own necoptablencsa,—-end no men would cherish more 
devoutly an affectionate partner ot a tuo friend, He pines under 
asonae of lonoliness. Ho feols that he hes lived in vain-—~ns much 
so as ff he had boon horn and bred inn desort, Ho is passionately 
fond of childven, and never sees a happy married pair with o 
group of Kittle laughing ſnoos around them, without s homteache. 
He has a most Lively appreciation of the exquisite comfort and 
felicity of domeatio life, nnd yat continnes to live, and will pro- 
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hably dic a bachelor. In every largo society there must be many 
such charactors, who merit inther Use aympathy or conipassion of 
good men, than that unkindness or ridioule which they 400 often 
excilo, amongst the malignant and the thoughtless, 

LA few days ngo I met poor Allan IId took mo 
quile by ewprise, You know we were old school-fellows, 

IL—An old schovl-follow is n sort of a relation—-1 school ig a 
family, the membors of which aro linked Logethar in aftor life by an 
almost fiaternal tic, and the most uprecable assoointiona, J know 
nothing more exciting than an accidental nnd unexpected meot. 
ing inn forcign Jand, with one who sat on tho same form with 
us in boyhood, 

L-—Poor Allan! how his familiar faco ataruled me with aye. 
vival of the past! It camo upon me like an carly dream, and 
made the actual scenes around me a dim and disregarded vision, 
But very undreamlike were hig stout frame anc hie hearty shako 
of the hand, “We moj—'twas in a erowvdꝰ. ·a arowd of dork 
visagea with white turbans. At such a moment we could have 
little sympathy with a foreign multitude. We thought but of 
tho familiar faces in dear old England. Allan rendily accepted 
my proposal to inke a mutton chop and a glass of iced alo or 
clare, under my own roof, Tle syas famous in his schoolboy 
days for his patronage of the itincrant voudors of deliciour vinnda, 

T.—The ohild is father of the man, 

Le—I found thnt Allon waa not vory communicative ov senti« 
montal; until he had done more than ordinary justico to tho table, 
He thén began to think loge of himeelf und more of his old play. 
mate, He told mea thousand plenannt atorics of tho pret, that 
mace me oxelaim with Coloridge— — 





nl that ones more I wore a onroloss ohild} 


Te hos a wondaful memory; and Thad to thank him for the 
revival of many little matters connected with my own juvonile 
history, that but for him had been buried in eternal oblivion. The 
partioulara which I best romombered of poor Allan, ag n boy, ware 
his egiegious but harmless vanity, his admiration of his own legs, 
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and the mortification which Wis dignity endured (rom the alight. 
eat porsonal chaalisement. IIe ono evening burst into a laugh 
while the master was ending prayors, and waa condemned to be 
fingclinted for hia profane and ill-timed momiment., In those 
days, the old indecent system of applying the bitch was in full 
fashion, I was desied to hoist the delinquent on my back, As 
he was largor, and honvier, and atuntor than mynolf, this was an 
impossible tak ; but poor Allan dropped his inexprossibles down 
to his ancles, and osposed those loga which ho ao much pottod 
and admired to the miticiam of n hundied eyes. Such a strong 
sono of the pitiable Iudicrousness of hia position soized him at 
this critical moment, that, with the conrage of desperation, he 
turned round upon his tyrannical pedagogue, and, with an air of 
offended dignity, 1emonatrated against go indecont and degrad 
ing a punishment, ‘Lhe despot atored at him in silent astonish. 
ment, whilo Allan, drawing up hia trowsers, solemnly assmed 
him that he would submit to no corpoyal punishmont or farther 
personal expoanre, Thero was a mavity, a statelineas and pom- 
posity about Allan in hia serious mood, that prodigioualy heigh- 
tened the effect of every ridiculous accident that bofillhim. 
The pedagogue did not long romain in iis trance of astonishmont. 
Ho rang the bell for Thomas, an athlotle mansservant of ol] 
work, When Thomus appeared, he was ordered to hoist up 
Master Allan, who, whilo atruggling manfully with the servant, 
and with an obatinnte courage, porfeolly wwful in tho eyes of his 
allont achoolinates, came in violent collision with n bonk-case, 
at the top of which was o large open ink-bottle, that, falling on 
its aide, spouted its whole sontants upon his unlucky hend. It 
tuned poor Allan into a blackameor on tho instant, and the 
figure ho cut was ao ircoaistibly ludicrous, that It ovon ohangod 
tho fury of the schoolmastor into an uncontrollable fit of Inugh- 
ter. Poor Allan, howevor, waa nat much bettered by it, for, 
though the flagellation was esonped, he was condemned to stand 
two hours on the form, with his unwashed Ethiopian face and 
soiled garments, From thle unfortunate bualness he got thé 
nigkname of Othello, which was nover ,rttered in bis hecring 
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without rousing him into a state of exuapffttion us violent as the 
emotions into which Ingo worked tha husband of Desdemona, 
I thought n reference to it now would rather amnso (hen offend 
him, and ventmed to tell him uhnt I would “drink a mensure to 
tho health of the black Othello.” I was uatounded at the offeat it 
had upon him, He rose—snid nothing—gave me a look of tory 
indignation, and, before I could utter a word of remonatrnnee oy 
apology, deled from the house, I lament to suy, that I have 
never seen him since. 


—— 
No. XVI. 





BURKELNY—MONTAIGNE—D'ISRABLI-IRVING-—DRYDEN~ 
POPE, &o. fi 

II.AI saw poor —~—.—~ yesterday,—ha waa very wenk and 
infirm. Old age has fullon henvily upon him, And yot it 
seems but a short while ago, since you and he and S made g 
cheerful trio, devouring shoals of white bait ut Greenwich, The 
unexpected meeting of an old friend, wpon whoae features ‘Time 
hus wiitlen some of his stomest traths, makes one tao conacious 
of one's own mortality, and excites a melancholy feoling of the 
byevity of life, Swift says that no wiae man ever wished ta ha 
younger, Ido not agico with him. 

Le-~How like a passing drenm the whole world nppenra to a 
thoughtfubspiit! ‘Tho mind is like uo magic leutorn, and gives 
its own light to a quick succession of phantaamagaria ſiguros- 
All that wo bohgld wo orouto for ourselves, Berkeloy's theory, 
is not the ocoontrio frolic of on ingenious metaphysioian, buts 
truly philosophical speculation. 

II.Axro you serious in saying xo? 

L.-~Porfoctly. 

Wo ato allen atulh 


Aa droams mo made of, ond ont Hluelite 
Ta rounded with a aloep. 
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JL—I grant that O rroory of the immntoriality of tho world 
js not to be ovarthrown by arguimant, and that Dr. Johnson's 
attempt to refute it by stamping upon a stono, was a proof that 
te did not undoratand tha subject; but there aro many firat 
trutlis which must ho taken for granted, and whioh it would bo 
absurd to rojeol becuse they admit not of formal domoustration, 

Le-Tho Doctor, [ suppoxo, thought ho waa imitating Dio. 
genes, who, whon called upon for a definition of motion, got up 

“and walked. 

H.~Berkeloy's theory is not exclusively the property of any 
single philosopher, but is almost as old ag tho world iteelf, IL 
has been familiar to the Brahmins of Hindostan for many thou. 
annd yeny's, — 

L-Ihnt only proves that it is founded on truth. It ja the 
natural offapring of tho thoughtful mind, in all climes and under 
all conditions. Berkeley's theory makes lilo n sort of dream; 
and that Ue ts @ dream, is n proverbial (ruism in every circle of 
society, If lifa wore in some reapoats loss dream-lika than it 
is, ib would ba lew ondurable. It ia trite to remark upon tha 
plonaures of hopo and the sutioty of pogsossion. ‘That which 
spon literal ig tastelasa, Wo liva but in tho page or in tho 
fyturo-that is to suy in Cloudland. 

"THe diatunco londs onohantiunont to the view. 

Tho peat charma us because it fe sloeping tranquilly tr the 
moonlight of momory, nnd the futuro dolights us boonuse it 
Tnughs in the goldon sunshine of Hope, 

‘AEnstoad of indulging in fantastia visions and fruiticas spo. 
oulations, it would bo bettor for ua if ovory objoct thnt rooalloch 
att mortelity to mind, were regarded as a brogd hint to us to 
take tine by tho forclack and to set our house In order, 

le—The turn of our prosont ‘discourse reminda me that J 
have just beon dipping into Montaigne’s Eaany on Death. Itis 
avory etriking production.  Almgstdvery aontence teems with_ 
thought, and is provocative of moditation. 

H—Montuigne, with all hie faults, ia on inexprossibly delight. 
ful writer, 
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LAs to his egotism, I confess that Wirco isn att the better 
for it, Had ho been less bravely egotiationl, he would have been 
Jeas sincore and infinitely leas entertaining. Egotism is offensive 
only whon it ia associated with a donse alupidity or a freezing 
pride. The egotism of the lively-minded and the warm-hearted 
is nlwnys agreeablo—exacpt to the envious and malignant, go. 
tiem gives a peculiar intoroal even to auch fiivolous and gossiping 
productions as Golly Cibber’s Apology, and Chowe passnges in 
areal writers which oxhibit. their porsonal feclings, nro always 
amongat the readers’ favorites, Millon and Popo and Cowper 
enchant us with thelr ogotiam, and who docs not lament that 
Shakapente has obliged the warld wilh go few revelations of his 
own individual nature? 

[L—Dhore aio’ hints and glimpses of Shakspcare’s porsonal 
feelings and circumstances in his sonnets, 

L—It is a pily that men of genius ure gencrally ao reserved, 
for there is a projudioo,ngninat them amongal the vulgar, which 
would soon pass away if all great men wera ag open and compa. 
nionable as Sir Walter Scott, 

H.—The world in genoiol do not understand what genius is;— 
it is confounded with abstruse learning or mere cleverness. 
Some people stare if you (oll them that Shukspeare and Burns, 
of whose intellectunl greatness they jinvo only a vague goneal 
notion, wore, in the ordinary sonsa of the worda, ignorant or ill. 
educated mon. Conreo shrowdnosa, or a mere knowledge of Inns 
Guages, or suporticinl accomplishments, they onn appreointe nt 
onoo--but they cannot recognize the olaima of original genius. 
At is difficult to peraundo the mob thnt a good linguiat may boa 
stupid follow, gr that a man who knows no language but his 
own may bo a great gonius, 


Yot ho that is but able to express 

No aengo at all in several langunges, 

‘Will pnas for logmnador than ha Uhalts known 
‘Lo aponk tho — rogeon tn hia own, 


The showy acquirements of a smart man of the world aro afton 
pleposteiously clevated above the rarest gifts of intellect. Ever 


J 
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men of great tonrningee sometimes miserably inoapablo of nppre- . 
viating original power, or recognizing ils brue aigna, Dr. Parr 
oneo foll upon his knees and kissed with reverence the stupid 
forgeries of Ireland, who protended to have discovered aomo now 
plays of Shakspenre, Bentley with his ‘sloshing hook’ improved 
Milton, Jt raquires no ordinary penetration to do fall justice 
to the montal superiority of men with whom we aro brought 
into oloao contuct; familimity is apt to brocd contompt—at least 
in vulgar minds, 1 ance asked a gentleman what he thought 
of Healitt, ta whom I had lately introduced him j— Oh! he’s 
an odd fellow!” was the reply. 

Le-With what a fine genial feoling the older D'larncli has 
collected hia aneodotes illustrative of the literary character! Did 
you know hin personally ? 

H.-No.-I hava nevor mat him; but I always feel as if I had 
receivad from him tho highest personal kindness. Wis Zssay on 
tho Literary Charactor wos tho first bok that I read with inter- 
est, and I traoo my love of literature to the impulse given to my 
mind in youth by that gonorous and ingonious work. Byron 
agers to have greatly onjoyed this writer’s moat olegan¢ atid in. 
atruotive literary goasip——if gosalp it must be oallod, though it 
deserves a more respectful name. 

L-Byron speaks of him very oddly as “ that moat antortain- 
ing and reacarehing writer.” 

HE undoratand that his conversation overfows with ange. 
dote, and that he oan hardly write a brief lotlor to a friond with. 
out pouring farth apodimona of his rich literary atores, Our 
frond R. quite a stranger to lim, aent him, amongst other literati, 
a copy of his Literary Leaves, His noknowlodgomont of ite re~ 
coipt fs close at hand. I will show it to you. ***** Hoye it is. 
Tha allusion to Steevona is excellent. 


Bradenkam House, Buoks, 4h February, 1880, 


Truotoo truo· my doar Sir, I roool fy a oar paseo, your vory acospt~ 
abla ‘Literary Lenvea,' and moro dian choo have thoy boon turned over with 
no ordinary gratifleation, ‘The toplos wore conganfal to my taatd, and 
troatod with thnt oorreot Judgment whohgipowren for thomh formansnt 

— 
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value; nor waa I loss interaatod in thoro doop La londor emotions which 
prompted your vory clogant vorso—the faitliful domoutlo pioture of your 
hoart, 

T am vory rarely in Tondon,—but J romomhor calling on Mr. Sohn 
Richardson to acknowledge the reoolpt of your volumo, and, na he waa in 
communication with yon, to send, through him, tho lottor I intonded to 
write, I onn’t now toll you what oceurrod, but I more than ono romem. 
herad to do what haa not been dons, Frooraat{natton, wo have beon told, ta 
‘the’ thtof of tine’—lut it is something worsa: for it not only dofrande us 
of our goo intentiona, but smothora our affeotionay for T ean truly aaauro 
you, your volume awoke a aympathy in mo which I have often wished 
to oxproas, But writing and-oven reading have booome a paintal offort, 
sinco my sight has nearly abandoned mo—na I think you must poroelye in 
my frrogular roribble, 

‘Tho myatory—if mystory it bo—~anveloping ‘tho Sonnols of Shakspoare’ 
some to have grown darkor, by the novel eluatdationa which have latterly 
variously appoarod. Some aro poaltivo that thoy have agoortained tho ain« 
gular porson to whom they aro addroasoil j and a Mr. J. A. Brown, hne 
arranged thom ne ‘ Shakapoare’s Autobigraphion! Pooma'--n small volume 
whioh I have not yet aon, but which sovoral rovlowora sponk favorably of, 
‘Thoso ‘Sonnote’ havo had a singular fate sinoa Stoovens äoolarod that 
nothing short of an act of Parliament was nogoasary to oompol us to rand 
them, and he, boldly as impuiontly, rojeoted thom from the works of Shake 

apearo. As Stoavens wae not defleiont lu ovition] Judgmant, and was a. mali- 
lous wag, whenevor he had his (rend and rival Malone in viow, tte file 
and ridioulons doolston may have only beon one of the many unſalr woke 
or trapa whtoh ho lald to entoh his brothor commentator, Boswell told me 
of sovoral which hud only originated tn this miuohlovous Puok, who; when 
ho lind Vogullod somo innoosnt Into the miro, ulwayskoronmod In langhtor, 
Anopo tits Jottor, which I sand to London, may ronch you by tho mall 

on dowrorsbutof this. J must romain uncertain 

At all ovents, bellove mo.to remain, 

‘ a Donr Sir, : 
Vory truly yours, ; 
J, D'Iananui. 


Tknow my son recolvod your volume, and was-equally gratlfod. with tt 
na myself, Ifo has Jittle or no Jolaure for ny Utorayy oorrespondonce 
since ho has outorod into publliifg, and noooaratlly into mlaoollanoous cor ° 
respondenoo with his —ã 3 

Capt, D. L. Richardson, 








L.-P'lIaraeli the Youfiger is a mon of real genius, But it 


LITRRARY CMIT«OMAT. 149 


would be as well for him if ho wore leas-sharp and flippant in hia 


 genatorial eloquenco. Have you rond any of his novels? 


H.—Some of his apacches.are admirable. I have rend none 
of his later Novels, I read his Conturini Fleming when it firat 
oppearod. 

. Leet have heard it highly spoken of. Let ua have your oriti- 
eal opitiion upon it. 
: HewTt ia unquestionably the work of a writer of noble-pow- 


rs, and yet it would be diftoult, T think, for a man of any-taata 


ég read it through, without oconsional exolamations agninat its 
extravagance, its abruptness, and its mysticism. Aso mers talo 
{t jaa failure; for the incidents are not only highly impro- 
pable but very unskilfully connected. ‘The author has mixed up 
samy. of the real aventa of hia own life with the moat funtaatical 
{dealitios, He has violently jumbled truth and romanes togothor, 
tnd the result ia like « sick man’s dream, As far ae the public 


: gongrally wre concerned, this psychological-autobiographionl- 


romantic extravaganaa must be a perplexing mystery. Even tho 


* jquthor’s own ſamilinr frionds must-be somotimos alittle. puzaled in 


endonvowring to distinguish tho notual events of dig: Uſd, Son 
‘the cloudy orentions with whioh they-are- agsoolated. 3... % 
L.AIf this be a {rir ohnrnotor: ofthe book; the sworld..wil} 
willingly lot it die. 
sHueTho author's grent morit. consiate in the freedom and 


: sloquenoa of his atylo, his poworful painting ‘of the. strongoat 


a 


~spnastons, and the folicity of his doaoriptions of oxtornal nature, 


whioh, though ruroly olaborate, are ofton wondorfully vivid. But 
the flare af tho dlotlon—-the fovorish und morbid intensity of 


‘the sontiments~-unrelicved by tho sober tono of reality, or. the 


ineldonts.and foolings of ordinary Jifo, must, at last, woary tho 


-*ngat pationt rouder and blind him with exooss of light. 


. nel wonder what would have Veen said of n work of this kind 
in.the days of Addison and Stacle,.oy,of Johnson and Goldemith, 

H.—It would assuredly have shooked . the cautious, propylety 
nid classical taste of Addison. Its style would have presented 


“a etrange contrast to his owp Virgilign prose... . Sghuson: would 
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have pronounced the author an inapivod madman. It would 
have been dificult for the renders of his (ime lo peruse it with 
pationce after the Vicar of IPukefield—a work even yet unrivalled 
aa a picture of English life, What oxquisile digcrimination of cha« 
ractor, what tiuth and delionoy of touch, what quict but most 
efeotive humour, what grace of manner, what easy and unaffected 
power are exhibited in Chat small but matchless performance {I 
wonder Wilkio, a truly congenial apirit, never thought of trang. 
fering some of Goldamith’s swecteat pen-pictures Lo the canvags, 
Mulready, ono of the most able of Willie's imitators, has ven. 
tured upon the task, and not wilhont somo degree of anceesa, 

Lo—-We must not compare the glaring and atrained and dis. 
torted literary oreations of the prosent day with any of the por. 
foot modela of the past, Perhaps a sngacious observor in the 
time of Addison might as casily have anticipated tho aubsoquent 
revolution in our litorature, as Lord Cheatorfold foretold the pow 
litical rovolution in Franeo, Chastity of style soon conaed to ba 
an object of literary ambition, Suocooding authors contem- 
plated with despair tho purity and graca of the Raffaele of 

Essayiste, and aimed at a vory different sort of merit. 

II.-Vou will obsorve the same convulsive effort to produce 
strong and starUing effects in the pootry of the prosent day os 
in its prose. 

Lo—This ia partly trao; but atill I am nota gront admirer of 
whioll is vaguoly oalled correctness in pootry; and Lam not aorry 
that wo have Goloridge and Shelley and Byron in tho room of * 
Afldidon,;nnd Popo and Johnson, 

eT was dipping the other day into Washington Irving's 
Sketoh Book, (a ork written with somothing of Addisor’s grace 
and Goldemith’s tondgrness—a rare morlé in those dayd of 
sivong writing) and was atruck with tho similarity of a pnesnga 
in his benutiful little narrative, entitled Tha Broken Leart, with 
a well-known and justlyzadmired stanza in Don Juan, I will 
give thom both to you. i 


Mav's love i of man'a life n thitiy apart, 
‘Tis woman'a whole oxistonee, man may range 
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‘Tho court, camp, chureh, tho voagel and the mart, 
Sword, gown, gaiu, glay, ofr in oxchange 
Pride, fame, ambition, to fll wp tho heart, 
Ant fow thore aro whom (hese cannot eatrange + 
Mon have all these roaourdes, wo but one, 
‘Yo love again, and be again undone —Byron. 


Mon is the orenturo of Interest and ambition, ia nature loads him 
forth ito the atrugglo and bustle of the world, Love is but tho ombelllah« 
ment of hia only life, or a song pipod In the Intorvala of the note. Ho 
seoke for fama, Cor fortuno, for apaoo in the world’s thonght, and dominion 
over hig felow mon, But woman'a wholo life ia tho history of tho aflbo- 
tions, ‘Tho heat ia hor world; it is there hor ambition strives for empire ; 
it is there her avarleo secks for forbidden tronaures, Sho xends forth her 
whole aoul in tho traMo of aſſhetlon j and if ahlpurooked, hor caso in hope. 
Joas—~for it ia a hankruploy of the heart. —IPashington Zruing, 


Now which of meso two writors is indebled to the other? 
The Canto of Don Juan, contnining the atanzn I have just read 
to you, was published in the latter end ef the year 1819, Irving's 
proface to his Skotch Book is dutod Fubiuary 1820, This would 
seem to make Aim the pilferer or imitntor; but the Sketch Book 
was merely a collection and reprint of pupors proviously pub. 
lished in Amorican peviodicala, tnd thoy might have made their 
frat apporrance before Byron’s Don Juan, 

I~—If there was tny plegiariam, I am inolinod to think jt 
was Irving's, for it ia vory unlikely that Lord Byron waa much 
acquainted with Amorlonn Litoraturo, and the young prose 
weiter was then litde known, perhaps even in his own country. 
Tiving waa, most probably, an admirer of the poctical genius 
of Byron, (then in its heigth of fame,) and wae influenced, uncon- 
acionsly' it may be, by his trua and exquisite dosoription of the 
condition of the fomale heart, . 

H—A charge of ploginriam from Sollogel’a Lectures of 
Shakspeare hos been brought agninat Coleridge. The coinci~ 
donoos of thought on the samo subjects in tho two writers—if 
thoy ara really mere coincidences, aro curious indead. Tha genoral 
impression in both England and Germany ia against the Bnglish 
Lesturar, and yet he acems to maintain, ¢hat,if here is plagia- 


182 LITERARY CHIL CHAT. 


rism on oithor side, the sin is Solilegel’s, whoae lectures were not 
orally delivered until twa years after those of Coleridge, who 
appenled to Sir George Beaumont and the Bishop of Durham, 
and Mr, Sotheby and Mr, Royers and Lord Byron, to auy whe- 
thor he had borrowed a smyle principle of his oriticisms on 
Shokapenre from the German writer, ft was fortunate for my 
monal reputation,” says Coleridge, Unt J hid net only from five 
to seven hundred ear witnesses, USab paasuges had heen given 
by me at the Royal Institution two yeurs before Schlegel com. 
meneed his Lectures at Vienna, but that notes had been taken 
of those by aeveral mon and Jadies of high rank," 

There ae paseages in the remarks of the lwo Lecturers on 
Shakspenre’s Romeo and Juliet, that we not morely sintilar but 
almost identical. ‘Tuke a specimen 

SONLRGRL, 

‘Whatovor ie most intoxleating in tho odour of a southern apring, lan. 
gushing in the soug of tho nightlugale, ot voluptuous on the fleet opening 
of tho rase, ia broathad into this poom, (Romeo and Jallety) so rcxe. And all 
these contiaets are go blended in the harmontowe and wonderful work into 4 
unity of oxprossion, that the echo which the whola leaves behind tn tho 
mind resembles a single hut endlens sigh, 

connittnan, 

With Juliet, love has all that fs tondor and melancholy in the nightingale, 
all that fe voluptnota In the ron, with whatever Is awout fn the froshness of 
sping: but St onds with a long doop sigh, like the brome of the ovontng. 

DeQuinecey (the Opium Eater) hus bondly charged Coloridge 
with grogs plaglariam from Schelling and Klopatock, but I do not 
know whether ho has alluded to Schleyel’s Tootures, If Coleridge 
was guilty of plagiarism, it was osrlainly not from poverty of 
genius, but shear,indolenge. Ina letter dated February 1818, to 
a gentleman who had attended his course of Lectures given in 
that year, Coleridge atutoa that ho had delivered Lectures on 
Shnokspcare 17 yonrs before, (that is in 1801,) and that Schlogel’s 
woe deliverad two yoars afterwards ; but, according to the German 
Lecturer’s own statoment, they wore delivered in 1808, and ho 
acknowledges, in hia edition of the Lectures printed in 1811, thut 
the part respecting Shakspoure and the Unglish Drama had been 
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almost wholly re-writton, Drake, in his Memorials of Shakespeare, 
remarks, that Coleridge's description of Romeo and Juliet “ia 
evidently founded on what Schlegel has ao beautifully anid on the 
same subjedt.” But if Coloridge’s statement ia to bo believed, it 
ismoro likely that Schlegel was indebted to Coloridge than Cole. 
ydge to Schlegol. 

L—Yea-—-but Tiscollect that Schlegel tolls his audionoo, that 
ho had written an Keany of Romeo and Juliet, “a number of 
yours ago." Tt wos ingorted,* ho snya, in the first volume of 
Charactoristiokon und Kritickon, published by his brother and 
himeclf, Is it not possible chat Coleridge had acon that work ? 
Ie it not possible too that Schlegel roponted pnssngos of that 
work ht his Lectures? 

Hoe [ fear it would be difleult to settle tha queation, Cole. 
ridge was in Gormany at the ond of the year 1798, By the way, 
it will be as well—~and only fair indocd to Coleidge—to turn to 
1 memorandum of his own upon tho subject of his remarke on 
Harlot 


Hamilot waa the play, or, rather, Namlot himself was tho oharaotor In the 
Intontion and exposition of whieh I frst made my tun for phllosgphtoal 
oritlolam, and ospogially for inalglt Ito the gontus of Shakapoaro nottood, 
This happonact frat amongat my aoqhaintances, aa Sir Gootge Boramont 
will hoor withenas and subsoquontly, long before Schlag¢l tnd dollverad at 
Viouna tho Looturos on Shakeponro, whigh he attorwarde pulttatiod, I had 
givon, on tho anmo aubjaat, olghtaon Looturos, substantially tho samo, pro» 
soding from the vory samo point of view, and doduoing tho same oonolu- 
slons, ao far na I olther then agreed or now agrao with him, J gavo thrao 
Tootures at tha Royal InaUtution, before alx or aovon lumdiod auditors, of 
rank and omlnonoo, In tho apring of tho same yonr, fn which Str IIumphroy 
Davy, a follow-labouror, made hia grant rovolutionary dlaoovoꝛ loa In ohomis- 
try. Even In dotail the caluoldence of Sehlogel with iny Leotnres was ao 
oxtraordinary, that all who, ata lator porlod, hoard the aamo worda, takon 
by mo from my noloa of tho Lootures at the Royal Inatitution, concluded on 
borrowing, on my part, from Sollogol. Mr. Hazlitt, whoso hatred of mo 
fa Inanoh an inverse ratio to my xonlous kindness towards him, aa to be 
dafondod by ha warmost admlror, Charlos Lamb—(who, God hloas hinst bo- 
aldoe Ils chataotoriatio dbatinany of adhoronoe to old fonda, ad 1g a 
lagat na thoy ara at all down in the world, ia linked as by a oharm to 
Hazliwa vonvorsation)—only as ‘ frantle ;’—~Ma, Healitt, Leaay, hinaelf re · 

v 
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plod to an assertion of my plagiariam from Sohlegel In thoaas worda :— 
That tan Hos for Tmyself heurd tho vory samo character of Tamlot from 
Coleridye, before he went to Germany, and when he had netther vead nor 
could read a page of Gorman?” Now Tnallte was on a viait to mo, nt my 
oolings al Nether Stoway, Sloway Somerset, in the munner of 1798, hn the 
Soptombor of which yenr I frat was ont of alght of the shores of Groat 
Britain. Recorded by me, 8. Coleridge, 7th Janunry, 1800, 

In—The possibilities of plaginiym are nearly equal on both 
sides, ay fav as wo ne, ab present, able to decide. If wo know 
oxactly in what yenr Schlegel wrote oul his Tectures—-if we had 
by us a copy of his separate Hseny on Romeo card Juliet, publish. 
ed long before the Lectures, to compare with what he says subse. 
quently on the same subject in his Lectures, and had also his 
first edition of the Lectures, that wo might avo how far it was 
modified in tho edition of 1811, we might perhaps discover 
tho means of bringing the question to a positive deolsion, At 
present, I think, wo must be content to leave the mattor as we 
find it, In this instancg one of the partics must be u plaginrist, 
Tt can hardly bo a cave of unconscious plaginiem, 

Nono howevor but an experienced author can readily believe 
how many cases are continually occurring of quite unconacious 
plaginrism, A writer ix oflon@&tortled and mortified to find ia 
the coursc of « ro-porusal of some favorite author, that he has 
hoon indebted Lo him for a thought, which he had imagined was 
the original production of his own brain, 

H.—That is vory trac, mul should make erttios cautions that 
thoy spenk not too harshly of ovary thing thit wonrs the aspect 
of a plagiaviam. And, indeed, how often it happena that man 
of a similar turn of mind, without the least communiontion with 
onoh other, hit upon n similarity of thought and evon of oxpres- 
sion! “Groat wits jump.” However, thore muat oe some Hmit 
to 0 oritic’s oliarity. I do not think Gray, for Inatance, is to he 
excused for his curious mosaic work of images from so many 
diferent sources, however ingoniously put togethor, He lias 
scarcely a single thought of hig own, Ho cortuinly was the 
most Inborious artist that ever lived, His pooms are indood works; 
they are made. 
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h—aAnd yot the amiable and pious «Loentlio, in his attack 
upon the memory of Churchill, whon his ashes were scarcely 
cold, hns spoken of ‘ Gray's unlabored art.”-—Good heavens | 
how many wretched orities upon pootry have we had amongst 
the pools thomselves | According to Benttie, Churchill was ‘dri. 
gelling and dull, 
By watare unluapirvd, untaughl by art? 


Oh, that Churchill had been alive to answer this ungonorous 
insult! Ho would have given the forsiblo-fooble Beattie a cha» 
raotor that would have thrown even the sketch of Fitzpatrick 
into the shade, 

H-—~Lhe line you just repeated was borrowed from the Duke 
‘of Buckinghnmshiro’s Hssay on Poetry »— 


What things ave thene, that would be poota thought 
By natwo uninspired nor learning taught ? 

Aa Grny’s afivolionnte frat Editor, Mason, and his Inter Editor, 
Matthias, havo traced his bonuties to thoir original sources (save 
ue from our friends!) the world is lof in no uncertainty ns to 
the oxlent of that pacts plundogings; but I think, notwithetand- 
ing the industry of Warton, and Roscoe, and Bowles (and the 
Inst cannot bo neouaed of aditorial partiality), the sina of Popo 
in this way are compuvatively little known, He has pilfered 
frocly from the moanost of his tribe, and, perhaps, his mastor, 

Dxydon, is the aly great writer to whom he is much indebted. 
You may sometimes trace an image or oxpression back Lo 
Milton—Dut very rarely, and I do not think ho has once borrowed 
from Shnkapeure, though he edited his playa, and marked 
what he considered the beat pasaagos by invertad commas. But 
he had no grent opinion of the firat povt of the world, ond his 
edition of him waa the worst ovor publishad, It was driven out 
of the ileld even by poor ‘Thoobald's. Popo waed to remark 
that Shokepeavo’s atyle wes the style of a had age. Porhaps 
Dryden was the only poct whose writings he thoroughly onjoyed. 
But who doos not enjoy Dryden?-—~Ah{ glorious old John— 
does ha not handlo the old herofe couplet better than sny 


* 
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predecessors or successors? What are the merits of ‘Waller and 
Pope as vorsifiers comparod to the free, enay, sonorous, varied, 
elastic harmony of Dryden? As to the affected diacards and 
slipshod mensuies of some of our yet living writers, and the 
heavy, abrupt, and sometimes lumbering lines of Byron, or the 
sluggish fecble verse of Wordeworth, it is perfect farce to 
spenk of thom as improvements upon Dryden’s ten-ayllable couplet 
mensuro, Stil worse, porhaps, is Popo's mechanical exnetness 
and unvaried rhythm, Here is a specimen of Drydon’s heroic 
verse, which I defy any oritic to matoh for judicious and expras. 
sive varioty of pause, and the goneral harmony of its conatiuc. 
tion, in the whole range of English poetry, from Chaucer to 
Tom Mooro—~ 


‘Whilst listoning to the murmuring loavos he atood, 
More than a milo immorsoil within tho wood, 

At onoo tho wind wna Ind} tho whiaporing cound 
‘Was dumb y a rlaing carth-quako xookod tho ground ; 
With doopor bꝛ oun tho grove wna ovoraprand ; 

A anddon horror sgized hia giddy hond, 

And his cara tinglod and hig color fled, 

Naturo wag in alarm; some danger nigh 

Soom throntoned, though wnsoon to mortal oyo, 
Unusod to fear, he summoned all hlu goul, 

And stood oolloetod In himself and whole; 

Not long + fox soon a whirlwind roao around, 

And from afar he heard a doyoaming acid, 

As of a dame detrossod, who orivd for nid, 

And filled with loud laments tho aovrot shad, 


How oxquisitcly the omeural pause floats from one wave, to ano- 
ther in this flood of musio! 
Here is another specimen of lighter and briaker harmony +—~ 


A milk-whito hind, Immortal and unebanged, 

Fei on tho Jawna or in the foraut range ; 

Without wnapottad, innocent within, 

Sho fenrdd no dangor, for she knew no alnt 

Yet had sho off hoon chasod with horns and hounds ry 
Ant Soythian shafts; and many-winged wounds 
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Aimod at hor honrt vas often ſordod to fly, 
And doomod to death, though fatot not to dio. 


These ave truly noble couplets, How * the lines vibrate 
like polished lances 1?” 

L-A quite agrea with you. Pope has never equalled his 
master in tho art of versification; but then, he hae surpassed 
him in delionoy of antivo, in the ologant turn of his compliments, 
in tendornoss of wontimont, and in richnoss of fnnoy. 

H.—Yea—in these respeots Pope goes beyond his master, for 
Dryden nevor drow a tear, and ho has not much ſaney. But 
he had a fer more vigorous understanding, n better car, and 
a grontor command of tho mechanism of his art. Ilo expressed 
himself with suoh freedom in verse, that he seemed to find it 
almost as onsy to connect rhyme with reason—~to argue a grave 
question in metro~~na to aupport an unfettered private converan~ 
tion in familiar proac, Drydon is now not populnly read, but 
pootical atudents always fool thomsolves’ refroshed by « peruanl 
of his manly, fros, and thoroughly English vorscs, And his 
prose too—why it is the hest in the language—n perfect modal 
for the student in Lnglish composition—so idiomatioal and un» 
affected, so clonr, ao fluent, ma spirited, and varied, and some. 
times nleo ao attikingly pioturesguo. Did-you, over read this 
pasengo P—nona bub « post could have written it, 


Tt wos on that momorabla day In tho firat aummor of tho lato war, 
whon owe navy ongagad tho Fronch; a day wharoln tho two moxt mighty 
and boat appolntoil fleets whioh any ago had ever aoon, dlaputed the com- 
mand af tho greater half-af te globe, the contmerco af natlons, and the riches 
yf the wniveree, While those vast flanting hodlew on ecithar sido, moved 
against onvh othor in parallel Hines, and our sountsymen, wndor the happy 
oonduot of hia Royal Uighnoss, wont bronking, by Hitle and little, into the 
ino of tha onomy ; dia nolsa gf tha cannon from both navies raaohed our 
cars about the olty? ao lliat qll men, bolng alarmod with St, and in dreadful 
suaponce of tha event, which thoy knew was then deciding, every ena wont fol- 
towing tho sound as hie fanoy led Aims and loaving tho town abnont empty 
some took towarda tho park, some oroga tho river, othoragglown It; all ssok~ 
ing tho nolss in the dopth of alfonce, Amongat the roat, 1 wax the fortune 
of Dugonlus, Crites, Liaodolus, and Nonndor, to be in company togothor? 
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three of those persona whom thelr wit and quality have made known to all 
tho town, and whom I chose to hie under theuo horrowoil namos, that 
thoy may not auſſer by ao il] arelntion ag I am golny to make of thelr die. 
oonrso. 

Taking then o barge, which a aorvant of Lisedelus had provided for 
thom, thoy niade haste to shoot the bridge, and fe behind thom that grea 
fall of watera which hindered dhem fram hee ing what thoy doetrads ator 
whioh, having disengaged themselves fram many vowacla whioh rode nt ans 
chor in tho Thames, and almoat blookad up the pauaage towards Ghoonwieh, 
they ordered the watermon to Je? fall thelr aura more gently 1 aud then, every 
ono favoring his own eur loali with a sirtet atlence, tt was not long ore they 
porcelved the aly to break about them Uke the noie of dixtant under, ov of 
awallows Ina chimneys tore Métle waduladions of sound, though almost vt 
nishing befae dey receh them, yot still aaoming to relaln somewhat of thelr 
frat horror whioh thoy had betwixt tho fleots, After they had Attontively 
Histoned Ul auoh Umo as by Utele and Uitle Oe sound went from thom: Boe 
goning, lifting up his land, and taking notleo of fl, wan the frat who con. 
gratulated to tho roat (hat happy omen of aur nation's victory: addings 
that wo hind fut Uris to doafo in confirmation of it, hut wo might hoar no 
mora of that nolse whick wat now toaving the English constomDrydon's Lissay 
on Dramatto Poesy. 

I.~-Yos, this is thoroughly good Jinglieh campouition, and 
to spenls candidly, it shows more imagination than I gave Dryden 
oredit for, : 

H.Prydon is too much negleotod in those times, ‘The Eng. 
lish have renson to bo proud of him, 

TamPopo was n groat writer too, but he sudly plundered his 
master, What barefaced plugtarisms—what servile echocs are 
these | 

Happy who in hie vorao gan justly stoor, 


From grave to gay from lively to vovoru. 
Drydew * 


a 





Tiappily t ator, 
From grave to gay from Hyely to severe, 
Pope. 
For truth had auoh a ſaod und auoh a mion 
Aa to be loved neads only lo bo soon, 
Diyden, 
Vioo jy a monator of auoh frightſul mion, 


Ag to bo hated noods but to be soon, 
Popes 
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Tia holug devout al play, wise ata ball 
Or Ininging wit and frlondship to Whitehall, 


Dryden. 
Mat at a fox-olinso, wise at n debate 
Diunk aba borough, olvil at n hall, 
Friendly at Naoknoy, faithlogs at Whitehall, 

Pope. 
Fox who cat rail ao long as ho con sloop % 

Dryden, 
For who can rail so long as they can write? 

Pope 
And Heaven had wanted one frmortal aong, 

Dryden, 
‘The world hal wanted many an idle song. 

Pa 


‘To heave the atone againat the rising monnt, 

Which, wegod and Inbored and foroed up with pain, 

Reooils, ond olla impettous down, and amokes along the plain, 
Dryden, 

With many a weary atop, and many a gyoans 

Up the high hill he hoavos a huge round stone, 

The hugo round along reaulling with a bound 

Thundera, linpoluoua down, aud amokos along tho grounid, 


Popes 
And ronnd him the plenaod audionds olapped thelr wings. 

Dryilon. 
Anut all tho nortal audlonoo olap tholr vlugs. 

Popo. 
So the falae splcter, when hor neta aro aprend 
Deop ambushorl In hor allont don down lio, 
And fouls far off the trumbling of hor thread. 
Whore Mimy cord should bluid the straggling fy. 

Dryden, 
‘Tho apider'a touch, so exquisitely fino, 
Foote nt onch throad and ives along the Ino, 

Poy. 
So atanda the Thraciau hordaman with his spear 
Full in the gap, and Aopes Wa hunted bear, 

Dryden. 


Thg pationt Ashor takes his allont stand, 
Tnf@nt, his anglo trombling in hig hand, 
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With looka unmoved, he hopes the sealy breedt, 


Aud oyes the danging cork and bending roed, 
Popa. 


T.-—Those last four lines are highly picturcxque aud plea 
IL—They are so—but let mo goon, * 


Dissombling aleop, anil wate) fi) to bohay 
With inward ago ho meditatea his oy. 


Dryden, 
Tesolved to win, he meditatoa the way 
By forco to ravieh, or by hand betray. 

Pope. 
Thoy neither aro, nor were, nor o’er oan be, 

Deuden. 
Whoovor thinks a ſaultloas plooo to ace 
Thinks what no’ar was, nor le, nor o’or shall te, 

Pops 
Who dios to-day, and will ar long be ao 
As ho who dlod a thousand yous ago, ‘4 

Drydlon. 
And whon I dio be sifte you lot mo know. 
Great Homer died a thousand years ago. 

Pope, 
And whoo imprisoned in go awoot a ono 
A soul might well be plonsod to pags an age, 

Dryden, 
Most souls ‘tis tino but poop out onde an age,» 
Dull sullen prigonora In the bady’a onga. 

Pope, 
But far more numerous wat tho hard of aueh, 
Who think too Hitle o1 who talk too much. 

Di yateny 
Aliko in ignorange, his roagon auch 
‘Whethor ho thinks too little or too much. 

’ Pope, * 

Avoid oxtromen, and slum to fuult of auch, 
‘Who still aro ploasad too Hétle or too muoh, 

Pope, 


Short is tho data of nll Immaderato ſamo. 
Pa Dryden. 
Shortis tho dato, alas! of modorn rhymes,” 
Pope. # 
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Let honor and proforment go fur gold, 
But gloriona boauty tey't to be sold, 


Dn yden 
Judgea and Senates have hoon bought for gold, 
Naloom and Jove are never to bo aulil. 

Pow! 
Never dehuuu youself hy traachovens ways, 
Nor by auch abject methods wevk for praiay. 

Dryden 
‘Yo what base arta, and hy what abjoot ways, 
Avo mortals urged Unough snorod luat of pralao. 

Popa, 
Let mighty Sponsor value hla reverend head, 
Cowloy and Donhan atart up from tho dead, 

Diyders 
Nay, should groat omer roar his veverond head 
Zollus himaolf would start up from the doad. 

Pope, 


I could casily incrense the number of these speoimens of Pope's 
pilferings after a vory slight scavoh, bu these ns you aoo I oun, 
either call to my remembrance, or tun Lo at once. 

L—Dr, Josoph Warton instences no lesa than soven differant 
lines in the single poom of JVoiva to Abelard ns thefts from yoi- 
ous parts, of Drydon’s works, 

O nana forever wad, for oyor dont 

Now warin ty love now whthorlng fn my Lloom— 
*CQurud on all Inwa but thoao whieh love hae mado— 

And paradlao was opened in the wild— 

Thy oyos dl Mad a roconalling ray 

And love the offendor, yal deteat the oftnea— 

Toomo, I come, proparo your roxualo howors, 


Warton doos not rofor us to tho corroaponding pasangea in 
Dryden, but I think I rocolleot them with tolerable oxuctnees, 


O day for ever sad, for over cloar— 
Now warm Iu loyo now withoring in dhe grave · 
And awn na lowe but thor which love ordatns— 
And parnillao was opened in Ade Sica * 
Ts oyos dilluaad a venerable graro— 
She hugged the ofeudar and forgave the alfenea-~ 
Toomo whihout dolay,—-I eomo 

w 
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One or two af your own quotations, H—, are fram the dr of 
Poetry, ranslated by Dryden from Boileau, and asevernl, if 1 am 
not mistaken, are from the /seay on Satire, by John Sheflield, 
Duke of Buckinghamshire. Tho noble poet Inid claim to the 
latter production, though it is now usually printed amongst tho 
waks of Dryden, ‘Lhe translation from Boileau wor partly Sir 
William Soame’s. 

IL—Uhe general impresaion on the first appearance of the Bea 
say on Satire, J believe, was tint ib was orighilly written by tho 
Duke of Buckinghamshire, but that it wat much altered and 
improved by Dryden, whose strong hand may somotimes, I think, 
he protty distinally recognized. Hullum, however, naserts that 
Dryden had nothing to do with it, n conclusion al which he 
nvrives from the character of the poem. Dryden was waylnid 
and benton for some allusions in the Jxsay to the Itarl of Rox 
chester and the Duchess of Portainauth, 

lu Che Duke af Yuokinghamehire was arid to have been 
very proud of tho poom, and perhaps you remember his couplet 
in his Lssay on Poetry, in which he says of Dryden, 


Though praised and benten for another's rhymes, 
THis own deserve a8 great applause somotines. 


IL.—U'he whole of that lost line ls rich—but the qualifying 
expression of sometimes is particularly oumicnl | Dryden while 
praising Sheffield so extravaguntly, in tho dedicution of the Anois 
lalcos caro vory slyly lo roliove himaolf from all claim to the Be. 
say on Poetry. Your Essny on Poetry, which was published 
without a name, and of whieh C war not honoved with the confi. 
dence, 1 vead over and over with much delight ond, as much 
instruction.” ‘Dryden is not only to be traced in tha Zssay on 
Satiro, from which J have taken only tivo specimens, but is acen 
to strike out some sparkles of his own in the translation from 
Boileau, which he also corrected and altored with greut feedom, 
T have made but three quotations from it, On tho shelf behind 
you ia a copy of Shefiokl, IL should like to see tha context of 
the couplet quoted, 
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L--This is odd enough. ‘The couplet is reforred to by John. 
gon in his life of Drydon, ns from the art of Poetey Wy Shel 
field. Shefttokl's poom is cnlitled da Lssay on Poetry; I con. 
not find the couplet, 

IL—Perhapa Shefleld was luughotl at for his presumption, 
and was induced to drop tho lines out of the later editions of 
the poem. : 

I.AI see that he has rt wllevents kept a couplet, with tho 
samo concluding words, 


Ma not a flash of ſanoy, which sometimes, 
Dazzling owe mines, cots oll’ the slightout rhymes. 


Popo had a passage of Shoflicld's in his mind whon he wrote 
his well-known couplet— 


Whoover (inks 4 laultloas pleco to aoe 
Thinks what netor waa, nor fs, nor efor ahall be, 


IIoxo ate Sheflick’s lines— a 


. Nojoot that vulgar error (which appenrs & 
So fale) of innking porfuct charactors 5 
There's no such (hing fn nature, aud you'll draw 
A fanldosa monster which the world no'ar say, 


H.—-Dr, dolmaon traces the faulélese monster to Sogligor. 
But, to roturn to Pope; he oven plunders the prose of Dryden, 
and turns ft into verso. 

: Ho ta a Jovelior in pootry ; le ereepe mang with ten Wee wore in every 
Hue, and helpa out hla numbora with for, fo, and ado, and all tho pretty 
eaplotives ho onn fhid.Drydon. * 


. While oxplotives thelr foablo aid do Join 
And tan low words oft oroop in ono aut) Uno.-a· Pope, 


Good sonao and good nature aro novor agparatod—Drydon. 
Good nature and geod aonao must over Jotin—Pope. 

LTo apite of tha objeations which lieve heen made ta ma. 
nosyllabie lines, it would bo anay to show thatit is wrong Uo reject 
them altogether, Pope himaelſ has somo spirited linos made tp 
of single and independent ayllables, ‘ 
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Ah come not, writo nol, think not ance of mol 
No, fly mo, fly me, far as pola fram polo! 


And what foreo and what expansive menning Ins that line in 
Milton— 
Rooks, anvea, lnkes, dons, hogs, fons, and shades of death, 


Wordsworth in a letter to Scott, snys—"T admire Drydon’s 
talents and genius highly—but his i js notin poctical genius.” Can 
any onoread oven the prose pasange, which wo rend just now, and 
doubt that Drydon wns a true poet? Look at his Fables from 
Chaucer and Boccaccio, written in his extremcold ago, too, and 
with the bayonet of necessity at his back.” Ho is said to 
have done injustice to Chaucar on the whole, but soveral of hig 
lines avo unquestionably improvements on tho original. I cont 
rosisi tho pleasuro of reading a pnssnge from his Preface to the 
Fablos, in which he alludes so pleasantly and gracofully to his 
old ago. Opio, tho paiptor, used to say that it wos 0 ynistnko to 
suppose that people went on improving to tho last, in any 4 
or profession; nocortling to him, they put their best though 
jnto thoir fist works, and what they gain afterwards in correct. 
ness and refinement, they loge in originality and vigor, Dryden 
presents an instance Co the contrary. 

Chaucor {an you hayo formerly buon told hy our loarnad Mr. Rymer) 
frat adornoil and amplified our harvon longno from the Provonenl, which 
was thon the noal polshod of all tho moiorn Janguages; Jt thls suljoot 
haw boon ooploualy trontod hy that gront arltic, who dexorven no IUlo com. 
mondation from us, hle connirymon, Vor thoro reasons of tine, and ro - 
somblanco of genius in Chaypor and Boooncala, [ rorolved ta join thom in 
my prosont work; to whieh T have added some arlginnl papers of my owns 
which, whathor thoy aro aqual or inforlor lo my other pounia, am author fs 
tha moat improper Judges and, thorafora, T leave them wholly to the moroy 
of the reader. I will hopa tho boat, that they will not bo condemned y but 
if thoy should, I have tho uxouss of an old gontloman, who mounting on 
Horaoback hoſoro somo lad{es, whon I was prosent, got up somewhat hen 
vily, but denitod of tho ſair spootatora, Lint thoy would count fourscora ant 
Sight befora thoy judgod him. By tho morey of God, J am already come 
within twonty yeara of his numbor, a orlpplo in my Himbay bul what do 
cays mo in my mind, the reader mual dotormluo, I Uhink inyself an vigorous 
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ns over in the faaultles of my gon}, excepting only my memory, which is 
not Impahed to any great degree; and if [ lose not moro of it, T have 
no grent 1enson to complain, What judgment 1 had, inovoases rather than 
diminishes; and thoughts, such an they arc, como crowding {1 ao fist upon 
me, that my only diflantty fa to choose or to reject) to run thom into 
voido, or to giva them the other harmony of prose, I have ao Jong studied 
and practised both, thal they are grown into a habit, and hocome fimiliny 
tomo, In short, hough I may lawfully claim some part of the old gontle~ 
maa oxouso, yot J wlah to preagye it ull I think 1 havo gioator nosed, 
andask no giains of allawance for tho faults of thie my prosont work, but 
(hose whioh aro given of oomso to human frailty, 


Lot us now look ata epecimen or tive of the poetical fiuita of 
Diyden’s green old ogo. Hore is a passage from Palemon and 
Areite, Tho words flowery green in tho fourth line are vague, 
and nol thorefore so good as the original— 


‘Vhan fm the Hly on lle etalkie groon, 


Butgporo is q, beautiful litle picture, not in Chanoor ; it is 
Dryden’s own— 


At ovory turn, sho made a little etand, 
Ant thrust among the thomne hor HNy hand, 
‘Yo draw tho roao. 


* 


In ronding Hunt's Rimint, I havo ofton beon rominded of Dry- 
don’s Fables from Ohaucer, He hos evidently atudiod Dryden’s 
manner, and appreciatod his varied vorsifloation. In imitating its 
caso and freedom, ho Ins occasionally gono a stop too ſar, and 
fallon into unpleasant roughnosses, But I am keoping you from 
my apeolmon of Pryden 

Thur yony by yonr thoy pas, and day by day, 
. ‘TM, onoo, "twas on tho morn of choorfdl May, 
Tho young Femilla, falior to bo noon * 
Than tho fale lily on the flowory groon ; 
Moro frosh than May horaclf tn bloasoms now, 
For with tho roay colour strove hor huo, 
Wak'd, aa hor custom was, bofore the dny, 
‘To do obacrvance duo to sprightly May ; 
For sprightly May commands our youth to koop 
‘Tho vigils of hor night, and bronks tholr sluggard sleep; 
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Each gentle Incaat with kindly waunth she moves; 

Tuapirea new ſtamos, vovives oxtinguinhed loves, 

Tn this reomominanee Minily, ee day, 

Arono and dreaacul herself jn yich arvay / 

Fresh aa the month, and as tho mening ſalr, 

Adown her shoulders fell her length of hairs 

A vibband did tho bratded treauen bind, 

‘The veal was loose, and wanton'd in the wind: 

Awora had but newly clny’d the night, 

And purplud o'er the vky with blushing light, 

When to the gardon walk aha took her way, 

Vo sport and irlp ntong in coul of day, 

And offs maiden vows in honour of the May. 
At every turn, she made a Utils stand, 

And thrust among the thorns her lily hand 

To draw the rose} nnd ovory roao whe chew, 

Sho shook the etalk, and bruahad away tho dew: 

‘Then purly-colour'd tlowers of white and vod 

Sho wove, to make a garland for her head s 

Thi done, sho ying and carol out ao lvar, 

That mon and angola might rejoled lo hears 

ſer'n wondering Philontel forgot ta abig, 

And leatn’d fom her te woleome in the Spring, 

The tower, of which before way mention made, 

Within whose keep tho vaptivo knights were laid, 

Built of a large extent, and wtrong withal, 

‘Was one partition of tho palacy walls 

‘Tho garden was onolos'd within the eystave, 

Whore young Enmllla took hor morning age. 


Hore is anothor specimen of Dryden's moult ſurolhlo manner 
the last and boat couplot is not in Chaucer, 


Whon Arolto waa lo Thebou retuin'd again, 
‘ho loss of hor ho loy'd ronow'd hit pain; 
What‘could ho worse, than nover moxo to avo 
Llis Ufa, his soul, his chaning Emily ? 

Jo ray'd with all tho madnose of deapalr, 

Ho ronr'd, ho bont hia bronat, ho tore hf hair, 
Dry sorrow in hia stupld ayes unpoure, 

Yor, wandng nourlahmont, ha wanted toars + 
Tfis oyo-batle in thelr hollow aookols alnk + 
Bereft of eleap, he loaths his ment and drink + 
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dle withers at his heart, and looks as wan 
ds the pale spectro of @moda'd man: 


Tecan hardly come to a stop, One more pasange I musé give you. 


The alnyer of himself yot aaw 1 there, 

Tha gore congeal'd was clotted in la hater 

With eyau hall’ olowd and gaping mouth he lay, 
Ani rin, ag when he breatlia tide sutton soul audy. 
In midst af all the dome, Misfortune ante, 

And gloomy Discontont, and fell Debato, 

And Madmss, laughing in his te ful moods 

And arm'd Complaint on Thott; and ortos of Blood. 


L~~The fourth is a noble line, and every word of it Dryden's; 
tho lnat lino but ono is very atriking. It is old Chaucer's u little 
aitered. Gray has atolen it— 
And moody madness laughing will, 
Atidut severest wae, 

Chaucer's words ure— 
Yet saw I wooduoaau langhing fh hin rugo. 


II.-Popo in his versions of Chaucor caught something of 
Dryden’s freedom of versificntion, Perhaps tho oritios of this 
day are disposed to underrate Popo, He had a favorite see-aaw 
syatem of veraificntion, which hea led many readers to tun away 
in disguat from possngoa that are parleotly ntmirablo, in evory 
thing but in tho arrangement of tho omaural pausos - 


‘But anxious earex | Ute potsive nymph oppreen'd, 
And nooret pars | fons laliour'd in lier breaat, 
Not youthful kinga | in battle avized alivo, 

Not woornMil vie | gina who their charms aarvive, 
Not ardout lov | ora robb'd of all thoir dlivs, 
Not anoiont Ja | dles whon refused a kisa? 

Not tyrants floras | that unropouting dio, 

Not Cynttda | whon hor mantun's pinned awry, 
Peor felt augh rego, | rosentinent, and dospih, 

As thon, and vir | gin! for thy ravishod halt. 


In--Of this sort of atyle Popa's own couplet in ridioulo of 
tasteless gardening, may fairly Lo used ne np iuatzations~ ~ 
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Grove noda at grove, cach alley has ita brother, 
And half the platform just vefleote the other, 


U.At is full time tondjourn, or I think wo should have dons 
well to Lurn to a consideration of Pupe’s better qualities, With 
all his faults, he ix a wonderfully fino writer, and hus many pas. 
sages of surpassing excellence, Ilis Rape of the [Lock is tho 
most exquisite hing of (he kind that was ever written, 


— 


No, XVII. 





SIR WALTER SCOTT AND LORD BYRON, 

H.—Scott and Byron used to display thnt sort of inverted 
mabition to be regarded rather as private gentlemen thin as mon 
of lettors, which go disguated Voltaire with Congrove. In Byron, 
much of this was, of cautse, sheor ailvctation, but Seutt, I think 
always said what he thought, and no more, To was not like 
Byron—sophisticnted,—but an honest, atraightorward, healthy. 
hearted follow. 

Ta—Your praize of Scott requires some qualifleation, Tis life 
by Lockhart has rather lowered him in the oulimulion of many, 
while that of Byron, by Moore, hes mollified the prajudices of 
gomo rendors, aud greutly raised the admiration of othera, Who 
Scott's son-in-law lot the world discover that the author of M7 
verlay and the Lay of the Laat Minstrel wos u worldly«minded 
man, oovolous of yollow dirt and polly municipal distinctions 
whon tho unhappy trade-partnorehip—tho speculation in types 
and papor—was exposed in all ils dotnila, aud it was discovered, 
hy Scott's own lotlora, how ho had wheedlod frionds and strangota 
into the employment of his own printing press, undor the im- 
pression that they wore seconding his diainloxoalod regard for the 
prosperity of other mon—whon his deliberate fulachoods reapact- 
ing the authorship of the Scotch Novole, roitorntad verbally and 
in wriling for so many years, wore carefully collooted and record. 
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od in print—when it was clearly shown that those falachooda 
wore not prompted by auy pressing neocssity or strong tompta. 
tion, but wore resorted to for the gratificution of an idle whim— 
when Lockhart (oh | save us from our friends !) discovered for 
us theso apots in tho aun, it wna no longer gazod,upon wilh the 
fecling of idolatry which it formerly exoited, 

IL—~A faw silly sentimentalists and puitanioal onsnists may 
havo been yomewhint shocked by thogo revelations, but J oannot 
peliove that men of aense, ar the majority of Lookhart’s readoxs, 
have thought less respectfully of Scott's charnoter, becnuso he 
looked to the main chance, for the auke of his family, and myati- 
fied hia frionds and the public respecting a secret which he was 
fully privileged to preserve, It is oleny, thnt no man had a right 
to foreo this secyot from him, To deny to on anonymous 
author tho power to givo a blinding negative, when postored by 
impertinent, ouriosity, with respeat to the paternity of hia 
produotiona, would bo tantamount to declaring that all aeoreoy in 
mattors litorary fa unlawful, Speech would then betray, and 
“silonco give consent,” 

Lx~This 1s a vory imporfoot sort of morality, If a ffinn 
might lio for the gratification of a moro whim, it would bo onay 
to justify fnlschoods promptad by moro doricus odoarions. Pho 
only safe rule is to allo to truth under all clhouthstineds, and 
not to indulge in exceptions, If morality will glvo a man om 
inch, ho will take an cll. 

‘HI do not with to appear either paradoxical or immoral, 
but 1 onnnot holp remarking that in morality, agin other scionees, 
there is nv rule without excoptione, 

LL will montion two, Wo should abynys nilhoro to truth, 
We should do unto othora ng wo would they should do unto us, 

H.—These examples are against you, All notions, civilized 
and savage, lave sanctioned deceit and falsehood undor certain 
ciroumatancea, Who ever objected to atratagems and misropra- 
sentations in war? Do you think my Brilish offloer dooms him. 
solf guilty of a orime, if, whon taken prisoner, ho gives a filo 
account to the onomy of the atrongth and position: of hig own 

x 
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countrymen ? Would any one npplaud him it he wore to tell tho 
truth, and sacrifice the cause of his country? Ae in public liſo, 
xo in private, Suppose o gang of asansaina were nt your door, 
about to entor your house, with the avowed intention of mur. 
dorng your wifo and child, and that you knew you could only 
save their lives by a falschood—suoh as the nssertion that 9 
‘company of suldiors or a body of policemen wore in tho back 
gardon—vould you hesitate? Or would you, by oxprossive 
silenco, on being cross-queationed, or by 1 revelation of tho 
plain truth, lot tho asenasing mnderstand, thal they might sot 
about their bloody worl in perfect safety ? 

T—You put oxtromo cnses—suoh na will nt all events bo of no 
service to Walter Soott-—and, alrong ns thoy may aoem, Lhoy will 
not overthrow my position, It isnot what some mon do, or would 
do, but what ia right and what is wrong, that is the question, I 
agreo with you that almoat any officer in the condition you aponk 
of would sin againat (he truth; and I nm quite roady to admit 
that, to saye tho lives of wife and child from tho neanssin’s Inifo, 
I should not myaolf hositate a moment to fighton him with a 
false roport, But novertheleas all fuleehood ie ovil, and the 
question atill rectus, whether we may do avil for tho sako of 
good, I think not; and the {aot that men do so continually 
aud readily, and without compunction, ia no argument whatever 

.ugninat the general principle. 

H.—An impracticable rule is no rule. In thia life it would 
bo absolutely impossible Lo carry out nno-exception rule, Bosidaa, 
it is not the rulo but tha ond for which n rulo is mado, that ia of ; 
importance in morality a in oviticiam— 

If whore the vulos not far cnough oxtend, ' 
(Sire rules were made but to promate their end) 


Some lucky lloonao anawors fo tho ful} 
‘Tho ond propaaed, that Heonge la a rule. 


a 


I gront that if folechood wore gonoral—if it had no cheok—all 
confidence would bo at an ond, socioty would bo reduced ton atate 
of anarchy, and tho bost men would Joso all solf-reapeat and coax 
{o aim at the love and admiration of their fellow-mon, ‘Thove la 
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no question, therefore, that fulechood should be cheokod as much 
as possible, No onc doubts thut it is on ovil in itself, ‘There are, 
however, many moral as well as physical evils which we hate and 
avoid on all ordinary occasions, but to which we are compelled to 
yield in sudden and great emeigencies, IIuman life will not admit 
of the applicution of moral rules that have tho fisid exnctitude 
of mathematical axioms, Tvery page of the history of mankind 
ſurnisltos an illustration of this fact. 

L.-No tomparary inconvoniences or ovils oan alter tho hature 
of an elornal truth; nor oan the natural weakness of man, 
though it may form some excuse for his occasional infraction of 
the rule of right, oflord the slightest argument against the rule 
itsolf. By the way, you have not noticed the second moral rulo 
—that wo shonld do unto others as wo would wish them to do 
unto us—a divine and moat comprehensive luw. Vo mo it scoms 
absolutely perfect, 

H.—All Inwe—aven divino Jaws, whon Inid down in human 
Janguago--seam to want porfeotion, This law, for example, if 
understood literally, might justify crimo, Ono raecal might say 
to another, I will do to you, my brother, whnt I wish you toda 
to me. I will help you to fill your purse with anothor man’s gold. 

L,-This ia more aophistry and quite unworthy of you, 

H—You are right, Le, I plead guilty, Tho faat is, we are 
losing aight of the litorary branch of our disouasion, and I wish 
to retum fo it, ar I would nat havo atartlod you with ao poor A 
quibble. I wish to talk over with you what I concaive to be the 
orronoous viows of Seolt and Byron, rorpecting the supposed 
Hon-Importance of Literature, Byron weod to endeavour to por» 
aundo hig frionds thet ho was proudor of boing a good awimmer 
and a good shot with a piatol, than of boing the most popular 
poet of the time ; and Scott soomed to think more of the dignity 
of Sheriff, than of the glory of the authorship of the Waverley 
Novels, Scott wos sincore in his professions—but, though he 
monnt not to docaive others, he suroly decsived himself, If he 
had examined his own haart a littl moro olosely, he would: have 

‘ed his mistake, 
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Ia—~Pahups both poeta were sincere ‘to a ovitain extont— 
Scott more so than Byron—but I can ousily believo that even Byron 
was anxious to be regarded as xomothing else and better than 
a mere author, In his thirst for applause, he sought goldon 
opinions from all sorts of men, and wished lo hu supposed to 
monopolize all manly and noble qualities. It would not do for him, 
with his high aistoointic pretensions, to bo confounded with the 
gangs of Grub-Streot, ITs wmbition was not lo be a most dia. 
tinguished poet only, bub to hold his place a6 a conapicuous 
jndividual—the obav ved of all obyerver#—in private and miscel. 
Inneous sociely—and amongal those clusaes of men who onre 
litle for intelleatual greatnoss, 

H.Tho lovers of Literature owe to thoxe eminent authors 
something of a grudge for thus diadaining the menns by which 
thoy fixed upon thomeclves tho eyos of uations, and securad for 
themeolyes an immortality. Lord Byron might huve wttributed, 
somo portion of the personal rospool ho mob with in society ta 
his ttle and to his physical uchievamonts ; bul I confous thot it 
is a puzzle how Beotl, a plain country gontloman, who wae 10, 
coived wilh auch extraordinary honors, by Kings and Prinoos, and 
crowded theatioy, should have fuilod to soo that he owod hia 
grentness exelnuively to literary famo, and that mankind, nt nll 
events, differed widely fom himeolf in tholr ostimate of the dig. 
nity und the imporlanso of Titerature, aomparod with ull the orli. 
nary avooations and praotionl dotails of private or publio lif 
But ho wos a throughly manly and modast-mindod person; and. 
probtblyy he wilfully closed his oyos to n truth that he feared 
might xomowhet turn his hond. [lis unaffected simplicity-of. . 
charactoy—his absence of all pretonsion—his onsy ſomiliovity 
with tho poo—#he mannér in which ho presorverl lls carliost and 
humbloat frionds to his Intest day, when all Zurops almost idolized: 
his name, ant hia oqual oonduol in prosperity and ndvorulty, 
pregont a rave and beautiful instance of a heart and mind trols 
toad by thoso influencos which subjeot all ordinary men to a. 
trinl almoat too severe for poorstwouk, human natura, Never: 
was a popular wriler so utterly free from nll vanity or onyy. 
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Mig warm and enger admiration of Byron's poetry, whon‘he folt 
that it throw his own into (he shude, is a delightful iluatation 
of the disintorertedness and nobility of his nature, 

L—Oh yes—take him forall in all—this century hos nat pro- 
duced his fellow, though he had some defects, both ng an indivi. 
dual and as an author; and I camnot help aujithg 80, for I am 
nothing if not oritionl. As a Novelist he is first in tho fust olas. 
Ho does not display perhaps so much knowlodgs of life and 
nature ag Fielding, nov hus he the grace and finish of Goldsmith : 
but he hag infinitely more invention than olthery.and in the 
power of poetical desoription in prose he loaves them both far 
behind, though Goldsmith beats him in verso. Bulwer has tried 
hard to poraunde the world that Scott was a botter Poot than 
Novolist, Has jenlousy blinded lis judgmont? Was the wish 
fathor to the thought? 

II.-Soott vory happily hit tho tasto of the timo with his 
metrical xomancos, or rathor, I should say, he producod « plensant 
novelty, such as was sure to auooood for n cortain time in almost 
ny age. His animated talos, in amooth and onay verse, wera road 
with ongernoss aud plowsure by vast multitudes, who Yad.ngmore 
toate for pure poolry than Boutham or Mill ox Macoullooliss: It 
was tho story thoy dovouyed, not thodmageryss but thoy, 110 
doubt Hattered thomeclyes that they,; wore Appraginting sn poot 
when they wero marely enjoying tho gonins of a good story. 
tollor, who had chosen to givo hie narratives in vorse inetond of 
prozo. In thesame way many prosaic soul road Crabbo’s ‘Talos, 
and fanoy they hava a taste for pootry. But the tiue lover of 
pootry cares comparatively Httlo for the moro norative, nnd 
dwells with novor-antlated delight on thos lines and images 
which aye the concentration of truth, and the ombodiment of the 
soul of beauty, 

Le—~Just so, But the ordinary vendor of a vorsified romance 
is satlefled when he was gono through the story. Ho then closes 
the book, and, being familiar with the incidonts, has no tomptas 
tion to return to it, But it is tho peculiar priviloge of poptay to 
pregent a fonst "whore no orude aurfolt rolgns,” eto, orgate, an, 
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appelite which grows with what it fecds on. We seldom roturn 
to prose works once fairly vond through, and when we do go, it is 
rather to refresh the memory, than to renew our delight, But wa 
go over fnvourite poems till wo have lhom by heart, und repeat thom 
a thousand, times, and love and enjoy them the mara at every 
ropetition, Thero isa preciousneas in tho very words-hallowad 
as thoy aro by a kind of inepiration, In other ſorms of litera 
ture, wo caro less for the words because the words are less snayod 
—~lese happily choson, and are not xo essentiully connected with 
denrly Weasured Choughts or images. acts and senumonts of 9 
prosaic and utiliarian nature, however valuable in themselves, 
do not at onoo recoive and rofleot a charm from the words in 
which they avo enshvined, na is the case with poctical truths, 
Thoy aro not marricd, and admit of an ensy separation, 

H.—If Scott was not a gront poot, he was nt loast a great 
writer of some sort. ‘Thera is somothing Shaksperian almost in 
the faculty with which ho cronted in hfa works so many new andi 
striking charactora—such aa can nover pres wholly from the 
mind, Our friend A——~ maintains that he had neithor wit nor 
humow, and oxpresees his diggust at somo of tha clumsy would. 
be-witty introductions to tho Novels. I do not think we can dony 
the possossion of true humour to the orentor of Baillic Nichol 
Jaryio and Dominio Sampaon, but cortainly he had Itllo or no 
wit, and perhaps oven his humour too often turned rather on 
peoulfaritios of phrago than traits of charactor, 

LHe is vastly inforioy to Shakaponro, innsmuch as his 
charnotors ara more oxtornal, local, nnd convontional than thoso 
of our groat dvamatiat. I wish there was not such 9 habit 
amongst critics of comparing overy successful writer with the; 
Broatostintelloot that the world hag yet produced or porhaps over 
will. Thus Scott himsolf, the poorest of critles, calla Joanna 
Baillic, tho famale Shakspenre, What oritical blnaphomy | She 
hing many and undontnble merits, but yot {t is oruel to dom. 
pare her with the groatost Dramntiat, porhaps tho greatest gontua, 
that the world has yet produced, Soott waa nothing as a writer 
when ho laid aside the pnge of romance, Ilo was not a thinker, 
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T do not remember a singlo observation of his above the shocrost 
commonplace, 

H.—Cortninly his erltionl opinions are of little worth, His 
favorite poots were Dr, Johnson and Qrabbe, two of the moat 
prosnia of our vorzo wiitora, They are both vigorous and manly, 
but both deficiont in dolicncy of taste and high poetical imas 
ginalion. Crabbe is of tho earth enrthy, Ho addrosses himgolf 
chiefly to the memory of his rendore-but he doos not, like 
Rogora, give thom tho pleasures of memory but tho pains, Whon 
his poetry gives us back an imago of natwo—and it often 
doos so— j 


Tis Natura plotmen too aevoroly tune, 


Coleridge used to wonder how nny ono could call Crabbe rn 
post, as ho was absolutely wanting in the firat casentinls of 
pootic genius, and tho fnet recorded by Crabbo's son that 
his fathor nover gazed with pleasure gn t fino Iandsoapo, or 
felt tho onchantment of musio, aufficiontly shows that ho mistook 
His own nature whon he put his strong pain sonao and closo 
utilitarian observations into the form of vorso, Dr. Johnson had 
the anme dofoola, "He hud no senso of the harmony of sdimda 
or the loveliness of nature, His pootry, if it doasrvo tie anime, 
wos simply tho clear exprossion In compnot verse of tho mova 
ments of a vigorous understanding, His tmgody of Irene ts, 
porhaps, tho worat dvama thot was over wiitton— 
* Whoro paaalon aleops nnd doolamatlon roais. 
L.-Boott should nat havo publishod his JZalidon IHU, Tt dis- 
oaverad at onco how far lio was from Shakepenre, Tho dramn is 
porhups tho severost toat of the highost poctical génius, It roducod 
avon the vigorous Drydon into Insigniflonnce, Vulgar oritios 
thought Scott had only to put his novels into the Dramatic form 
to rival-—porhaps surpres—tho Princo of Dramatists, Tt wna a 
groas mistako. ‘To write a drama and to write a novel ard two 
very difforont taake, h 
H-Ovor-praigg is a oruol injury. It always proluoss w severe 
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rowvotion, Tat us not deal in ardoraus comparizons,” but give 
Soott oredit for the grentness thut was peoulinly his own, 
Tn—With all my heart. If we look bim not as tho Histo. 
rian, the Dramatis, or the Crilie, hut na a weiter of prose 
fictions, it is impossible not to wonder at the power nnd variety 
of his performances, It is, indeed, marvellous that guoh mag. 
nifigent works as Ivanhoe und Woodstock should lave boon 
produced with conse and rapidity in the midst of many deap” 
ansictics and the aentest bodily suflaing, We eannat praiso 
these works {oo highly, nor express too warm on admiration of 
the genina that produced them, so long 04 we alcer clear of un- 
suitable compnrigons. * 
H.-BStrango, indeod, that a man who onuld write auch books® 
should imagine that the routine of official duties or the labors of 
the mechanic surprss in utility or importanes the productions of 
goniust Not so thought any grent thinker of whom I have over 
hoard, He who'producas un immortal boule helps to mould, ngo’ 
after ago, the minds of millions of men, and neds something to” 
tho intellectual chnyacter of his country, Tho good that one” 
single individual con effect in n municipal pppointment, or in® 
auy trade or profession, or in private life, is pitifally loonl and 
linitod, if brought into comparison with tho effect of a angle 
good bool that has tuken its placo in the literatura of Ute country, 
‘What individual, Jet his profession, or affiga, or disposition bo" 
what {¢ may, oan Influence the anne numbtr of minds ten ano.’ 
cosaftl author? The alinoat lintitless effect of the Literaturd® ; 
ofa nation upon“its moral and intelleotinl charactor, Ja too 
vast tid palpable a foot to bo dentod hy the greatoat worshippors' ¢ 
of what aro called praotioal utilities, we ° 
L.~Soott and Byron wore disgusted with shallow protentlers’ ’ 
to literature and gonius, who gonerally give thomaolvos airs of: 
intolornble solf-conccit, Thoao ara doubtless n datestablogget ;” 
but it is absurd to underrate literature on their account. ‘Thay 
only prove its real dignity, by showing the impoasibijjty of suck’ | 
people over grasping its highest ‘honore, Wo might as wall, 
spouk with disgust and contempt of printing, when we seo n daub! « 
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upon a sign-post. Painting is a noble art, requiring high gonius 
for the allainment of oxcellonce in it. In proportion to tho dif. 
oulty and dignity of ‘haart are ifa numbors of more pretenders. 
But the failures of the crowd, instead of disgusting a great artist 
with his art, make him lovo and admire it tho moro, If oxcel- 
lenoo in it wore casior and less ruro, ho would conse to bo proud 
of his own labora, Whon wo find that almoat any ordiy 
tradesman oan do what he undertakes to do, and that almost all 
official and professional men get through tho dotails of thoix oftieg 
or profossion pretty amoothly, wo are not disposed to idolize 
them for their suoooas. 

Hee~When it was gonerally known that Scott was involyed 
in the failure of the Moasrs, Ballantyne and Company, ho woa 
overwhelmed with offera of money and appointments, ‘The 
Paymaster of the Forocs (Lord Jolin Russell) sent him a message 
to the elect that whatever sum would roliovo him from his 
emborragsmonts would he immediately agdvancodfrom tho roa. 
aury, A Govornment Stoamor was placed at his disposal”when, 
ho required 9 change of climate, Amongst other extraordi. 
nary kindnegsos, he received a magnificent anonymous offer of 
thirty thousand pounde; and a tonchor of the harp begged his 
acceptance of aix hundred pounde—the hard savings of years! 
Did Scott imagine all this enthusiasm and gratitude and gonerosity 
was oxcited by’ his character aa Shoriff? Could ho miatuko for 
a momong the univéranl Lecling, not towards 0 private Sootoli 
fentioman, who had beon unfortunate in his speculations, but 
towards the author of those works of fiction, founded in gonoral 
fruth, which had givon instruction and delight to countloss ronders, 
and which hud raiacd the charactor of tho national literature, and 
spread the author's name to all quarters of the globo? Could ho 
suppose that theye attentions would have boen patd him had he 
novewayritten poem or romances, though he had risen to the high« 
eat essiona distinction in law, polities, physio, or divinity, or 
had beon “ groatest printer or book-seller or ship-awyer or 
tallow-chandler in Europe? And sre all people in error who 
diaplay this fooling of gratitude and idolatry towards those men 
of genius whose “published labors” are an honor to tliolr country, 


v 
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and a rich Jegney to mankind? ‘Tho public know very well whut 
they are doing wlion they thus acknowledge the dignity anel 
importance of literature, and pay morg rospect to thelr Hhuke 
spenres ancl Miltons than to men who have morcly distinguished 
thomeclves in what is called tho practionl business of life, 

L.Alt ia a pity that such mon as Scott and Byron should 
fish weapons to onvious duncea with which to assault their 
superiors, England hns already sufticiently diegracod horsolf 
by her ingratitude towards too muny of her intellectual bene- 
factors, suffering them to starve to death and then prondly 
honoring their graves—granting them 1 monumental stone in 
reply to thelr petition for bread, Wo have something to lourn from 
the Fronch in this respect, ‘They do not postpono their offerings 
to genius until it {s insensible of them. During the luat lnlf 
contury thore has beon a manifest change for tho bottor in the 
conduot of the British people cowards such of their countrymen 
as are distinguished fox gonius in literature and sciencu--Ling 
thore js still preat room for improvement, and such ſulao nnd 
traitorous depreviation of their own literary pursuits aa Scott and 
Byron were guilty of, ia caloulated to throw the crowd brok ugulu 
into their former indiferenca towards contemporary yenina, 

H.AI would remind the “ praatical” men of David Home's tri- 
bute to the diguity of letters. tueli aauperlarity,” wuld le “hava 
tho pursuits of literature over all others, thuteven he who atlaing 
but a mediocrity in them marita praise above thoxe who mont 
oxool in the common or vulgar profestions,” I helieve I give 
very nearly his exact words, though I quote from memory, 

Lf would add to Hume's tribute to literature in generat 
that of Burke to poetry: Pootry,” said he, “ia the, study of 
human nature; hnd as this is the frat object of philosuphy, poetry 
will always rank fiet amongst hutnan compositions,” 

H.~Beforo wo part, let mo read you an autograph lottys from 
Scott toa Mr, Archibald Park, the brother of tho celobratOt trae 
vellor, It is a ploasing addition to tho mony records of Scott's 
Kindnoases in private life. It shows, too, not ouly his good na- 
ture, but his lnowledge of the world, and his practical acquaints 
ance with the business of dnily life, 
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My Duan Sm, 

Tn consequence of a lollor from Mr. Dundas, of which T rent an oxtiaot 
to Anchew Lang, and which, therefore, 1 conclude you have ween, T had a cone 
vorantion towdtay with My. Earle, Chahanan of the Bord of Custome, whom 
T And dlapased to bo vey felendly. Tho inenpaclty of ago interfering with 
your holding the Land Wattorahip at Groonock, ho polnta out two poraona 
oithor of whom, he thinks, would bo induoad, from tho difference of anlary, to 
aooept the Tand Wallorahlp, and make a vaoanoy for yous and ft will voithin 
for you to aay whioh of thom should ba applied to tv the firet Instanee, 

Ono ia Comptrollor at Duubar—aalary 2180 a yoar j this would anit you 
well for aduontion to tho ſamlly. ‘Tho othor Ie Colleator at Tobormory, in 
tho Lalo of Mull—cmohumont £200 a yonrs i fa n wild spot, but vory plon- 
annt and an inoreasing villago~Z know the place, and Uhink it would auit 
you woll ; aa, when you get your mallors arrangod, you might havo n eheop 
farm, Cor you will have plenty of thine an your hands, May, Farle anya, ‘The 
only objoction, la tha diſſlauliy of getting education for the olilldren, though 
I hollova thoro are good School-Mastora in Mul, and T haya fronds thoro 
who might bo useful to you. Tho duty fa not dileult. and you aro put to 
Jonin i for six months before your nppolntmont takoa place, On Mull, with 
a dita funn, you might hive for nothing, and anto youraalary, Wut you must 
woigh'the convontonoas and dlvadvanlagos of both posts in your own mind, 
and lat ina know whieh you profer, ne wo will bogin with tho porson holding 
ft, In tho that {nntanoo, and, should he dosline boing removed to Grosnovk, 
wo will try tho othar, I should think I¢ hard if, with an offloo of 2280 to 
givo away, wo ontimot find aomo one to make A move #0 Aa (0 open ono of 
SSO oy £200, 

T romain, in lianto, 

Luinborough, Your Obodt, Sorvant. 

Vth Reb, 1816, } (Signed) Waurun Scorn 

Porhnye, @ yon could do ll without mush inoonvenience, lt would be 
worth your while to lako a alda to tuwn, 


Yo Mr, drohibatd Park, 
*Lewlishope, care of Mr. dudraw Lang, 
Shor{f’s Clerk, Selkirk. 
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No, XVIII. 


CARLYLE—MACAULAY--SYDNEY SMUT 
H.—Whnt do you think of Carlylo's work on Cromwell ? 
A.—I do not grently like i¢; it is too much of a hookeeller's 

hook—it is made up—~it has the air of a trade-speculation, 

H—It hos mony magnificent passages from the pen of Carlyle, 
and the letters of Cromwell throw a light upon some poiuts of 
his chornoter that wore not heforo dono justica to. Curlyle 
shows Cromwoll, with all his faults, to have hoon a eineere man 
—an English Man. 

A.—Crrlyle cannot writes book without throwing some bril- 
linnt passnges into it, but thoro is always n want of keoping nud 
equality in his stylo. If it be ‘somotimes impreasive, it is often 
unpleasing from its perpetual straining after strong effects, Upon 
the whole, i¢is a monatrosity, His fanoy is full of night-meteorn, 
Thore is no broad light of day in it, It is showy, but fitful, 
convulaivo and unhonlthy. 

H,—-Thero is nothing wnhenlthy in Carlylo’s intolleet, A 
more robust mind—or 0 clenror underatanding—is possessed hy 
no'writer of these times, and many noble thinkers have ncknuws 
Jedged in him their “ guido, philosopher, and friend, 

A.A do not consont to sottlo « question of this nature by 
the authority of other mon, J think myself qualified to form an 
opinion of my own, and in my Judgment, Carlyle’s miimer of 
writing is utterly unnatural, ‘That it is not natural to the man 
himsolf, but a mero affectation, is clear from the fret thar ha 
originally wroto in u style totally difforont from hia present one. 
Look at his Life of Sehilter, It ia not deformad by ony of those 
studied quaintneases and desperate struggles fo he atnrtlingly fine 
which he now displays. 

TH—When Carlyle wrote the Life af Schiller he was a young. 
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manu, and leas familiar with the German writers, for whom ha 
now ontertains such enthusiastic ndmivation, It is ensy to tree 
the gradual progross of his alyle towards Anglo-Germaniem, 
It wes probably an almost unconscious change; and at all events, 
custom ling made it to him a sort of second nnture. Ho tulks 
hy his own fireside in preciscly the samo style in which he 
writes, and there is a sort of keoping in his turn of thought and 
turn of oxpression, . 

A—Do you mean to aay thore is no straining after offoot— 
no frog-like swelling rivalry of the bull—in his strango Jfistory 
Of the French Revolution, if auch a thing may bo called a history 
at all? 

H.-To sny that ho trics to do his beat is only saying that he 
doos what all other authors have done before him. That he huis 
not always commanded that art which conceals ita own exertions, 
may be readily admitted, Even the great Milton, lia helrayed 
nnxicty and toil ond lot the render seb that tho Paradise Loxt 
was not composed with tho cage and carclessnoas and rupidity with 
which the oditor of a daily nowspnpor rattles off his londers. 

A.—But if wo soa Milton labor wo also a0 him succeed. He 
never lamontably fafle—whorons Curlylo aims nt 0 high mark 
and his misses outnumber his hits, 

V.-Allor all, this quostion must bo admitted to bo ono of 
tnatom-on which Doctors aro allowed to diffor—ne you and I 
certainly do, and very widely, In my opinion, Carlyle trice to 
any fine and@truc things, and generally suceceds, His failures ave 
not the rule but the excoption, and they are never ignominiouly 
palpable, Vhoro is always somo retleoming quality in his lenet 
folicitoud porformancos, His worst things nre often botter than 
the deat things of ordinary writors, hore is some substance in 
them, 

Aw~Tio has an imitator® in Amorica—I hope he will never 
have one in England, I should ns much rogret to seo English 
Literature Germanized oa Frenchified. You know how the 








© Jmorson, 
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miscnlled Auguatan ago of Anne was injured by a French tnete, 
Lot us, if possible, preserve the wholegome well of Englieh 
Literature undefiled by the impurities of Germuninm. 

1—The Germans ave doop aud original thinkers, 1 de not 
suppose that an infusion of their powerful thoughts would injure 
the character of English Jiterature, 

I muat really beg your attention to a few specimene of the 
picturesque force of Carlyle’s expressions, They indicnto that sort 
of power which, when wo meet with it in the form of verae, we 
alyle pootic genius, Lot us first dip into hie ranch Revolution 
and bring up a few jowels and precious slonos-~' something rich 
and strange.” 


‘Ut ia woll said, in ovory objoot {hore la Inoxhaustiile moaning 1 tho eye 
soon in it what tho ayo brings moans of soolng? To Newton and to Nowton’s 
dog, Diamond, what a difforont pate of universoa; while tho palnting on 
tho optioal rotinn of Loth, was, most likoly, the same, , 

Yos, Manpoou, puokor thon alnister biows of thine, and poor ont on It 
with thy malign rat's oyoas It fa 9 queattonablo oaso. 


tho man (Lowle XV.) ao nourished and decorated, thengoforth named 
Royal, doos vorily bear rule, and fe anid, and oven thanght, ta he, for exams 
plo, protoeutlug conguests in Flanders," when he lota hiimelt, Like layggages bo 
omtriod thither; and no Nght luggagoy covering nilue at zond. or hu hes 
hia unblushing Chatoauroux, with ler baud boxes and range pote, at hie alte, 
&o &o, With enoh a Mood of lord jingling appurlonnnun (kettles, flddlya, 
&o. &o.) doow ha lumbor nlong, postouting Als congueste tn Manders: wouter 
fol to behold, 

. DRATH IN TOR PALAOK. 

‘Thora {a the palo grinning shadow of Doath, aoremontously uehered slong 
by anothor griuning shadow of Etlquotter ab intervals the growl of chapel 
oigana, Uko prayer hy machinory, proolaiming, aa in a kind of horrid 
diaholio horac-Iaughtor, wanity of vanities, alt te vantty / 

Poor Fouls t With thoao it la a hollow phantasmagory, where, like mings, 
they mopo and mowl, and utter ſalo sounds for hires but with thee ft ia 
frightful oarnoal. 

Frightful to all mon {a donth; from of old named King of Torrers, Our 
Ulitlo compact homo of an oxislonaa whora wo dwelt complaluing, yet aa in 
ahome, ia pausing in dark agoutos into an wiknown of aeparation, farolg~ 
noss, unconditional possibility, 
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Unhappy man} there aa thon turneat In dull agony, on thy bed of 
wenrlness, what a thought ix thiol Puigatory and Tiell-fie naw all too 
porathle in tho proapuets tn tho rotrospect—alna! what thing didst thou 
do that wee nol better undano j what mortal didal thou gonerously help + 
what sorrow lindat thou, morey on? Do tho five Innulred thousand ghosts 
who sank go shamofully on go many battle flotda from Rosaback W Quebeo, 
that thy harlot might take revenge for an eplgram, crowd mowul Chee ln 
this hom, oumboring God's diligant Croation’for a thine ? é 

War Louis no wlokodor than this or tho othor private Donothiyg and 
Hatall; such aa wo often onough soo undor tho name of Man, and ovon Man 
of Plansuro? 


The new Touts with his Court ia rolling towards Choisy, through the sum- 
mer afternoon; the Royal oats still flow, but a word mnfa-prononnced by 
Monsigneur DArtois sets thom all laughing, and thoy weep no more, Tight 
mortals, how ya walk your light Hfe-minuet over bottomless Abyasen, di- 
vided from you by a film. 

Danton onuled a high look in tho donth-eart, Not so Camilla s tt te but 
ona wuok, antl all {6 xo topxyelurviod; angol wife lott wooplng ) love, riches, 
vavolutionny finio, loſt all at tho prison gato; onrnlvoroua rabble now 
howllng round, Valpablo, and yot lnorodlblo j like a madinants droam [ 
Camillo atrngglot aud writhon; hla shouldora shuffle tho loddd voat off 
thom, whloh hangs knotted, tho hands (oils @ Calm, my ‘fled,’ Dene 
ton wan hoard to qjnculates “O my wifo, my wall-bolovod, I shall nevor 
soo thoa moro thon !—but, interrupting himealf: “Danton, no woaknone |!" 
Ife antl to Ilorault · Sooholloa stopping forwarl to ombrace him; “ Our 
Hoada will moot dhere—-in tho headaman'n aack | Tia Inat words wore to 
damaon, the headaman himeulfs Thou wilt show my head (0 the people ; 
it ia worth showliye! So pasos, liken glgantte nings of valor, oatuntation, 
fury, albotion, anid wild xevelutionary manhood, tlk Danton to hia w+ 
known home, Ilo was of Aroiaaur-Aubo | born of " good firmer-people” 
there, to had many alnay but ono wore alu ho had not, that of Cant 
No hollow Farmnlfat, deaoptive and solf-doveptlye, ghagtly to the natural 
sonaa, was thla j but a very Man, with all his dros ho wana Many flory. 
roal, tram the grant fira-hosom of Naturo heraelf, Ifo waved Franca from 
Drunawlok; ha walked atralght hia own wild-road, whithor it led him. He 
may Ilva for came gonorations in tle momary of mon. 


You seo we have not to acarch for auch picturoaque and forcible 
pnseages as these, Wo open the book at random, and find them 
thickly strewn on every page. Whother you like thom or not 
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you must admit that they huve character, Thoy are uny Ching 
but commonplace and feeble. 

A.—‘There is great power of aomo sort in this lind of writing, 
but I like leas appearance of oſlurl. If we allow Curlylu himself 
to write in this alyle, it would never do te enconrags t the rising 
generation” to regard it as a model, 

H.—Berhaps you may like his oritical papors butter, Tet us 
rend firat a paragraph on poetry from hia cxsuy on Covthe, nud 
two or three paseages from his masterly orltique on Burns 


VORPRY, 


Tho fret 18, nowlao to suppous that pootry ia a auperfolal, ouraury Leal 
nose, Which may be soon through to the very bottom, ao acon an one Snellen 
to ont Ms oya on tt, Wo rookon {t tho filaowt of all maxim that a true 
Poom can ho adoquatoly fasted; onn be Judged of “aa mon jaulge of a 
dimer,” by some intomal fongue, that shall doqhlo on the matter fat ciate 
and irrovoonbly. Of tho pootry which supplier spoutng-clubs, and ylrostaten 
in olvoulating Ubrarlos, wo speak not hore, That la quita mother apuelex, 
whloh has olroulatod, and wilbolroulato, and ought to olrowlato, in all tues ; 
but for tho study of which no man fa roquired to glya rulos the rulor 
being already givon by tho thing itself Wo aponk of that pootry whieh 
Masters write, which ame not at fienlshing a lauguld mind with fintaatle 
“shows and indolont omotluta," but at incorporating the evorlanting ronmun 
of man {n forme visibly to hls aenag, aud auttaila to itr and of thie we wy 
thot lo know if fa no alight tank y hul rather that holng tie omonay of all 
solongo, It requires the puront of all wtudy for knowing lt. What?" ovlow 
the render, “aro wo to afudy pootty? ‘Lo pore over It as wo ly ovr Tux. 
fons?” Roador, it doponda upon your objoots if you wint only conuzemont 
ohooso your book, and you got along withont aludy, axaullently well dat 
ia not Shakepsare plain, vlalblo to tha vory bottom, without atudy 1 orlua he, 
‘Alna, no, gontle vendor; wo dannot think ao} wo do not Mud tnt ho ts vin. 
blo to tho vory bottom ovon to (hose tliat profomm (ho atudy of him, It hax 
been our lot to road somo orltiolama on Shnkeponre, mul to har a yront 
many 1 but for the shoat part they antotnted to no sno viability.” Volvos 
wo havo seon that wore simply ono hugo Interjootion printud oyer threy 
Iundrod pages, 

PORTAY OF DURNS, 


All Ubat romalug of Burna, the writings he haa tof, noom to un, a8 wo 
hinted above, no moro Uhnn a poor mutilated frotion of what waa {1 himy 
brief, broken glimpses of a gonlus that could never whow ltaulf avmplatoy 
Chat wanted all things for complotoncsas dullure, leluure, trie oflort, nay 
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oven longth of Hie, Hix powms ave, with scarcely any exooptlon, more 
veonttonal olialona, poured forth with Httly promeditation | oxpreauing, ly 
nlioli monns as offered, the pasaton, opinion, or hinnour of the hour, Neyer 
in ne Inatence waa It permitted him to grappld with any subjeot with the 
full vatlootion of his wtrougth, to fia and mould {Lin the convontrated fru 
of ta gonlus. To try by the atrlot ruloa of Art anol Inperfiot fragments 
would be at onos unprofitable and unſulr. Novortheluss, there lagomathing 
in theaa pooma, marred and defvotive as thoy ave, which forbids tho mony 
Mnatidions studont of pootry to paas thom by, Some sort of onduring 
quality they must have: for, after fifty yoars df tho wildost violaaltndos in 
pootlo tualo, thoy atlll continuo to he rand; nay, aro rond more and more 
cagorly, more ant more oxtenstvoly ¢ and hlu nob only hy Hterary virtuosos, 
ant that olaas upon whom transilory enuges aperale moat strongly, but by 
all claaiud, down to dhe mast lard, unluttered, and beuly natural class, whe 
read Hitlo, and cupeotally no pootry, execpt because Chey fd pleasure in tte 
‘ho rounds of do alnzuhir and wile a popularity, whish extends, in a literal 
rouge, trom the palaoy te.tho hat, and over all regions where the Fingliah 
tongue in apokon, ave woll worth enquiring into, After orory jimt dedua~ 
‘ton I suama to Imply aomo rare exvellenve In thea works, What Ia that 
*oxavlloncd? - 
‘Lo anuvor this queation will not lond ws ſar. Thu excellonge of Durna ti, 
Indood, ausong tho rarest, whether In pootry or prose; hut, at the sane 
Unio, It la plate and onally rocognisod—-hle educertty, his indlaputabla alr of 
truth, lloro qvo no Nhulous woos or ſoya no hollow ſantaatlo sontimontas 
Ndos; no wiromdeawn rollnings, olthor Mm thought or fooling, tha pasalun 
that fa traood before ue laa glowadl tno living heart, the opinion he ultora 
has neon ty hla own undoratanding, and boon a light to hie own stopx, Sly 
doea not write from hoarany, but from alglit and oxperlondo y it fa tho adanon 
that he hon lived and Inbouvod amidat, that bo dosoribews thoxe xoonen, 
rxudu aml humble nv thoy aro, have hulled burntitil emotion ty kbs aonl, 
nobly thinghita, and deſſnito resniveay and tte speak forth what fe in him, 
not fron any outward onll of vanlly or luteroki, hut beenae hie heact la tou 
fill to bo allent. Yo speak ft with anoh melody and niululatlen as ho cans 


Sin homely vustlo Jingles’ hut It fs hik own, and ening, 


BURNS, 

Indopendontly of the ousontial gift of pootia feeling, ne wo have naw 
Attormptad to doxoriho it, n vertaln rugged storing worth pervades whatover 
Burne has welttons a virtue, ae of groan flelde mut mountaln breexes, 
iwolln in his pootry, {t Ja redolent of natural Ufo, and hardy natural men. 
‘Vhove Ina dootalve strongth in hin, and yot a sweot native gracefalneas: 
he ia tonder, he fe vehomont, yet without constraint or too vlalblo ofltrt; 

a 
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ho melts the heart, or fuflames ft, with a pawer which xeon habitat and 
familiar to him, We woo that in thi man chery wie the gentleness, the 
tvombling pity ofa woman, wlth the deep carnestivar, the fore aint pune 
slonate ardour ofa hore, Poara Ho in him, and oonmmbyy firey au light. 
ning lurks in the dvopa of tho zummor dloud, Tle linn a renonanee in hie 
hoddm for every ote of human feelings (he high aud the Tne, tite sod, the 
Indiorous, fhe joyful, are weloonta fis Chely lurna to Dba ſiphahy- minnil auil 
all-concviving aplrit’ And ohrerve wlth what a fleres jamal fares he 
grasps his subject, ho lt what ie may! Tow he Axon, aw Tk were, the full 
image of the matter in his eyo; {ull and clear fn every Hoesen and 
catohos tho ronl type and caxenae of ft, amid a thommnd aovddents and 
auporfloial ofrounslances, no one of which midenta hind 1s it of reasons 
some truth to be discovered? No wophistry, na vain eurfica logle detaine 
him; quick, reaoluto, unorring, ho ploroos (brongh hilo the marrow of the 
question, gud aponke his vordlot wil, an omplinais that oanuat be furyatton, 
Ie it of dosatiptions some visual obſaot to ho reprenonted ¢ Ne port of 
any ago or nation fs more graphto than Burverthe charaoteristle fintiuron 
eclogo thomaulvas to him ata glanooy throo nos trom ble hand, and we 
havoo Ukonoss, And, in (hat rough dialoot, in that rude, often awkward 
moti, so oloar and dofinite % Mkenosat Lt xoome a Qraughiamon waking 
with « burnt atlok, aud yot the hurlu of a Rotzect la not moro expressive 
or exact, 
INPLURNCK OF WILE BONGR OF WRN, 

It is on hin songs, an wo bollove, that Burna' elle! Infuenee an an 
author will ulthiately be found (o depends nor, 2 one Fletoher'n aphorhan 
fa trig, shall we account this a nual Indies, “ fet ne minke the wonge at 
a pooplo,” wuld he, “and you shall make ite laws." Surely [ft ever any Pow 
might have oquallod himself with Loglalatora, on this ground, ft wae Hine. 
Ile Songs nro alrondy part of tho mothor-tongne, not of Sootland only, but 
of Britain, and of tho mililons that In all ends of tho onrth apank a Jxitils 
language, In hat and hall, as the hoart uufolte itaolf tn manyscoloured 
Joy anil woo of oxtatenco, the name, tho voloo of that Joy and that woo, Iu the 
namo and voloo which Burne hae given thom. Strlotly apenklug, perhaps, 
no British man has vo deoply aſſpolod the wonghta and falnga of an 
many men, as thie aolltary mud altogether privatu ladividwad, with mene 
apparently the humblent. 


A.—-All this is sound criticism, I moat readily adinit; and the 
style is lo me loss objectionable than that which characterizes the 


pasiges you quoled from the History of the Fronch Revolution ; 
it is move English, 
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H-—Hore ig a alviking description of Uhe death of Mirabeuu. 


MIRADRAU, 

‘fhe silence of a whole People, tho wakeful toll of Cabants, Friend and 
Phyalvian, wkile not: on Saturday, the secund day of April, Miratuan ibola 
that the luat of the daya haa rleon for him that on this day, ho hau te 
depart and he no more. llis donth is Titanto, as hin Hf hue heen, Lit 
up for dio Inst time, In Ute glare of coming dissolution, the mind of the 
man is all glowing and burning; wtlorg ftaelf in saymga, auoh as mon Jong 
remember, IIe longa to Hvo, yot aoquioados in death, arguos not with the 
Inexorable, [ls apacol ta wild and wondvouas uncarthly Phantaaloa dapaing 
now thelr lorch-danee round his soul, the soul fteelf looking out, flro-radi« 
ant, motionless, pirt together for that great howe! Ac thes comes a hyan 
of Vipht from him on tho world he fe quitting,  T emry in my heme the 
deathedirge of the Vreneh monarehys the dead renininn of it will now be 
the apoll of the ſautlunn,““ Or again, when ho heard thy common fee, whit 
in ohnravtertatio tov: © Have we the Achilles’ Vnnural alronly 2 Sp Whee 
wisy, while nome friend be aupporting hina“ You, apport det head, would 
T could huqueath it Ghee 2? For the man dies au h line Lived; aelfconacious 
condulous of a wold baking on. No goxex forth on the young xprhyg, 
whieh for him wil never be aummer. Tho sun lag rigen j he anya , “St oo 
m'ont pas la Dieu, g'eat du molnu gon causin gormnatne? Yoath hina maa 
tered the outworks; power of upusoh Ia gona: the oiladal of the hoart 
wtill holding oul: the moribund glant, paaslonately, by algn, demande papor 
and pons weltos hie paasfonnte domand for oplum, to oud thera agontos, 
The xorrowfil Davtor shakes his honds ‘Dormdr, to sloop,’ weltou the othor, 
praatonatuly pointing at {ef ao dloa à gigautle, Woathen and Ttang atum- 
Uling bindly, andiemyed, down to Nie reat, AL halfspant olyht ln tha 
morning, Doctor Pett, atanding at the fuot of the bed, saye, “IL ne aouilte 
plow.” Ute auſſurlup. and hin working, are now ended, 

Vives wa, yor alluut Vatrlot cuvettes, all ye nena Praneas diy wan 
in rapt away from you. Ste han fallen suddenly, vlthumt beating ti he 
broke t an a tower falls, ainitten by auilden Tyhtiing, in word yo ahall 
nuar ny nfiove, hte giihnes follow no more, ‘Che msultitintes depart, heat. 
atruck; aproad the wl tilings, Tow cuching is the loyalty uf mon to 
thelr sovereign mau! All theatron, publig anaymenta, clase; ne joyful 
muoting can bo held In those nixhita, Joy la not for thems the People break 
in upon private danolug parties, and aultenly command that they vense, OF 
suoh danolug-pariion apporently but lwo name te tight; ancl these also hava 
gone ont, Vho gloom la unlyermal : novor In thin elty was zuoh soriow for 
ona death» never alnoe that ok night when Louls XIL departed, “and tho 
Crews dea corps wont aouuillug tholr balls, and orylng along the atroots : 
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Se bon rol Louie, pire du peopie, eat mort. ‘The pood King Toni, Mather af 
tho People, is dead?’ King Mirahemt= in now Ue lowt King) ul one 
may say, with Ilitjo exaggeration, all the Pcople mawnt for bia, 


II.Is thia nota poworful picture? Hut I have not done yet ; 
{must now read you a singularly suggestive pussngo nbont a 
rustlo in the times of Charlos, and some truly giaphic sketehew 


of Boswoll und Johnson. 
A nusvio. 


Meanwhile, quitting moad alry reglona, lot ono bothink him how finpressive Ue 
amalleat hletorloal feet may Locome, as contrasted with the grandent Mefiffuns et ends 
what an lndaleulablo foro Hos for ws tn Unis consteleration : ‘The thing whteh } here 
old imaged In my mind ald aotnally ocour; Was, in vory truth, wn element tn th 
syatom of the All, whoreol 1 too fon party had thoroforo, anil haw, mrauuh all 
{lmo, an anthontte bong) te nots dream, Duta reality? We ourselyon con remember 
ronding, In Lore Clarendon, with focllngs Porhaps somo how rechlontally oponved tp 
M.—oorlatnly with a dopth of linproaslon alranga to aa thon and now,that lualu · 
wificant-looking passago, whora Oharlos, aflor the batts of Worcealor, giles dawn, 
with Squiro Oacloss, from tho Reyat On, nt night tail, bong hungry + Tow, * nak ling 
a shift lo get ovor hodgos and ditohos, aftor walking at lpnst olght or nino miten 
whioh wore the more grievous to tho king by tho weight of his Lools (for ho ould 
not put dion off when he cut off hla huh, for want of whoos,) before morning they 
came to a poor cottage, tho owner whorenf, being « Noman Catholte, was known to 
Careless." Mow (his poor dhudge, belig knovked up from hie snoring,“ carried Wien 
Info alto barn full of hay, which was a better lodgtug than he hel tor Muvlt“ 
and by and by, not welthout Alneulty, brought ita Majenty (a lore ef broad and 
gront pot of buttormitte,”* gay Ing onnitidly tint “he lhnwelf ived by tie dutly twbour, 
antl, Wal what hy had broughe tlm waa Cie tere Tee anid hide wile teed" gt whites 
nourishing dlot hls Majesty, slaying upon ihe haymow, foods Ihnnktully fer ive 
Hayes and thon doparis, under now galdance, having frat changed clothes, down 
fo tho vory ahist and ‘old pair of shooa,” with hie tandlord, and ao, as worthy 
Banyan has it, “goes on his way, and soos him no more,"* Singular enough, If we 
will think of Itt This (hon wos a gonuing Noshennd-bload Tuuatie of the y car 151 
he did aotually swallow bread and buttormilk (not having ala and bayon), nnel du 
Aetd-nvours with Uheae hobnalled ! shoes! haw aprawleid Hivongh muil · ranla in wits 
fer, and, Joound or not, dvivey hfe foam aefletd in summers he neule bargain | Had 
oliafterings and higglings, now a gore heart, now a glad ono) wae bora; Wasa don, 
Wad a fathor ; tolted in many ways, forced to ft, Un tho atrongth wae all worn ant 
of him avd then Iny down “to rest hls galled baok,”” and aluep Here tin the longs 
Matant moraing t-—Itow comes it, that lio alono of all the Hrltlah ruatles who tilted 
fd Hyved along with him, on whom tho blogred aun on that seme “Afth day of 








— —— — — 


* History f the Kevettion, Ml, 096, 
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Boptomber’ was aliutug, should have chanced to rlxa on uns that this poor pair of 
donted Bhoes, oul of the millian million hides that have been tanned, aud eul, anil 
worn, should still aubulat, nnd haug vlalbly together 7 We ave ifn but for amoment, 
{he Dlauket of tho Night is sont asunder, so Liat we behold and gee, and thon closes 
over him-—forover, 
DOWELL 

Tn that cooked nose, cooked partly in ixlumph avor his woakor fellow -oreatures, 
varily to anuft np tho smell of coming plessura, and aeont [t from aſar in those 
hagechocks, hanging Uke half-Alled wivo-akine, ell able to contin more; In that 
conraoly protrudod ahelfemouth, that fat dewelappod ohtn y fy all thie, who seca not 
aonanalily, protenaion, Lolaterous {mbooilliy onoughs much that could not have 
‘boon ornamontal ly the Comper of a great man’s avarfod groat man (xxlial (he Seatel 
namo funky), thongh te had beon moro natural there, The under part of Boswoll's 
Juco lo of n low, almoat brutish characters 

Unfortunately, on the olhor hand, what great and genuine goo lay In him woe 
no who go welfovident, hat Doswoll waa a hunter after wplriloal Notabititles, 
Unt he loved anole and tonged, and oven oropt and crawled to be near thems that 
ho frat Qu old Touehwoot Auchinlecks’ puura«eolouz)“ took on with Vaull,“ and 
then, boing off with © the Coratoan Landlonper,” took on with x gohoolmnater, * ang 
that keoped a solute, ond ond Lean academy that ho did nll thls, orl contd not 
help domg it, wo avevunt a very singular morlly Tho man, anco for nll, hadan 
* open acnge,” onn open loving heark, which ao fow havo: where oxcellence exited, 
he wna compelled fo nolnowlodgo [ty was drawn towards ft, and (lot the old 
aulphor-hrand of a Lalril aay whot lo Ike) could not but walk with lt, —t not ae 
auporlor, If not na oqual, than ag ln forlox and lnckoy—ballor go than not at all, If 
wo rollaal now (hot this loyo of oxoollonoo had not only adoh an ovlt nafire to 
trlttinph ovar, butaleo what an ocluoation and aodlal pavilion wlllialood ll and wolghod 
ft down, 1 lunato strength, vlolorlous ovor all thong things, may adtonish ws, Come 
atilor what an Inward {mpulio thaxo must havo hoon, how many mountains of 
Ampodllmont hurled askde, Vefore (ho Seottish Latrd could, ae humblo aorvant, 
embrace tho kaos (tho boaom was not pormlled lm) of tho Pngllen Domintol 


IM, JOMUNSON, 

If wo ask now hy what endowmont Lt minty was Chat Jolmeon realiced awh a 
Nfe for Ifinaelf auil olhora J what quallly of character the main phenomena of hin 
Mfo may Yo most naturally dutlueosd from, and hie othoy qualltion moxt naturally 
subordinated (0, ln our conception of him, perhaps tho anavter wore the quality 
of conrago, of Valoury (hat Johnson wasn Brave Man, ‘The courage that can go 
forth, anco and away, to OhalkeFarin, and have [taolf shot, aud anufet oul, with 
dvaoney, Je noxlau wholly what wo mean lore. Buel sourage wo fudeod eatoem an 
oxododing amall matter: capable of eo ·oxlailug wiih a life full of fuluoliood, feohles 
nods, pollraonory, and deapleabliity, Nay oftonor lt la Ooxardloo rathor that pro · 
duooa tho remult: for consider, tv tho Ohab· Farm Pistoluor inspired with any 
reasonable bullef and deforminatton ¢ or la lie hounded on by heggard indesnable 
ſear, ⸗Now ho wil bo ext at publio places, and " plucked georo of tho nolghbour» 
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Tod’ will wag meolr tongues at him, a plucked goows tf Lf ho gee then, ancl Le shot 
without aluluking, of audlblo uproar, it fe well for linn: aeverthulews there by 
nathing ainazing fn it Courage lo manage alt this hun not porlayy town denied ty 
any man, or to any wom. ‘Thos, de not reorultlug avrgennls dria tiratigh the 
alxoela of manufnutuung dawna, and eolleot ragqud lugela enuughy every one of 
whom, it once dressed In red, and (ratned a Tittle, WHE reeoteo ttre ehvorfully for 
the small sum of ono shilling per diem, auil have the doul blows ont at blin at nat, 
with porfeat propileiy. Tho conrago that dures only dia, ty, on The Whole, no zuhllinv 
allilr; necessary, Mnevod, yot wniverants lated wettest Ao begin to porcrcctes lturlt. 
On this Globy of ours, thoto are aun thirty lx porauns Uint nunitfeat It, wollen 
with tho amntest fallure, during every aecond of tiny. Nay look at Newgate; ilo 
nat de oNseaurings of creation, when sonomned to the gallowa, elf dey worg 
not mon but vermin, walls thithor with deornoy, and even lo the egy ts nd houtings 
of the wholo aulyorao glvo tholr stern goodsnlght in slloney? Whut is ta Le une 
dmgono only onov, wo may wndergos what imuat ‘be, comes ubnoat of Ite own 
accord, Considoxed aa 8 Duollist, Whatu poor flyure doow the flexerat Irish Whiskers 
ando moto, compared with any Engllen Game-oook, auch at you may buy fur 
Attoon pane, 

‘Tho courago wo desire and prixo, is not the ouurago to dle duvonthy, Wut to lyse 
monfally. Thia, whon by God’a graco tt haw been ylven, Hew doop tn tis guut 
Uke gontal hont, fostora all othr virtuca nnd gifts; withaut il moy could nut tive, 
In apito of our Innumorable Watorloor and Potorloon, and such campaigning a4 
thora has been, thls couruga we olludg to, and enll he only true ono, ie perhapw 
yaror lu these Jost ages, (hon tt hing Leon in any othor since the Baxon Invanlen 
under Honglst, Altogether oxtingt {f aan novor bo among mien; otlwrylao ihe 
epooloa Man were no longor for Chia warld 1 hore and there, In all thoes, wader 
varloun guisos, mon are wont hithor wot only lo demonmtyate but exhibie lt, and 
toatity, ag from lidart to haart tent tte aU poguttle, atid practloable, 

Johnson, In tha elyhtoonth cuntury, and aa Man of TLottara, wae one of aul; 
andy in good truth, “tha bravest of tho brave.” What mortal contd have more ta 
war with? Yot, as wo any, ho yloulod not, Saliorod not) be foughi, and even, wand 
wos his bloasodnoss, provailod, Who #o will understand what tt le to have amas 
homrt, may find that, alnga tho tine of John Muon, no bravor loart had boat in 
ang Augliala bogom thon Samuel Jolson now bore, 

H.—I have nevor rond to you, I vellove, any of the ntograph 
letters of Caxlylo. Here Is ono that is highly interesting and 
thoroughly Carlylelsh, 

5, Choyna Row, Chelsea, London, 
10th Drowaber, 1887. 
My Drar Sm, 
Your courloous git with tho lottor acaompanylng It, rexoled me only 
about a wook ago, though dated 20th Juno, almost at tho opposlte point of 
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*Lho first edition of tho Literury Leavers 
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the year, Whether thore has heon undue delay or nol la unknown to me, 
but at any rate on my aide there ought to be no delay. 

T have read your volume, what little of it wax known Ww ime before, and 
the muel hat waa nut known, I can any, with treo plenguro. It ia willtou 
nw fw volumes In theso days are, with fidelity, wlth auacesaful ene, with 
{naight and conviction ae to matter, with clearness and graveftl provlalon an 
to promery in a word, it fe the impross of a mind stored with alogant 
neoumplivhmonts, giflod with an cya to s09, aud a hoart to undoralauil - 
a weloome, altogethor revommendablo, book, More than enog J hava waid 
to myxolf and othors, how many parloue flvestdos aro thoto thla whiter i 
Hogland, at which thig volume, could ono giva orodlblo announoomont of 
ite quality, would bo right plensunt company | ‘here are very many, could one 
rive the anmonncoment : bul no auoli announobment can ho glven; therefore 
thopalom Mestdos mast oven put tp with ——--—-, or what other stall chance 
ahovely in ihulr way 5 and read, Chough with malediction, all the tine. Lt iva 
gloat pity ; but ano mam ean help ff. We are now nialyad xoomingly pretty nent 
(ho pulnt whore all caltlaluni and proclamation da inattous Literary haa depge - 
narated into on inane jargon, inorodihlo, autntelligibte, in tloulate aa the 
oawing of chongh und rook; and many things, in that ae in other pros 
vinous, aro fla xtntaof patutil and vapid trannliſbn. A good bouk has no way 
of reoonmending Lael! oxoupt slowly, aud ag [tte wore aooklontally from 
hanil to hand, 'Che man thut wrote ft muat abide histine, Ilo neada, as Indood 
all mon do, the fait that this world is built, noton thlachood and Jargon, but 
on truth and xoadon y that no good thhig dono by any oreature of Gor was, 
fa, ov aver ann be fost, but will auroly do tho aeryles appolatod for it and bo 
formed mmong tho gonoral aum lotal and®all of things after Jong Umon, nay 
after all Unig, and through otornity ſtaalſ. “Lot him ovat hia broad upon 
the wators,"' thorefore, ohivorſul of honrt ‘he will And it aftor many dayxe! T 
know not why 1 write all chin to yous ft comics vory apontancatttly from ino, 
Jatt he your watlafaotlon, the highort aman can have tn cite world, that 
the talont intrunted to you did nat Ue uxolexu, hut wae lurnodd to aeuomnt, 
and prover itll ta ben talents and the publiating world" ein reaeive it 
altogather according ta thelr own plonwire, ralxo It high on the housetopa, 
ov trampld It low filo the atroet kennels; that la not the guesllon wt ally the 
Abie romain provtacly what {t was, after never enol ralaing ard never moh 
tlopromlng aud trampling, thore fa no change whatever in iT bid you go 
on, mud proapor. 

Ono thiug grlovow ino: the taud of andnose, J wight any of sottlod molan - 
oholy, that runs through all your uttoranves of yoursolf, Ii ly not right, It 
in wrong; and yet how shall I reprove you? Lf you know me, you would 
trhunphantly anawor, take (he beam out of thine own oyol ‘Truly ft la a 
wore compensation Cor any apieliual endowment bestowed on a man, that it 
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is acoompanted, ov one wight aay preceded, an the firal arlgln af tt, always 
by a delicacy of orgautzation, whieh, hea world like ours, Js then to have 
{taolf mantfoldly aNlictod, tormonted, durkened down luto xoriaw, You feel 
yourself an oxflo in the Baut j hut in tho West too Cia oxtle, I know nat 
whore under the aun It Is not oxllo. Here lu the FogeHulylon, anid mud 
and amoke, in the Infinite din of vaeiſorous platitude,” and quack ante 
bellowing quack, with trail aud plty on all lands geod wider the wheels, 
—onn one enll ita homo, or a world ? Lt fan waste ohnux, whore we lmye to 
swim painfully for our liſo. Tho wtmoat g man cat de te to awlns, Ciett, Uke 
aman, and hold his peace, For thia scams to me a great (rath, In any 
exile oy chaos whataoover, that orrow waa nod glvon ue for snrrow'a anke, 
hut always and inſallibly as a lesson to we from which we ara ta learn xonus. 
whats and which, the soniowhat onow learned, oonsoa to Ly borrow, 1 do 
bolloyo this, and aludy Jn gonoral to oonanme my own amoko,!—-not ĩuilovil 
withont yory ugly out-pufld at thnogt Allan Cunnlugham te the beats le 
tolls mo that alwaya ay ong grows older, ona grows happlors a thitig alau 
which T rently can balfevo, 

But ag for you, my daar Sir, you hava othor work to doy in tho Kaas 
than griove. Arg thore not bonuttful things thoro, glorlous things; wanting 
only an oye to noto them, a Nand to rocord thom? If T had the command 
over you, I would any, road Paal vt Virginie; Yhen, road tho Chaumlore 
Indienne; ghd yourself together for a right offort, and go and do Mette, 
ov better! T moan what f guy, Tho Bast hav ite own phanexs there are 


— —— — 


* Ja tho Listory of the M ane Revolution, Mr, Vurlylo, in thy Cullowhyg postage, 
makor partlonlar mention of Salat plorfdia Pant at Vicxiniv som 

«SU more slgntfoant are dw hooks produgud an the ave of the oyvve · monivxahlu 
explosion itecif, nud road cugurty by mil the works Batue Merra’a Vaud at Peginin, 
and Louvol's Ghovalier de Faublas, Notoswarthy books; whilal may he cones 
Agrad A Uo loge apoooh of giet Voudal Frungg, Iu tho frat, thore reas matodiyunty, 
on Ib rer, tho wall of a morlbund worlds ovorywhure wholoaome Nature it uns 
oguat Gonillol With dlsonsod porfldlous Arty oannot onoape from Ut tn she Joweat but, 
in the romotoat Island of tho aoa, Ruln and doath munl atrlko down thy loved 
one; and, what la moat atgnificnnt of all, death oven here, not Dy noevarltye but by 
otiquatto, What a world of prurloſti corruption Hea viable int that aupereublinie 
of modosty! = Yoton tho whole, our good Aatnt Vlorre ia vau.leal, poetlonl, thowyts 
most morbils wo will onl his hook, tho swan song of ol styling Vrango. 

Louvet’s again, lot 10 mon ncogunt musteal, ‘Truly, iC ita wretched Vaublaa is a 
denlhespoceh, 1 Je one under the gallows, and hy a felan that doos nat repent, 
Whiotohed olonoa of a hook 5 without depth aven asa cloacal What ‘plate of 
Froneh aaclety" ta hora? Plature property ofnathing, if not of the mind that gare 
it ont ns soma aort of pleture, Yet aftiplom of much; above ail, of the world that 
coulid nomish itself thoreou.” 
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things thera which the Weat yot knows not of; and one heavon covers 
both, Ta that has an eye lot hint ook! 

TF hope you forgive mo thia style [have got into. It acema to me on 
roniling your book ag tf wa had boon lung acquainted in come mensuies as 
if ono might apenk to you right from the haart. J hopo we aball meet aumu 
day or othor, T gend you my constant roapoot and goat winhuxs and ant 


and vemain, , 
Yours vory truly alwaya, 


* 
Lo Capt, D. Ta Niehardion. V. Carvin. 


A.—This opletle is full of charactor, but i¢ has too melancholy 
4 tinge-too solemn a tone, ‘The fault of Carlyle’s philosaphy 
ia that it dwolls too much on the darker side of the picture of 
life, Ilo aces only the litdleness and tho vanity of human nature. 
Carlylo's dexpondency is well contrasted with Leigh Tnnt's 
hopefulness and aunny-mindedness, in a paper in the New Spirit 
of tho Ago, in which there is om anecdote go illustrative of the 
intellectual’ peouluritios of thea cminent men, dnt J am auro you 
will like to henr it read to you . 


A. familiar Mustration gomotinos helps a philosaphical diMionity. ‘The 
following story, which fa lighly oharactorlattc of the partion, and le naver= 
tholowa of n Kind that ntay be told without violating the trustiiinds of 
yrtvato Intoxoonraa, will vory woll answor our prosont purpose, Lslgh 
Mune and Oarlylo wore ondo progont amgng a amnll paftty ‘of dqually woll 
known men, It olianood that the convorantion vostod with thorn two —hoth 
Aratesato calkora, and the athora ant wotl plonsed (0 Ueton, Latgh Hunt 
Kind said something about tho Islands of the bloat, or 14) Dorado, or the 
Millonntum, and was fowlng on, in his bilght and hopeful way, when Carlylo 
trop aowie heavy trauetruuk noroge ITIuut's ploawint alroaw, and banked 
it up with philosophical doubts nnd objections at every interval of the 
aponker’a foyour program. Hint the wunitigntedl Mant nover conged hin 
ovorflowlng anticipationa, nor the anturmnine Carlyle hie tillnite donna to 
those finite fourluhings, ‘the llatenera lnughod ant applauded by carne; 
and had now fairly plttod thom agatnat onok other, as the philosopher of 
hopefnew and of the unliopefil, Tho contoat continued, wlth all that 
rondy wit and philosophy, that mixture of plonaaniry and profimdity, that 
oxtonsiva knowledge of books aud chnractor, with Uhotr ready application 
fa arguniont or Illustration, and thal porfeot oaae and good-naturo, whiok 
distinguish onch of thaso mon. Thy oppgnents wore xo woll matohed, that 
it waw quito cloar tho dontoat would never come to an end, But tho night 

ag 
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was ſar advanced, aud the party broke up, ‘Phoy all aallivd forth; and lunv- 
ing the alone roam, tho aundles, and the argimionty Teltud them, anddenty 
found Chomaclven in preaonee of a mart Welland xtar· Hhlit night, They alt 
Jookod up,“ Now,” thought Mint, “ Cut hyle'n dane tir fhe can have uo 
anewor to (intl? Theret shoutal unt, “look wp there! lunle at that 
glorious harmony, Chat aings wlth Juftnite vofacx an etounal song of hope 
in tho aoitl of man! Carlyla looked up. Dhoy all conudnead alent, to 
hoar what he would nay. ‘Thoy hegmn to think he was wlleneod at lant he 
waa a mortal man. But aut of that allonee came a fow lowetonad wines, 
ina brond Sooteh accent. Aud who, ay emth, could have antleipated what 
the voloe said? Vh it's a and aight l!-—-Hunt ant dev ona atene stop, 
Thoy all Jaughed—thon looked very thoughttil, Had the finite meagured 
itsclf with influlty, Instoad of aurrontoring itself up to the influene? 
Again thoy laughod—thon bade onch other good night, and betook thom 
solves homeward with elow and serious paca, Thoro might be aa reaent 
for anduesa, too, ‘That brilliant firmamont probably contained Intluite 
worlds, onoh fill of struggling and suffering boings of huings who had to 
Mlo—for Life in the alara {mpflos that those bright worlds ahoutd alke bo full 
of gravee; lt all that liſo, Uke ours, knowing nok wheneo Ht came, nor 
whithor it gooth, and the Millian universe in its grant movement have 
ing, pahaps, na moro certain knowledge of itself, nor of ita ultimate 
destination, than hath one of the auflering speckw (hat compose Ute malt 
apot wo Inhovit. 


WL—This is a good ancedote, and lings the men and the 
scone before na. 

AYou say that Carlyle talke in the atyle in which he 
writes. IL must sound oddly in unacoustomed aura. 

Th.—Perhaps it does, for the first few minutes, but where there 
dro great force and freshness of thought and dopth of feeling, any 
pooulinrltion of this noture uro caeily overlooked or forgiven, or 
lecomo, porhaps, oven plonsing. Comynon-placo listeners inight 
be puzzled, butno man of a thoughtful tun could fail Lo regard 
Curlyle’s conversntion ag a ronl trout, 

A.~-What sort of man is he in manners anc personal sppenre 
ance? Did he disappuint you? 

II.-Why yes—I confess lie rathor stared me on these points. 
T oxpeated to see n palo, acholar-like, or helf-paraon-like sort of 
man—something rathor of the recluse than the man of the world. 
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Au-Well, and what sost of creature is he? 

IL—A tall athlelic Scotchman, with some unguinliness, but 
no timidity or mauvaige honte. Mis fentures are a little coarse, but 
very expressive, and by no means unpleasing, Ilis look is shrewd, 
yel kindly; but if you met him as a stranger you would huidly 
take him for a deep mnd delicate thinker. His voice is loud, his 
accent broad Seoteh, hia movements angular. You see at once 
that he is no ordinary person, though you would not perhaps place 
him in tho list of imaginative and sensitive men of genius, until 
he begins to converse freely, You thon discover that he has both 
strongth and refinement of intellect and great fervour of feeling. 

AI he as good o talker as Macaulay ? 

IIe is not so neal, brilliant, and opigrammatic, but he is 
moro cordint, and exhibits a greater ardour and generosity. 
Carlyle opena the heaver’s hearl-—Macaulay closes it, Thera 
is an under ourrent of sacasm and aontempt in Macaulay, 
as if he felt ita condescension to talle yvith inferior, and, with 
all hia oxternal courtesy, people raroly fool quite at their 
engo in his company. Carlyle oxhibits none of thia offensive 
condesconsion, Ilia nssocintos ſool safe in his prosonoo, and do 
not anticipate that ho will laugh nt hig rotroating guoat as soon 
ta the door ia olaaocl bahind him, 4 

AYou do not surely bolievo that Macnulay so tronts his 
vlultora ? 

HI do not any that le docs; but he alwaya left on my mind 
the impression Ghat he might do #0, without much pain to his 
conacience. IIe is amongat the sueerere—u incu J abominate. 1 
alwnys dreaded to nak him his opinion of any man whom I cateomed 
nnd loved, and, thongh he uniformly treated me very kindly md 
eourteoudly, J uacd to remember the fino observations of Mra, 
Norton, quoted by Leigh Hunt in a note to his Blue Stocking 
Revale— Wo are ido apt to think only how we are tronted; too 
Tite necuatomed Lo observe what is tho Lrentment of oftera by 
tho aumo poraon. Wateh and weigh. If a man aponk avil of hie 
frionds to you, “he will also apente evil of you to his frends. 
Kind and carossing words are onaily spoken, and pleasant to 
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hear; but the man who benra a kind heart beara it to all and not 
to one only. Ie who appears to love anly the friend he apentes 
to, and slandora or speaks culdly of the rest, loves no one hut 
himeelf,”” 

A.—What exquisite observers of society nve intelligent wo- 
men! Every word of that quotation is pofeot truth. Mrs, 
Norton is somothing of a poctess, toa, ‘The Quarterly dubs her 
the female Byron, 

II.AIlor verses have mare strength, but leas grace than thage 
of Mra Homans. 

A.A have just bean reading Macaulay's mi ticle on Lord Bacon, 
to which you oneo called my attention, 

H.+-It is a magnificont essay, 

A.-As the namo and writings of Bacon were not entirely 
unknown to tho world before tho apponranee of this artidle, mud 
ts the cdilion of his works by Mr. Basil Montagu, which iv the 
ostensible subject of thg ciiticiam, was published xovoral years 
Ago, one cannot help wondering alittle what could induce the editor 
of the Mdinburgh Review to ocoupy upwards of a hundred prygos 
(moo than a third of the whole number) with a noties of this 
nature, when so many publications of more immediaty interast, 
and less established character, were demanding hiv attention. 
Nothing but some very oxtraurdinury intellectual Alaows in the 
roviewor for the task, or lis possession of now and poeuliar 
squvoce of information, would seam to justify the Insertion of ao 
lengthy au oasay on so old a subject, Now I cannat holp 
thinking, that Macaulay fs not prooiecly the poraon to whom the 
world is likely to be indebted for any vory important antl influ. 
entinl decision, as to the charactor and writings of one of the 
most gigantio ‘human intollects that have evar heen dovetail ta 
the atudy of Philosophy. The Editor of the Mdinburgh Review 
was himself painfully conscious of the impropriety of which he 
was guilty, in thus occupying so disproportionnte a shure of the 
number with a singlo orticle on a atale eubjeot, and apologized 
for not dividing it, on the plea that auch a division of it would 
have been conunry to his general praotice ; oa if it were not 


urrunany CNIT-onaT, 19% 


quite a8 much in apposition to his general practice to ingort arti- 
cloa of auch extinordinary length in any way on old editions of 
old books, 

WI think the extraordinary merit of the criticism would 
have justified a much greater irrogularity in the muking up of 
the Review, I nover heard any one before complain of the length 
of the article, You surely do not mean to deny its merit? 

AI do not think that there is any thing very profound or 
vory new in it, In his ostinate of Lord Bacon’s intellectual ohn- 
raoter, he morely cchoos the general judgment, and for moat 
of the matorials upon which ho founds his observations, he ac- 
knowledges himself indebted to Mr. Montagu himself. [lo dif. 
fors indeed from that gentleman in hia account of the personal 
character of Lord Bacon, of which he thinks he has ken tuo 
favorable a view, but this editorial partinlity is xo common a 
engo, bhnl overy reader takes an editor's slatement of his author's 
virtues with mony grains of salt, Tho extrnordinmy outery 
Cnt waa raised againat poor Bowlos, for denying the iufulibility 
of a Popo who hud won tho idolatry of Byron, is a auflicient 
moof that the public ao generally expeot unqualified admiration 
in the editor of an author's works, that it was hardly worth the 
Edinburgh Reviewer's while to enter upon the oasy but ungru - 
cfoua task of proving that Mr. Montagu had spoken rather too 
kindly of a gront man, who, with so rare and magnificont a por. 
tion of the highoat of human gifts, had unhnppily some of those 
iifirmition hut darken ond degrade our nate, Some sixty or 
aoventy years before the Mdinburgh Review wis thought af, 
Pope had condensed in one couplet all Umt My. Macaulay haw 
urged in ao many pnges upon this unlinppy subject— 


Tf parte allure thee, think how Troon shined, 
Tho winoat, brightert, meanest of mankind, 

And, after all, { am moro inclined to side with the Editor than 
with the Reviewer, Lf Mr. Montagu hus too muoh reverence for 
Bacon, Macaulay ling too ültlo; and 1 groutly prefer the former's 
orror to the latter's, 
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U.—<As to Pope's well-known couplet, wo mnst make as mich 
allowance for a poot's love of point and antithesis as for an di 
tor’s partiality, 

A.—Bacon betrayed, in some actions of hiv life, that he wanted 
indopondence as politician, integrity ax a judge, and zeal ant 
generosity aan friend; and yel, nowithatanding these wisightly 
blots, his brightness was by no menns entirely abxoured - 


—1IIis form hit not yet loat 
All her original Inightuesa ; 


and it requires no great stretch of candour to admit that he was 
something better than the “ meanest of mankind.” Te was defi- 
cient in spirit and firmness and was somewhat achfish., But he 
was neither envious nor malignant, ‘Thove was something about 
his general charactor and habits, that scoms to havo agoured him 
the respect. and good will of all with whom he camo in contact, 
evon aftor his disgrace, “My conceit of his person,” sya Ben 
Jolson, ‘was never inereased towards him by hie place or 
honours, but 1 have and do revorence him for the groatuess 
that was only proper to himself; in that he seemed to me over by 
his works, one of the greatest mon, and most worthy of admis 
ration, that had beon in many ages. Jn hin nilversity 1 ever 
prayed that God would yive him siength ; for greutnenn he could 
not want.” Surely tho man thus spoken of by meh a judge of hu» 
man nature 08 Ben Jonson, ought not ta bu wligmiativod uw 
"the meanest of mankind.” 

M.—Mr. Montagu’s affoation for his horo surpasses the love 
36 wotnati, Ho would oxolaim, in the words of Moore 


I know not, I ask nol, if guilv’s In thy heart, 
I but know that I love thea, whatever thew art. 


In fact he goes still furthor, in his blind bnt moat amiable pare 
tiality, and will not acknowledge that guilt is guilt whon it is 
connected with the man whom ho admires, Ho bega us to 
judge of Bacon with a partioular reference to the times in whieh 
he lived, which is a juat and properscaution; andif he had fully 
admitted the Chancellor’s reception of bribes, this reference to 
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tho legs pumotilious integrily of our ancestors might have had 
its duo effect; but he is not sntisfied with a mere exlonuation, 
and insixta upon Bacon's entire inocence, in apile of his own 
ingenuous confession of his guilt. ‘This point ix very ably 
noticed by Mnenulay. Allow me to read it lo you, us u fevorable 
apeoimen of his style, 


Uo (Mr, Montagu) naaures ua that Bacon waa Innooont, that ho had 
tha means of m@king n perfectly satistietory defence, that when he plainly 
and Ingonuously oonſoaaoil that ho was guilty of cormption, and whon ho 
afvorwards aolomnly aMlrmed that his confession wae “his act, his hand, ila 
hoart,"' hoe was telling a groat Hoy and that he refrained from bringing fore, 
wart proofs of hia innocence, because ho dural not diaubhoy the King and 
the fivorite, who, for their own aelflah ohjoota, presacd him to plead guilty. 

Now, in the fleat place, there id not tho amallent ground to believe that 
if Fanioa and Buckingham thought Bacon had a good defence, they would 
have prevented him from making it, What concetvalla motive Ind they for 
doing 107) Mr. Montagu porpetually repeata that it wan thelr lntorost to 
xnoꝛlſloo Baoan, Buthe averlookn an obvious dixtination, It was theit 
Interoxt to anoriſſoo Bavon on tho supposition af hin gullt, but nat on tho 
supposition of his innoconco, James wae vory properly wnwilling ta 
run the ak of protecting his Changollor against the Pallament. But tf 
tho Chancollor had boon able, by forse of argument, to obtain an acm 
qulilanoo ſrom tho Parlamont, wo hava no donbt that both tho King 
and Villlora would have heartily rqjolvod. ‘They wonld havo rajoloat, 
not merely on avoonnt of thelr filendahip for Bacon, which soon, 
however, to have Lown ae alnooro na most flondships of that sort, but on 
wolflah growuida nothing could havo strongthoued the Government moro 
Un aueh a vletory. The King anil the fayoiite abandoned the Chancellor, 
Doom they werd wnable to avert hia Alygrace, and unwilling to winve tt 
Mr, Mantagit nijlakus efloet for enue, llo thlaks that Daou did not 
prove lila jnuuobnee, heeause he was not aupported by the Court, he 
truth ovidontly fa, that the Cowl did not venture to aapport him, beonwo 
he cauld not prove bis linogenob. ' 

Aguin, it xeome abango that Mr, Montagu should not pereelve that 
while attompting to vindleato Lagon'a reputation, ho ia really nating on it 
tHe fouloat of nll nepuratons, Ie fmputos to his {dal a degrea of moannoxs 
and depravity, moro loalhaomo than Judicial corruption itaolſ. A corrupt 
Judge may have many good qualition; hut aà man who, to plonaa @ powartil 
patron, aolomnly doolaros himself. guilty of vorrupllon, whon le knows lithe 
solf to be Iunogont, must be a monntor of gorvillty and impudonöd. Bagon 
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was, to say nothing of his highest olaims to raspoot, « gontlaman, a nobly. 
man, aacholar, a statesman, a man of the fiat couslduration in aoclety, a 
man for udvancod in years, Ta tt porsible to bellove Chat much a tun would, 
to gratify any hwnan being, Inoparably ruin hla own ehatacter hy hte own 
not? Imagino a groy headed Judge, full of yents and honors, owning, with 
toars, with prthotia assurances of lin panitonea and of hie winoerlty, thet 
ho has boon guilly of shameful mal-practioes, ropentodly nexeverathig tha 
trath of his confession, subsolbing {wlth hia own hand, alantttig to 
conviotion, reooiving a humiliating gentence, und avknowledging [te Jun 
tice, and all this whon he haa It In his power to whow thnt hia oundaat haw 
boon hroproachable! ‘The thing ts lnoredlblo. But if wo adilt tt to he 
true, what muat wo think of such aman, If hideod he dexorvos the name 
of man, who thinks any Ching that Kinga aud minfons ean hoataw more pre. 
olona thon honor, or any thing that Uio King can lilet mare terrible than 
infamy t” 

A.—It has beon objected to tho Baconian philosophy, that it 
averates the importance of those sciences which mitniater ta tho 
physical well-being of man, ond thnt it undorrates the importance 
of moral philosophy, =, 

H,—Macnulay notices this objection, but goca himadlf even 
greatly boyond Lord Baeon in advocating the doctrine of utility, 
in the lowest senso of the word. Who would have oxpevted this 
illustration of the doctino of utility in ile nerrowest wonwe, this 
elevation of physics above edhicw—of a xhouemaker abava a 
Roviewer—from the old antygoniat of the utilitnrinne-and fram 
tho very anime pon tnt haa been eo afton employed to tun them 
into ridioulo? I deeply rograt that Macnulay should lend hia 
brilliant powers to the support of so dull a couse. 

Aol think you groatly overrate him. 

He-I think you greatly undorrate him; oven hile lonat felicitous 
productions aoom the work of no ordinary hand. They are always 
vigorous and lively, Lo never wonries ue, though he sometimes 
dwells much longor upon his subject than tho oaension requires, 
He seems to have studied English hiatory with uncommop 
earnestnoss and sucoosa, and in his historical reviews betrays a 
peouliar pleasure in introducing elaborate portraits of culabratad 
persone, drawn with wonderful dexterity and procision. 

A.—A consciousness of his skill in this modo of ifluatration 


UTTHRARY GHET-CILAT, 201 


tompta him to uso it to oxeoss, or to thrust his pictures into 
places whore they are onl of keeping, or whore al least they 
cauld he enatly dispensed with, Much, for inatance, of bis clabo» 
ante historical illustration in the article on Baeon might have 
been very well omitted, without the slightost injury to the intor⸗ 
eat, of the main gubjeot; and in somo of Itis other caanys, the 
passion for portrait-painting has takon ao strong a hold of him, 
that ho lonps beyond the utmost limits of historionl rcscarch, 
loses sight of boings of flosh and blood, and truats almoat 
wholly to hie fancy and invention ; reminding us strongly of 9 
woll Known passage in Cowper's Zask—~ 


Some wrile a nariaive of was and fonts 

Of heroes little known; and call Ute amt 

A history: desoriho tha man, of whom 

IIla own ooovals took hut Hitle noto, 

And paint hia peraon, charactor, and views 
As thoy had known him from hia mother's womb, 
Thoy disentangle from the puzzled skein, 

Tu which obwourity as wrapped thom up, 
‘Tho thronila of poliilo nil shrowd design, 
That ran cbrough all hia purposoa, and charge 
Tils mind with meaning that ho nover had, 
Or, having, kopt oonconlgd, 


If—Nothing can be moro truo, animated, and striking, thun 
Maonulay's boat historioal aketchos, 

Av—But whon ho affects a kind of confidential intimacy 
with men wha have bean quietly inured for several centurion, 
nnd narrates the events of former ages with tho minutencas and 
proolaion of nn notual cye-wilness, ono cannot but fuel that ho 
is oneronching on the province of the novelist, In Godwin's 
Fissay on Posthumous Fume, there are some acute remarks on the 
uncertainty of history, that T should like to 1ecommond to tho 
notice of Muoaulay. Godwin muintains that history ia a tissue 
of fablos; that there is no renuon to believe that any one page 
in history ia oxtant which oxhibits the unmixed truth ; that human 
affairs ave ao entangled, human motives so subtle, and so virle 
ously compounded, that the exnet truth oan never be discovored, 

03 
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He observes too that no man over completely understoud the 
character of any other, oven of his most familiar ſi lenil. If this 
ho true, how absurd a porsonage ia n dlogmatizing historian who 
protenda to a thorough knowledge of the characters unil designs of 
the politicians of former ages! Of the diffieulty of obtaining an 
necurate and ceutain knowledge of the moxt ordinary events, aa 
old ancedote of Sir Walter Rileigh is so on excellent iHuteation, 
that it cannot be too offen brought ta the notice af any historieal 
wrilor inclined (o be ruthor too positive, When Sir Walter wax 
writing his hietory of the world in the ‘ower of London, he henrd 
a vehement contention beneath his window, but he could not ree 
the combatants, or distinguish exnetly what they anid. He on. 
quired of one person after another the nature of the disturhanes, 
but their nccounts were so contradiclory that he despaired af 
arriving at the truth, Alng! sid he, eon J not maka myself 
master of an incident that happened but an hour ago under my 
own window, and shall I imagine, dint J oan troly wndpratand 
the history of Hannibal and Cwsnr ? 

H.—Maervlay occasionally iuatrates his argument with 
images that aro peculiarly vivid and pocticul, ‘They are perhaps 
not always new, but dey are always pleasing and appropriate, 
There « passage in an artielo of hiv ou Sir domes Mackintowl’s 
History of tho Revolution in 1698 that is ainguluty benutiful, 
Tt describes the progrews of national anlightenment. Tere it iw: 


Faint glimpses of truth begin to appoar, and shine mary and more inte 
tho porfaot day. The highest jnlolloota, liko the topx of mountains, arn 
He first to ontoh and rofloot tho dawn, Thay ara bright, while the lovol 
below is atill in darkness, Dut soon tho Nght, which at frat Hunidubil 
only the loftiost ominonooa, dosconda on the plain, and ponetrates to tho 
doepost valley. ‘ 


A.—Mnenulay hos borrowed this illustration from himeelf. In 
his arliolo on Dryden (in the Hdindurgh Review of 1828,) ho haw 
the same image. 

Tho aun Huminatea ihe hill, while it ts ath below thy horizon; nvel 


truth is discovered by the highoat minda a little bofore it becomes mantfent 
to the multitude, Thi is tho extont of their euporiorlty, Thoy are the frat 
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to aatoh and roflect a light, whioh, withont thoir aualatance, must, in a short 
tue, be visible to theve who Jig hn lenenth them, 


Macuulay's articles ave casily recognized hy any eurefil oh- 
aorver of the peculinvitica of alylo. ‘Though o grent admirer of 
ow elder writers, he indicates in his own praotico, nn absolute 
horror of the long sentences, the atately march, and dificult in- 
volutions of English proso in tho time of Elizabeth aud James, IIe 
has what ia owled an Anglo-Goallican taste for short, opigram- 
matic, and unoonnooted poriods ; a atyle which Coloridge says an 
anoiont eritie would have thought purposely invented for persons 
troubled with the aathma to rend, and for those to comprehend 
who labour under the piliable asthma of a shot witted in- 
tellect, ‘Lhe French, fiom whom it isabomowed, call it the 
atyle coupe, in opposition to the style périodiqnue. Just hand me 
that voluine of Dr. Channing's works, I must rend you what he 
snys of long suntencua~~ 

A {nll wind will mituvally overflow in long fontenoos, I delight in long 
sontonous in whiok a great trath, Instead of being brokon np inte numer- 
ous parlods, lu amend out in ite full proportions, felrradiated with a varloty 
of uatration and Imagory, Ie got forth in a aploudid afluonce of language, 
aud flows, like a fll atroam, with a wajoatio harmony, whieh Mla at anoo 
tho ear and the aoul, 
A good atylo, howavor, consials not in the exclusive uso of oithor 
tong or ahort aoulonoos, but in a judicious alternation of both. 
Aluenulay givoa ue too mony short onos of the samo sound and 
charnelor, Porapiouity ia thus gained with litte trouble; for in 
axontunce of a singlo linc itin nol dificult to avoid obscurity; 
and by ita clonrncas and brevity the render is saved all effort and 
fatigue. , Short sontoncos are cnay to write and casy to rend, 
But in the too liberal employment ofauch aontonuos the writer ix 
apt to become wordy, with a ſalso appearance of eoncizonesa, nnd 
tho rendor's memory at Inst fails him. Ho diacovors that the im- 
proasion upon Ife mind is vuguo and confuead, owing to the 
absonoe of certain links of atylo, and a proper continuity of 
thought. The perspionity, thoreforo, is in individual santanoas, 
and not in tho entire composition, ‘Too many short periods 
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coming together have a snappish and flippant air, quite opposed 
to the dignity which should characteriae the atyle of an histori 
enl writer, who wishes to be impressive. Listen Lo these spat 
mons of Macaulay’s brovitios in his paper on Bacon, They soem 
ike notes of an intended article, rather than the portions of a 
finished composition, 


Ho soon had a lesson which he never forgot. ‘The ſavorlto reeclvad the 
nows of the Lord Koopor'a {nterferonea, with feelings of the mort violunt 
yosentment, and made the King ovon more angry Uhan himself, Uacon's 
eyes wore at once oponatl to hia orror, and to all its poselhle conequencen, 
Jlo had beon olatod, if not intoxfoated, by grontnoas, Tho shook sobered 
him in on inatant. Ifo waa all Aimsolf again, To apologizoil anbminaively 
for hig Intorforonco, Ifo direoted the Attonoy-Gonoral to atop prowudings 
againet Coke. Ife rent fo toll Lundy Coke ual he aoukt do nodding tor 
hor. Uo announced to both tho familioa Uint ho was doalrous lo promote 
the oonnoxion, Inving glyon those proofs of aontrition, ho ventured to 
prosent himaelf hofore Buckingham, 


Porhaps thay ought to‘have boon printed in this form, and have 
been entitled Memoranda— " * 


Io had been olated, if not intoxloated, hy grontneas, 

Tho shook sobored Jin in an inatant. . 

Towas all himeelf again. 

Ilo npologivod aulmmisatyely for his interforanca, 

Ho dheotad tho Attornay«General to xtop proaaadiiga agalnat Cake, 

No sont to toll Tandy Coko (at ho coull do nothing for hor, 

Wo annownoad to hoth tho thmillon that ha wae doalrous to promote the 


oonnaxlon 


“Atta not ofton that wo moat In the pages of any other writer wo 
mony laoonio hits 80 closely cluatorod, ‘They givo an alt of vivacity 
ta the style, but at the expense of better quilitica, “Komarks 
in their nature Sorious, acom to want gravity and ein noalnouu· 


Light quirka of musie, brokon and uneven, 
Make tho aoul dango upon a jig to heaven, 


Thoro is no solemnity of tone, no “linked aweotnoxs long drawn 
out,” in Macauloy’s stylo; but his sharp, abrupt, and animated 
manner is admirably caloulated for tho smart paradoxes and 


a, 
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inaolont snvensma of which ho is ao inordinately fond, A 
writer loss inclined to pour out his soul in praise, J never met 
with, Tl seems Lo curl lis oritienl Jip nt all men. Individual 
authors, of whom oll the rest of tho world speale with reverence 
end affection, ho treala with adegrea of contempt whieh xemeuly 
any thing bearing the slinpe of humanity can dugerve, Ja this an 
indication of proforma wisdom; or a pitiful solf-suMiolenoy ? 


If thou bo ono whose heart the holy forma 

Of young Imaginatlon hath kopt puro, 

Strangors henceforth bo warned ; anil know that pride, 

Tlowe'or dinguisod in ite own majesty, 

Tu hitternenss that he wha ſeola contempt 

For any living thing, hath froultion, 

Which ho tina nayor needs Oint Mought with him 

Ts In ita tnfanoy. Tho man whowo eye 

Tn over on hlmaolſ, doth lovk on one, 

‘Kho lenat of Nature's works, ono wha might mova 

‘Tho wiao mon to that xcoin, which wisdom holds 

Unlawful avor, O bo wiser thow! 

Tnatruotod that Guo knowlodgo loads to love. 

Wordeworth, 

I look upon Mnonuloy og à man of undottbtod and indood 
most brilliant talent; but i¢ doos not amount to gontus, Genius 
revoronces gonlua. It ia rately flippant, solf-opinionated and 
contomptuous, It is ongor to recognize tho slightest indica. 
tion of a congenial spirit, ovon in minds infinitely infoior to 
itaolf. Tho extreme of more cleverness is, on the contrary, 
very frequently nilied to aclfidolauy ond a anperoilions disre- 
gerd of othera. * 

W-Well—I quit differ from you. Iam decidedly of opinion 
that Maonulay ia a man of genina-—and of very*rare genius too. 
Noy do I think him upon the whole an ungmiablo wiiter, Lis 
argumonta aro gencrally oloao and logical and almost always on 
the side of truth and freedom, and the best intoresta of mankind, 

A—Would you compara him to Sydney Bmith, who ia said 
by tho way, to have charactorizad him (with reforanca to his 
convorantion,) aa ‘a book in brecohes” ? 
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H.—-Sydney Smith somewhat resembles Macaulay in the 
quickness and elozonosa of his logic and in mere lucidity of 
atyle, But tho one is a wit and the other an eloquent orator 
and rhetorician. Macaulay has more poely in his nature then 
Sydnoy Smith. 

A.—Smith’s wil js ſust.ralo, and it is always employed in some 
noble cause, Le was o truly wideaninded and generous man. 
Lo and Fonblanque (of the /araminer) have pradnecd (he livelicat 
and moat logical political mticles that have been published 
within the last twenty or thirty years, Ag il ie time to bring 
this evening's chit-chat to an ond, let ua wind up with o pleasant 
paragraph from the pen of the witty parson— 


BRITIG LAXATION, 

Wo can inform Jonathan what aro tho inovilabla aonaoquancea of heing 
too fond of glory Taxes upon every artlolo which enters the mouth, oF 
covers the back, or Is placed andor foot—Llaxea upon every thing whieh tt 
is pleasant to aco, hear, feel, fell or tantoy—taxes upon warmly, light and 
locomotion—taxes on overy thing that comes from abroad, or la grown nt 
hhome—taxea on the 1aw mntorinl~-taxon on overy fewh value Uint lu added 
to it by tho industry of man—taxes on the xnuce whieh pampera minn'u 
appetite and the diug that restores him to health on thi winine whieh de- 
coates tho Judge, and the rops which hangs the orlminal—on the poor 
man’s anit, and the rich man's aploo--ort the Drawn nile of the gollin, and 
the tiband of tho briloat bod or buaid, emuahunt or levant, wo mit 
pay. ‘Cho xchool-hoy whipa hin taxed top, the beardlow youth managua 
hia taxod horao, with a taxol brldlo, ona taxed rond, and the dying Mug 
Mahmany pouring hla madioino, which has patd aavon por cant, Inte a apoon 
ihidh fits pata Attedn por cont, flinga himaclf baok wpon Ite ehints-bodd 
whlch Lins patd twenty-two por oont, and axptxoa in dhe arma af an apo» 
thooary, who has pald a Hoonso of a hundred pounds, for tho privilege of 
putting him to donth, Ils wholo proporty ie thon Immadintoly (axed from 
two to ten por obnt. Dosidea tho probate, largo fava ave demapited for 
burying him In the chanecl; his yirtwor ara hanted down to posterity on 
taxod maible: and he is gathored to his futhora to bo taxed no more, 
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No. XIX, 


TIUME AND GIDBON, 

TLL wish our friend N—— world conse to sport his secpticism 
in goneral society,—ha cannot do society or himuelf the lenat 
good by it, Such conduct ia at nll events in tho woral possible 
tuste, to sny the least of it. 

I.-I have spoken to him about it repeatadly., IIe is one of 
the most amiable men in the world, md one of tho most nente ; 
but hia ostentatious scepticism ia his weal point, and he clings 
to it like a partial paront lo a deformed child, 

Vilar my part I like his flankness. If his opinions are not 
gonerally received, and he nevertheless thinks them favorable to 
the causo of truth, why should he nol urge them on every fair 
oconsion? I confoss to hold vory nearly the same opinions, bub 
Thave not the sume moral courage as our friend N——, nnd, 
thorefore, keep them to myaolf in mixed company ; besides 1 am 
inclined to think that the oxpreasion of such opinions ia not only 
injurious to the Interests of tho Individual who is bold enough to 
avow thom, but to sogloty at large, Though a delst myself, I 
rotord Deiam, ag, upon tho whole, an unhappy faith, and unfit 
for the musa of mankind, who require tho authority, and guidance, 
and congolation of legs nbstract and idewl religion, N-——— Uhinks 
otherwise, aud is for lotting out what he Uiinks the uth at all 
senaona anid under all citcumstonces, antivfied Unut it is Lhe anfust 
course in the ond, 

L.—the othor evening, in a company in which thore were 
threo olorgymen, he sneciingly observed that he wondered that 
Mr. Jyngel, tho wavelling coujuror, had not been torn to piccos 
by the meb, for tuning water into wine, for it wae ono of our 
Suviour's mirncles, This wow a gross inault to every Christion 
in the room, and really, I think, he deserved to be turned out of 
it, I fear it is not so mush the love of truth as nn unonsinces 
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at alancing alone, or the vanity of proving that he is a deepor 
thinker than the mob, that makes our friend xo reuly to avew 
and defend his scepticism. 

V.—It is not gencrous to attribute by more guoseworl wi» 
woithy motives to any man who takes n differont path from our 
own, when his actiona enn possibly be accounted for in a fevers 
able manner, You cannot Ano his motives, maul they may be 
good, Give him, therefore, the benefit of a doubt; cupecinlly 
aa the yrobabilily, founded on his gonorul character, iy decidedly 
An his favor. 

IL-—Npeaking gonorally, (putting aside all reference to the 
individual ease of N——~,) those who reject Christianity are 
porsone whose interost it is that there should be no future state, 
Their wish is fathor to their thought, A Christian cannot 
help forming an unfavorable opinion of the moral charnator of 
® seeptio, and nothing places this in a stronger light, than 
the repuleivencss of atheism or deiam, when discovered in tho 
female sex, to which wo look for overy thing that ie good aud 
graceful, 

Vi—It is too much the fashion amongst certain religiontate 
to attack the motives of antagouists, whose argunienta ara 
rather troublesome to answer. ‘Thus they tell us thet Hume 
and Gibbon ontertained go intense a hatred of truth, a0 paw 
sionnto a Jove of fulachood, ao demonine wn desire to injure 
tho otornal interests of their fellow-orenturos, event nl Um atte 
orifice of their own—~ao veckloss a disregard of tha anger of 
the Almighty—that thoy curnostly devoted oll thelr enorgloa 
to doatroy 6 religion which thoy porleolly well know’ tu ho 
the genuine word of God. T confows it is hard to keop one's 
tomper when qyen good mon meot all difference of” opinion 
with such cruel misrepresentation ns this, Frintical relfgion 
ists, not contented with attributing tho moat Satante motives 
to all who da not believe ae they do, havestteo the nudacity ta 
apenk with contompt of all the intellects thet have ever boon op. 
posed to them. Dr, Mageo in his book Oa Alonement and Sas 
crifice, describes Ilumo's metaphysical works aa i alanding memori- 
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als of a heart as wicked and a head ua weak as ever protended 
to the character af philosopher or moralist,” and the Quirtirly 
Review (March 1844) quotes this judgment with approbation, 
And yet Adam Smith spoke of this man, with a wicked heart and 
a weak head, ag appronohing a8 nearly to the iden of a penferely 
wise and virtuous man, as Lie nature of human frailly will permit.” 
Wngald Stewart ohserves, of Hume's Treatise af Munan Nature, 
(a work planed at the age of ona-and-twonty and composed 
hefore his twenty-Afth your) that ithns contributed, aithor diraotly 
or indireotly, more than any single work, to the aubsequent pro. 
groas of tho philosophy of the human mind; and the greatest 
Gorman philosophas still continue to aponk of Hume and his 
writings with profound respeot, Thoy wonder at the shallow 
and ungenerous attacks to which he has been subjected hy 
his own countrymen, Never before did uw tweak head (which 
a man like Dr. Mageo could so pity and despise) work such 
wondors! Novor before did wack head and wicked heart exolto 
that onthusinem of friondship in the virtuous and tho grant 
which attended David Hume. Even the Quarterly Reviewer 
yoluctantly acknowledges that he onjoyad the cordial fond. 
whip of the moat distinguishod, mamboars. of the Soottish Dato. 
bitshment—Blatr,, Wallage, Drysdala, Wishhart, Jardluo, Homo, 
Robertson, and Caflyl,” Ho was beloved and admired by all 
who know him. In Paris he was onllod The Good David. Who 
that has road Mauolcenzio's La Roche oan fail to reverence 
ond Jove the oalm and benevolent sceptical Philoaoplior, whose 
character is so exquiritely pourtrayod in that beautiful and 
pathetic alory ? 

H.~You pay ua n very bad compliment if you imagine that 
L—and myself ave nt all disposed to agcontl the utlacks af 
more fanatios upon philosophers. We may, dooply lnmont 
MHumo's unhappy orrors on the aubject. of religion, without hating 
the man, or undervaluing his intellectual powers. 

V.—I wae not thinking of “tho present company,” which, in 
discussions of this nature, aro promemed, by the laws of good 
breading, to he excopted from any gonerul consura. But, though 

oF 
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T readily exonerate you both from any thing like a peraceuting 
spirit, I cannot help amiling at the cool mamor in which you 
take it for granted that, in attucking your own faith, the preutest 
of sceptical philosophers muat inevitably be wrong, ov, in other 
words, that your own decision as to which ia the fue religion is 
absolutely infallible, 

In—Your objection would go to overthrow all fiith whatever 
—for what is faith, but an unfaltering conviction ? 

V.—If on unfaltoring conviction, x you call it, and domon- 
astraled uuih wore identical, the said unfaltering conviction 
would certainly justify you in spealing with perfect contidence 
of tho crrors of all philosophors who had arrived nt a diferent 
conclusion from yourself, But I deny that thera hns ever ex. 
jsted a single human being whose conviction ox faith in mattors 
of religion could bo justly pronounced infud/ible, notwithaland+ 
ing’ the protonaions of his Toliness the Pope, If thee were 
but ono religion in tho world, philosophers would be lewa sure 
prized at poople feeling certain df the impossibility of their he. 
ing in the wrong, but when they lool round upon the world, and 
perecive such a diversity of religions, eral one oppased to all 
the rest, and each with exclusiva claims to truth, and observa 
what thousands of powerful and sincere minds, under every rell« 
glous banner, have been impressed with wr edquully elrong cans 
viotion of the absolute truth of their own oreed, nud the aes 
tain falachood of all others, it is. and thing to behold nny tudi- 
vidual pluming himeelf upon his own infullibility, und oxuluing 
ovor the vaat majoylty of mankind, 

H.—You aro combating‘the winds, We make no protonation 
to infallibility, But we onnnot rosiat evidence, and the “ovidenco 
in favor of the ‘Christian religion is ao overwhelming, that it fa 
not in our power to withhold our Assent, When God sponte 
can man dispute ? 

V,—But the question is—does ag apenk ·you aay yor: I aay 
no-—-who is to decide ? 

U.—Men of more rosemeh and luger-reach of understand. 
ing than cither you or I can bonat of, have settled this quem. 
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tlon pretty alearly. You youradll acknawledga that Deism ta 
“an mnhappy erecd,” and unfit for the majoity of mankind, 
You ounnot say that of the Christian religion, for even, setting 
aside all consideration of ita truth, no crndid man, however in 
clined to scopticiam reapevting fia eltime to a divin origin, can 
deny tint it has done moro good to mankind, oven in this world, 
than wll other religions put logather. Let ua judge of tho tree by 
its fruit, The consolation it affords to tho wretched, and the 
aupportit gives to virtue, are qualitios which no infldcl of tho lenat 
eundor can pretond to question, Then, again, what can be moro 
oggrogiously unfair than to elasa (ns sceptics are apt to do) au 
pure and beautiful a religion with all the mixcrable superstitions 
of anvage nations? ‘Che aceptio may langh al, or despise, the 
goda of the Grouke or the Iliudus, Lut he camot speak con. 
tompluously of the character of Jeaus Christ, which, even if it 
were Lo be regarded a4 a human conception only, muat be nllowod 
to surpass in purity and boguty every: other representation of 
perfect exeellenco which human genius has ne yet produced, 
‘Vo imagine that low, sordid, cunning ovisers of fables could 
or would invont or powrtray go diving a charactor, and in such 
perfect keeping, ie an oxtravagangd bordering on idiotlsm or 
insanity. iar : 

V.AI coinolda in opiuion with ao much of what you have said 
unt 1 am indisposed Lo keep up the controvoray, by dwelling upon 
A point or two on which I think that you are wrong, Were J 
desirous to prolraol the discussion, T should ask you if tho Hindu 
and the Mahomedan did not, equally with the Chriatinn, dorive 
conaolation in tho hour of allliotion, or on the approuch of denth, 
from tho promises held oul by their religion, Could no pious 
Hindu, at tho last gasp, and with half his body"in the “ auorocl 
rivor,” exclaim, with perfect sincarity, “ See ix what peace a Hindu 
can die? Wo must not suppose, with the bigots, that all orror 
in religion ia voluntary, or that no man who profossos a religion 
difforent from our, own, oun be quite sincere, 

H~You are doing the very thing thut you say you aro dis. 
inclined to dy—you are longthoning the cdisoussion, or, at lonat, 
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endonvoring to do ao. But I will not be tempted bo keep up a 
converantion which to mo js becoming nlmost puinſul. If you 
think tha wenk .delusions of superstition deserve for one mo» 
ment to bo puG upon a eval with a hope, saberly ane hambuly 
founded on that which some of the grenteal of Iman intel. 
Jeeta (Shakspeare, and Bacon, and Milton, and Newton, and 
Lacke,) have acknowledged to be the ward of tho must High 
if you think the opinion of an ignornut Brahmin (who is ay little 
above # state of nature) is worlhy to be comparod with Lhat of 
eg Christian philogophor of tho most enlightened age and nation 
— oan only any, that our minds must be ao differently consti. 
tuted thet further discussion would probably only tend to widin 
the space bebwoen us, 

V.AI most willingly drop the subject, and shall be glad to 
return to some literary topic, on which we aball have a botler 
chance of meeting cordially on one common ground, 


— 


No, XX, 


— — 


WALTER SAVAGE LANDOR AGAIN, 

II.Alt is now somo time since we mot, Have you nny Nro. 
rary gossip to communicate? 

L.-Nono; never waa Ghia world moro harron of matters 
of literary interoat, though science is taking gignutic strides and 
moking now discoveries daily, . 

Il.-Soienoo is always progressive--not so those arla and 
those branohos‘of literature dependant rather on individual go. 
nius, than on that genortl knowledge which is inherited or ads 
quired, Particular poriods acom to prepare the world for certain 
soiontific triumphs, and tho man to make them fy novor wanting, 
‘The discovery of the manifold usoa of steam was rather the din. 
covery of an age Chon of an individual, ‘Chose who think othorwina 
have not yet ngreed amongat themselves as to whut individual or 
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to what country the honor is dua, ‘There is no reason to nntici 
pate any cheek Lo the advance of acionee. J wish wo could say 
the same of Hlerature, But Homer and Shekspeare, by their 
gigantic powers, have dwarfed oll their degcondants. ‘here is 
no prospeot of their being surprsved or equalled in ow Lime a 
ab any future period. We bonet of improvements in criticinm 
aud odueution; hut we have discovered no moans of turning 
lively or industrious students, into grent poets, 

Lomb waa Swift, I think, who said that thero are only four or 
fiva men of gening born in an age, ‘There were certainly more 
than that numbor in the ago of Itlizabeth, 

IL—It is very aingular that there should have beon so many 
noble dramatic geniuses in that age, and none before or since, If 
there nre no successful dramatiste in this age, it is not heenuse 
the drama hos been neglected, “Chore never was u greater num- 
bor of play-wrights. Within Utexe lust cight or ten years eyen 
thentrical talent hus beoomo extinct. ‘hore fs not n single grent 
actor, comico or tragio, now living. 

Li-You wore asking mo just now wliether I had any literary 
yousip—I replied none—-but I ought to have mentioned that, 
ainos wo last met, [ havo econ Moxon’s banutiful edition of the 
collectod worka of Walter Savage Landor. 

II.-I also have not only soon but read the book—-Have you ? 

LYos, I have pnvtly vend it, It is sometimos dull enough 
for a faw pages, but the author novor lets you long forgot that he 
ie a mun of gonine and learning. 

II.-If any man living deworves tint cheracter it is Landor. 
‘There {s a fine apirit of pootry in his clnesical vorse compoxitions, 
though thoy aro sometimes ov litlle stif'and obxcure, Thuy contain 
praangea of oxquisite beauty, but the general texture is by no 


yen suited Lo the popular tuste.* nd he confined himuolſ to 
— — —— — — — — 

4 Southey hada vory high opinion of Lanidor aaa poot before he know 
him porsonally, In a latter to Cottle he anya" Thoro ta a poom aallod 
Gobir, of whieh I know not whether my rovlow of it In the Crtihal he 
yot printad, bul In that ravlow you will find some of the moat oxqulalto 
poetry in the language, ‘Che poom is zuoli as Gibort, 1f ho wera only hali'as 
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verso, his namo would hardly have survived his natural life; but 
his Imaginary Conversations Uhe world will not willingly let die. 
‘They are charactorised by tine cloquence nnd tine wisdom, 

L.~Gonorally—not always, His opiuionk we sometimes 
extravagant cuough, and there ia a tono of personnl fecling in 
his allusions lo soma of lia brother authors that shows he in not 
always capable of a calm and unbiawed judgment. He isn 
man of strong passions and obstinate pigjudices, wid when his 
feelings ure roused he dues not weigh his words, 

II.A like him oll the better for speaking thus dircetly from 
the henrt, for this practice givea an enrnestnoas to his atyle 
which distinguishos him from tho herd of authors, who make 
literature a sort of maaquorede, 

L.—But ho fs not a trustworthy guide, Vlis heat and preci« 
pitanee and partiality make one always diaposed to regard hin 
with snapicion, If it wore not for those fwults, his lowning and 
sngacity and fine taste, would vendor him an authority on all 
questions of literary criticism, 

H.—There is substance in all he writes, and to me, thorefure, 
he is always interesting, even when I may diſſur from him, He 
is a thinker, and he has not originul thoughts only but atrong 
foclinga, ia progo is poctical, without being ostontatlowsly xa; 
oud, without pagsing tho limite assigned by a just liste, he geno» 
rally displays ao grontor abundance of imagery in ltig prove, then 
is to be mot with in many an ordinary poem, Hiv {lustrations 
aro not moroly ornamental, but singularly apt and xtriking, and 
ofton throw into attong light, as wilh a slnglo Jlash, a long train 
of profound reasoning, : 

L.--Do you think he has trented Wordaworth falrly 9 

H.—Most certainly, He has startled tho aervile hord of oxition 
by taking a path of his own. Wordsworth fa now ae much over» 
ratod as ho was formerly aader-rated. Pboth onsos there waa the 
same alavish and cuckoo apiritin the mob of oritlos, It ĩa imponaible 

— — — — — — — — ——— — 


mad as he is, could have writton. J would gon hundred miles to tee the 
{anonymoua) author.”—Cortle's Reminiecances of Colertdge nnd Southey, 
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to open a review now without anticipating what will be anid upon 
any individual anthor, Few crities of the present dey seem to 
thinks for Lhemaclves, and therefore, the honest ant independent 
opinions of a wriler like Landor are peculiarly valuable. J wus 
gratified with Bubwer’a Uibute to his powers, J only fell in 
with it u fow daya nga,‘ Amongat tho most remarkable men of 
tho day.” euys Bulwer, © it command of longuage—in scholoatic 
cupiousnoss of learning—in deep and Inborious thought—in ole 
vatian of seulimont-—-I would placo Walter Savage Lunclor.“ In 
a vory beautiful and just review, in the Beaminer, of Landor’s 
Citation and Ewamination of William Shakspeare, Fonblanqne, 
(for I suppose he is the critic) observes that the book ‘is an honor 
to ita author, it docs honor to English Hleratures it is an addition 
to tho rave lint of books that will live.” 

I.And yet how lille the work is known! What a pity it 
is thot andor ia unable or unwilling to populnrize his genius. 
T cannot help acknowledging the grom power, of aome sort or 
other, whioh is evident in all those of his works that I have read ; 
but yet I "gladly lay them down with a songaof wenriness, and 
not always with n very clenr conoeption of the author's purpose, 
This ia the result of a perdsal of his proso—-hie pootry ia still 
more —8 and obsoure, ‘ What is it,” snid Coleridge, 
ehne Candor wants to make him a poot? His powors ave cor. 
tainly vory considerable, but he scoms to ho deficient in thal modi. 
fying froulty which compresses several pnvla into ona whole... .. 
Ho hag novor lenrnad, with all his onergy, haw to write simple 
and luoiel English.” 

HLT venture to differ both from Coleridge nnd you. J think 
Landoy writes true poetry and Incid prow, Tho quote hia own 
beautiful line, he proves himself, in the pootry of hia lnppiest 
moods, Lo be one of tha 


Sorene ciontora of Immortal things. 
As to popularizing" his genius, 1 know that he never formed a 


wish that way, Ho lina somowhare snid-—~' Glvo ma ton nooom · 
plished mon for rendeva, and 1 am content,” ‘This wish was 
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obtained as soon as he bogan to write. Tho firat men of the 
times are amongst his enthusiastic atimirors. Hava you rend his 
Pentameron 2 

L—No, 

H.Alt is a series of imaginary dialogues hetween Pelruch ond 
Bocensio. It is full of wisdom, of eloquence, of pathos, and moat 
eubtile criticism, I will open the book at random, and read heve 
and thoro a few pnasnges to you— 


Middling men, favoured in thetr lifetime hy efrenmmatancos, often appoar 
of higher siatme thon belongs to thom: great men alwaye of lower, ‘Time, 
tho sovoroign, fuvesta with bofting raiment, and distinguishes with proper 
cnalgns, tha familiara ha has yooolyod into hie eternal habitations: in these 
alone are they deposited yar niuat walt for ther 

No advigo is leas uvocgsury to you, than tho advian to axprass yntr nee ctit» 
ing as clearly ae yor can, Whore tho purpoxs of glaua te to he adon through, 
wo da not want ft tinted nor wavy. Th certain kindy of pootry tho ou 
may ba slightly differont: snob, for lnatanod, as aye Intonded to Uiapliy the 
powers of association and gombinatton tn the writer, ant Ww invite and 
exercisa tho compass and comprehension of the intelligent, , Pinday and 
the Attio tragediuns wrote In this manner, and rundored the ands of chotr 
audience more alert and ready and capaciows, ‘They found nome ft for 
them, and made others. Creat paints huve always tho same (ask te pore 
form, What ia excellent in theft art, eannot bo thought exeailent hy mmny, 
oven of those who ronton well on ordinary meatiora, and ape olyprly henutloa 
claewhore, All correct poreeptions ary Ut ofleet of onveful pravtlee, We 
Vitttle dawbt that a mirror would direwt ua in thy atowt familiar of our 
fonturos, and that our hand would fallow tts galdanye, until wa try to out a 
look of our hair, Wo have no such arltorlon to donmunatrate our Habithy 
Aovgyror in judging of postry; o quality #o rave (hat porhapu na five oon 
tomporarloa avr woro mastore of ft, 


Wo admfro by tradition; we oonsuro by enprice | and there fe nothing in 
which we oro moxo ingonlous and Inventive. A wrong atop fi palities 
spraing a foot In poolry; oloquonoo is never 80 unweleomg aa whon Is teanon 
fiom a funiliax voices and praixe hath no echo but from a certain distanoe, 
Our erties, who know Httlo ahout them, would gazu with wonder at my 


dung’ainsilar, in our days, to Pindar and Sophaates, and woutd onat it anide 


* 
‘ 


us quite impracticable, 


‘The great poet, like the original inan of the Platowinta, in double, pas. 
cessing the further advantage of being able to drop one half at his option, 
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and to resume it, Some of tho londorost on papor have no sympathion 
beyond; and aomo of tho austoroat in thoie intercourse with their ſollow- 
orunturoa, have delngod the world with tours, It in nob from the rove that 
the bee gathers hor honoy, but often from the meat norld and the moat bitter 
leaves and potala. 


Patrareae—-Tho aunslilno of pootry makes tho colour of blood lona hare 
riblo, and drawa up a ehadowy aud a softening haztnoae whore tha secre 
would othorwine bo too dlallnol. Pooma, liko rivora, convoy to their deati- 
nation what muat without thelr applimoes be lof unhandled, these to ports 
and araonala, ihja to tho human hoart. 

Horcnecto.-So it is, and what is terror in pootry, la horror In prose. Wo 
may ba brought too oloao to an object to loave any room for plonsure, Ugo« 
Ino affvots us like a akoloton, by dry bony vority. 

Potrarea—Wo oannol be too distinol fn our huagos; but although dis. 
thotnera, on this and moat other ooonsions, ia dosivablo tu tho iltative 
arts, yot domotimos in printing, and nomotimog in pootry, an objoot ahould 
not bo quile proolao. In your novel of Andrevate and Cabriotio, you 
afford mo au Uuatratlon 


Lo parova dal corpo dt lul uaolro una cows oaoura 0 tatrlblle. 


This ta Niko a droams thin ts a droam. Aflorward, you prosont to us 
aoh palpable fornia aud ploaalng coloura aa may rollove and gooth wye~ 


Hid nvondo molto rose, Liauohs o vermigile, aolte, potolooolo In slaglone ora, 


DocecoctommBuroly you now ara mooking mo. Tho ronos, I poroolvo, 
would not ha¥é boon thayo, had it not toon the monsoiy” ~ 

Patravea=A. poot ofton toon moro nnd hettor than ho la aware at the 
thmo, and noome at lat to know na Httlo about 3 as a allk worm knows 
about the Anonoss of hor thrond, 


— 


BovracetorLo bo uaolul to an many as poaslblo ia the eupoclal duty of 
a oritle, and his ulity oan only ho attainod hy reotitude and preoivon, 
Yo walke in a gardon whieh is not hin owns and ho nelther must gather 
tho blosroine to embellish his diacourae, nor break tho branchos ta dlaplay 
his atrongilt, Rather let him show what la out of ordor, ‘and help to raiso 
what fa lying on tho gronnd, 

Potravea—-Auilitora, and ranidors In gonoral, come to hone or road, fat 
your oplnion delivered, but tholr own repaated. Frosh notions ara ne dias 
agreonhlo to some as frosh alr to others, anid thle Inability to boar them la 
oqually a symptom of disonaa, — it 


— — 
Peirareq.-Of what valuo gro all tha honours wo oau axpagt, from tho wisoat 
u2 
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of our apooies, when even tho wiseat hold us Nghtor in oallmatlon than those 
who labour (o doalroy what God delighted to ereato, aamie on earth io vanaom. 
and suffered on tho eross to aavel Glory thon, glory on ll he, to devine 
with long sludy, and to cxeouto with vast exertions, what the fing of a 
yoptile or the Jeaf of 2 woed necomplishes in an hour? Shall any one toll 
me, thal the numbora sont to denth or to wrotohedners mako tha differenao, 
and constitute the great? Away then from tho fase of naturs as wo soe 
her daily! away from tho interminable varlolles of animated creaturen! away 
from whnt fs fixed (o tho eavth and Ives by the sum aud daw! truto Inert 
mattor doca it: behold it in tho pestilonos, in tho oarthquake, In the cons 


flagration, in tho deluge! 


Roceacolo,—The nightingalo ina lively bird to tha young anil joyous, aine~ 
Innoholy ono to tha declining nud ponalyo, Ifo has notes for avory nr, ho has 
foolings for avery bosom j and ho oxorolaoa over gontle aouls a wiley aud more 
woloome dominion than any other oroaturo. If Y muat not offer you my 
thanks, for bringing to mo suoh assoolations ng tho bod. aldo of aloknona In 
raroly {u rondinoss to supply; if I must not daolaro to you how ploaanne 
and well placed aro your roflaotlona on our condition; T may ventura to 
romark on the nightingale, that ow Italy la tho only country where this 
bird is killed for Uho market. In no other is tho raoo of Avariee and 
Gluttony ao hard run, Whata trhunph for a Vlorontino, to hold wndor 
his fork the most delightful bolng in al) animated nature) tho boing to 
which every poot, or neatly avory one, dudicntoa tho frat frulte of hik 
laboura. A cannibal who dovowia his cnomy, through Iutolerablo hunger, 
or, what ho holds ag (he monanro of fuation aut of rightoounnass, rovenge, 
may be vlowoil with leva abhorrenco than the honvtleaa gormandizer, who 
asta upon his londod stomach the Hitlo brenat that haw poured delight on 


thousands, 

L.-I must confess that there fe no want of tranaparency fn 
thede apedimons of Landor’s proao; but porhops they are better 
thatt any I had xoad before, 

H.—Tho Imaginary’ Conversations abound in tho most ox · 
guisite examples of oloquent, energetic, and lucid wriling.* You 


— —ñ —— — — — 

* OF the diMbrencs hotvoon tie partialltios of the publio, and the avan- 
tual Judgments of the poople j belwoon a deeply-founded fame and an ophe» 
moral Interost, fow moro atriking oxamplos will perhaps bo disoovored in 
futuro yonva than in tho solitary oaroor of Walter Sayago Landor anitddet 
tho various “lights of his day.” Ife hae Incontestibly daplayad original 
gonlus as n writers tho lighost orftlonl fronlty, that sympathy whh genlus 
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wore plensed wilh an autograph letter of Tandor’s that I rend 
to you some time ago, Hore are two notes which [ may as well 
show you because they are autobiographical. ‘Tho first was 
addressed, I think, to Mr. Horne, (a wriler of fine gonius,) but I 
havo mialaid the onvelope and cannot apoak with cortainty—- 


My PDrar Sie, 

When J wrote to you Inst, I thought it would ho hardly worth your 
notioe to aay mora of myself than my old achoolfellows, &e, had related. 
But J forget whothor it is montlonod or known that tho firat voraos J ovor 
wrote in Eugligh, wore on my cousin Mra, Shuokburgh's marringa, I was 
then about fourteen, ‘Two years afterward, I translated into English the Jop- 
thah of Buchanan, which I found I could nat improve, oven when I had 
written Ceblr. Ihave kept nolihor. Whon Diet Rugby and went under 
a Joault tutor, Yo translated into Latin Sifphios nud Alenios, many of 
Cowloy's odea and othor light pactry, eorvecting his ſoolorles and concolte 
wefor I had Juat then beon reading Sophocles and Pindar, At Oxford, wo 
Jind Justin lo conatrac., I waa indignant at the choice of tho author, but 
finding the story of the Phoewana, I hogan, to turn it into pootry. Chin 
waa thy frat attempt at blank verao. T waa ln my olghteonth yoar, mid the 
Fronch gadfly bad biton mo. Alforl’a wiao quostion had not renchod my 
parm Do you over expaut any good from T'ranos t” 

Bollovo mo, my dear Sir, 
Evar sincoroly yours, 
: W. 8 Lannon. 


My Dran Brn, 

Sono tme ago X wrote to Moxon, the publleher, fora copy of my 
pooma, Ito had not one, Vo loas no timo, I aond you (illtrootod to Tho» 
mane of Cathoring-streot) all my writings TY happon to possoas, ‘Cha bort 
of thom, T moan of tho poottonl, Giovanna of Naplea, and tho aoczuo) tras 
gary aro wanting. ‘Ihexa nover wore oftuved to the atnge, Mr, Ilorno re · 
quested mo to supply him with some materials for his New Spirit of the 
Ago sont them to him, and, at his request, permitted him to retain thom 
ator hile work had appoared, I will onoloxe you a note, on roading which 
ho will tranamit thom to you. 1 waa born on the 80th of January, 1778. 
Tho roat {a reporlod by Durko in his Commoners, ‘Choro will be ailted » 


— — — — — — 
and knowlodge, which enn only roault from imagination, and a generous love 


of truth—and alao a fino aoholarship in the apirlt ae wall ae in the, Jotlor 
of olaualonl attainmontaeNew Spirit of thedgn 
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now and completo editlon of my works about Novembou.* But thie, fur 
the present, my friond the Editor would keop xearet: #0 Bay nothing ahaut 
jt. J diroolod my thanks to you on iovlving your admirable book, which 


J shall read again, and porhaps with tnovensed pleasure, 
Belicve me, my deny Sh, 
Mont atneorely yours, 
W. 8, Lanvon, 
ToD, da Richardson, 
Cheenfleld Hause, Jersey, 


L,—These notos aro intoresting, What natrange, rough, dish- 
ing hand-writing! I am nftaid J must rather abruptly take my 
departure, and bing our discussion to an end, 1 am abliged to 
hurry away to nn engagement, 

H.—Retora ygu say good night, let mo juat road you tno 
smecdotes about Landor from Horne’s biographical notiows of 
him, and then we will have dono with the subjoot for the prosont-— 


Waltor Landor, whon a Rughy hoy, was fimoug, among other feata ut 
strength and skill, for the avonderful precision with which he used 4 anae 
nets and ho was not often disposed to agk permission of the owners of thoxe 
ponda or stieams that suited his morning's ſaney· One day a farmer mul» 
donly came down upon him, and ordered him to desist, and give up htt net, 
Whoxoupon Londor inatantly cant hla net aver the farmer's lend y cnnght 
him; entangled hin; overUuew him; and when he was exhmuatesd, nddreaed 
tho enraged and diacomfted theo beneath the meshan, CT the farmer prox 
mized to behave dlaoraelly. 


Mr, Landor wont to Parle ft the beghilng of thin century, wher ho 
Witnousad tho coromony,of Napoluon boing wade abnaiil for Ifu amldat the 
geolinatlona al multitudes, Lo gubagquontly saw the dethronud omporor 
“nan, (heough Tours, on hia way to owbark, nw he intended, for Ammrlon. 
Nagolaon wna sttonded only by « ainglo sorvant, nnd dosoandud at tha Pru- 
footura, unrecognized ‘by any beily, oxodpllng Landoy, Whe, peoplo of 
Tours wore mogt diostile to Napoloon j Sandor had alwaya felt n hatrod 
towards him, and now ha hnd but to polnt ono finger at hin, and St would 
have done whut all tho Artillery of 20 yoars of war had falod to do, Plio 
people would havo torn hime to plocos, Need {t bo antl that Landar wae 
too “good a hater and too noble aman, to avall himeelf of such an appar 
tunity, To hold his breath and lot tho hero pasa. 


* Moxon’s henutifil edition, In two volumes, royal ootavo, 


— — 
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No. XXI. 





POPE—DRYDEN—ADDISON-—JONNSON-- CHURCIILT 
WARTON, 

P.-Popo opons his socond book of the Dunofad with a pas. 
sago in which there is considorable varicty in the cusural pauacs, 
Though his first ling is from Millon, he scoms, in the remaining 
Hines, to have hud the musie of Dryden in his ear— 


Nigh on a gorgeous weat—that ſar outshone 
Honloy's gilt tub,—or Fleokno's Tiish throne, 

Or that where on her Gurla—the Pullle poura, 
All-hounteous,—~lagrant grains and goldon showers, 
Cheat Cibher ento the pround’Parnnsalan anoor, 
tho consoloua slmipor—and tho Joalous leer, 

Mix in hls look tall ayes dfroot thelr raya 

On hlin, -anil orowds turn coxcomba ns thoy gaxo. 


Josoph Warton, in his edition of Popo, exproaies a wish that 
his author hid mord frequently tndiilged in tlils sort of fracdom 
of vorsifiontion, J havo a grent partiality and respect for both 
the Wartons, but particularly for Thomas, who is much the heat 
poct of tha two, They wero hoth of thom, ns oritioa on poctry, 
coneidornbly in advance of their ago. ‘Thoman Warton’s Mesay 
on Pope, though much opposed on ita frat appearance, wns nol 
long ufter vory gonorally acknowledged to prosont a correst view 
of the auiporiority of the natural over the artificia] in poouy. And 
now this work, which was onoa unjustly consured os prosump- 
tlous aud paradoxical, is as unjustly negleoted, as tumo and com. 
mon-place, I am so much pleasod with an affectionate tribute to 
Thomas Warton, in the autobiography of Sir Rgorton Brydges, 
thot Tom unable to rosiat tho temptation to rend it to youre 


‘There ara fow charasters on whieh Look with zo muoh spmplaogit In- 
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tereut ae Warton'a. Uis temper was ao aunehtuy and benevaluut ; hiv man. 
nora were ao simple; his erudition waa so clavaical nud various, fits learn 
ing was so Muminatod by ſanoy, lis love of thy auuntry was au unuſſeotod, 
fis {images are ao ploturcaque; hin knowledge of feudal and chivalrous 
manners waa ao minute, ourlous md jively, his ahuonoe of all: worldly ani 
ition and show was so attractive, hig Inmour waa an good-natured and 
Innocent; his unaſſooted love af literature was vo encouraging and exom- 
plary, Qiat I gaze upon hia memory with watived aathdaetion, 


.  D—This is a very ruc and beautiful summary of Wurtem'n 
character, One of these days I should like to go ovor Warton's 

poetry again, for it is spirited and picturesque ;—but for the 
prosent lot ue return to tho little Nightingale of Twickenham. 
One of Popo’s lottors (to Walsh) on the subject of versification, 
exhibits a maturity of judgmont quite oxtraordinary, considering 
that when he wrote it he was not out of his teens, But Pope, 
as was enid of Gray, was novor a boy. Spence, I think, records 
that he was never known to Iaugh, One is aurprized to find 
Pope’s after practice so Kittle in accordance with his early theory, 
In the letter juat mentioned, he observes, that, lo preserve exnet 
harmony and variety, the pause at the fourth and sixth aylable 
should never be continued above three linos together, aa tt would 
be apt to weary the env sith ono contimed tone" nt lonst 
it docs mino,” ho adds. Who would have expvoted, after a 
ovitiolam that might have graced the lips of Dryden, auch seesaw 
vorsos nx those ? 

All ure but parla-of ono alupondoua whole, 
3 Whore body Nature Je--and Goil the soul; 

That ohangod through allemand yot in all the ame, 

Groat In tho onrth-ag In the olliorlal frame · 

Warma in tho dun--tofkoatios tn tho boat, 

Glowe,in tho atara-and blossoms in tho trays 

Lives through all Ufo—oxtonde through alt oxtent, 

Sproads wundividod—oporatea unaponl. 


Tt is easy to multiply illustrations of this dofest, ‘Tho fourth 
vyllablo is his favorite oaural pauac, Ho is partin’ alao to the 
practise of commencing hia inmbio lines with a trochee, as in 
dhe four Inst Jines just rend, and it certainly gives spirit, variety 
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and animation to tle music, if not too frequently repented 
—but Pope was apt to fall into the error of thosa writers 
ao plensuntly ridiculed in Sheridan's Critic, who nevor think they 
own give enough of a good thing-—-"' Aad / dhree morning gune 2" 
Hera are some very noble and enorgotic lines, but if the modu. 
lation hind been n little more varied, they would have been more 
agrecuble to the ear, 


What! arm'd for virtue—whon T point tha pen, 
Tirantl tho hold front - of shameloss guilty men ; 
Pash tho proud gamo—ator in his glldad oar; 
Tare tho moan hoart--that lurks benoath a star; 
Can thera be wanting--to defond her cause, 
Tights of the ehuroh - or guardians of her laws? 


It is said that the couplet which pleased Pope's car most was 


To, where Mevotis sleepa, and hardly flowa 
‘Tho froozing Tanala through a wasto of mows, 


a 
{¢ ix varied and flowing, but hos nothing peculiarly delightful 
in it to my car. Warton notices a couplet in Popo’s Sappho to 
Phaon, which he says hing boon quoted ag the moat mollifluous in 
ow: language 


Yo gontlo gala, bonoath my body blow, * 
And softly lay mo on tho waves holow. 


Konoath my body blow in awkward and inelogant, nor are the 
allitoralive de nt all agreeable, Indeed tho lines are altogether 
vory achoul-boyish, Compare them with aome linea of Millon. 


Tle muat not Goat upon bla watery bier 
Unwopt, and woltor to the pnreliing wind, 


Without the mood of xome molodlons tear, 
* 


Hore the allltorations are not unpleasing, Or, talco another 
speoimon—— 
Fountatus, and yo that warblo, aa yo flow, 
Molodious murnuirs, warbling tune his pralao. 


f 


F.--Though Pape in practise overlooked the charm of variety 
of modulation, notwithstanding his reapadt for the example of 
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his master, no writer was ever more hnppy in hie exercise of tly 
art of self-criticism, in tho pruning and condensation of his fre 
thoughts, and in atrongthoning and olevating his diction, Ne 
rarely altered a line or on expression without decidedly improv. 
ing it—a strong proof of the accuracy of his judgment. When 
he wrote these lines, in the Jnitations af LTorace, lie muat huvoe 
heen very conscious how well they were illustrated by hiv own 
practise, 

O how soverely with themselves progocd 

Tho men who write auch verse ay We can road, 

Their own atriot jndgca, not a word they apare, 

That wants or forvo, or Uglit, or woight, or anre, 

Iuttatlane of Harace, 
Pruno the Juxurlant, the wnoouth reflne, 


Bur show no moray to an ompiy llno. 
The same, 


Observe the use which Pope muclo of the lines originully com. 
municated in an imperfedt alate inv letter to Aaron Hill. 


Whilo ovory joy, auooousſul yout | is thine 

By no mnplonsing medinoholy mins; 

Me Jong, ah Tong! may there auſt caves ongaye, 
Yo cack the oradle of repantig age, 

With lonlont arta prolong a parent's breath, 
Mako Jangour amffo, aul amooth the hed of death: 
Mo, whon the caren my batter yonra have shown 
Anothor'a ago shall haston on my awn, 

Shall somo kind hands, like Bansa’s or liku thing, 
Toad gontly downward, ſavor the dealin? 

Ta want, in aloknosg, ahall a Mond be nigh, 
Exploro my dhought, and watoh my aaking oye 7 
Whothar shat blossing be donfod or given 

"Dhale lar la Mght; tho roat holonga to Huavon, 


Compare this with tho passage in his carefully finished Pra. 
logue Lo the satires (addressed to Dy. Arbuthnot), ond notice 
with what oxquisite Judgmont ho haa thrown away all the 
feoble words and linos, proservod what was worth prosorying, 
and worked up the whole, 
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DO friend! may cash domestic hifaa he thine! 
He no unpleasing melancholy mbie: 
Mo, lot the tender affloe long engage, 
To veck the evadte of repusing age 
Pith lenient arts oxtend a mother'a lreath, 
Mike langaur smile, and amooth the bil of death, 
Hvplora the thanglt, explaln tha aalelig: ayo, 
Anil koop awhile one paront from tho akyl 
On caves like thosa, if longth of days attend, 
May hoavon, to hloas those days, prosorye my friend, 
Proxorvo lilm aooial, choorfil aud serene, 
And just ag rloh ag whon ho eorvad a quoon. 
A~—Whether thut blosaing he dented or given 
Chie for was right, tho roal belongs to Tteaven, 


NDo—There is, perhaps, something a little awkward or obsenre 
in tho last couplet, placed as it is in the mouth of Arbuthnot, 
What blessing doca the Dootor spenk of ? It is hardly graceful 
or modest in him to sponk of his own, friendehip to the pact as 
a blessing, anid yot that aooms to be the meaning. 

I,—This is nn instanoo of the hnzord attending aftor-patch. 
ings and alterntions, avon in the hands of the most onroful and 
most judicions of solf-oritios, ‘Tho moaning in the original 
draught is clea and appoalte onough, but In altering one part 
of the passage the poet overlooked the context. It was a mera 
overnight-—not an error of judgment. Had it onught hin aye, 
ho would infllibly have improved it. Perhaps it would read 
better and more consistently if the wholo pasnge wore given Lo 
Pope, ‘The tneongraity muy bo attributed to his having inad- 
vertently allixed Arbuthnot’s initia to the closing couplet, 

D.~-Popo's verges uve nlways exquisite when he indulges him. 
self in Uhe expression of hia natural tenderness. Ile was uns 
dloubtedly of a moat affectionate disposition. His egotism is 
delightful. But never was poct more unfortunate in his editors. 
Neither Warton nor Bowlos was pnrticularly friendly to him, 
and Warburton and Roaooe have injured him, by on india» 
erect attompt ta elovato him aso wrilor ahoyo his teal station. 
Pope was a trie Poot, but he was nolthor a Milton nora Shaks- 

va 
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pears. There ia something perhaps petty and toa purely spite. 
ful and personal in many of his antives and Inmpoons; but hiv 
compliments are tuned with matehless cloganee and ingenuity. 
They come upon us with a double charm, in the midst of harsh 
exposwes of tho faults und follies of the majority of mankind, 

F,—Aud we must remember, too, that they had tho rare 
merit of the most perfect honesty, Alderman Barboy, tt ia said, 
gave the poet to understand that he would leave him a legney of 
some thousands for n litle commendation; but no man could 
more thorougly scorn « bribe thun Alexander Pope. IIo was an 
independent writer, at a period when men did not blush to receive 
money for a dedication, Aa Jolmaon, I think, observes, he 
passed over Princes and Lords and Dukes and dedicated his 
Homer to Congreve, 

D.—Lot us ondonvour to recollect  fow of those noble com. 
pliments, for which, as Uaziitt anid, a man would be almost ready 
to die. : 

COUMAM, 
And you, biave Cobham t to the latent breath, 
Shall fool your valing passion atioug in deaths 
Such in these momenta, aw hy all the pest, 
“Oh suve my countiy, Heaven !? xhall be your laut. 


NOLINGBROKK AND TIDE KART OF PULERUOROUGIL, 


Lhore St. John mingles with my Alondly howl 
‘Tho fonst of ronson and tho Now of soul; 
And ho® whose lightning piorsod tho Inorian Mies 
Now fonns my quinonnx, and now ranks my siner, 
Or lamos the goniue of the atubhort plain 
Almost ng quickly ag ho conquored Spain, 

® — 


MUNRAY, (EARL OI MANSIIRED,) 


And what Is fhmo? tha monnest have thoir day, 
‘The greatest van but blaze and pass away, 


— — — —ñ —ñ —e — —— 


* Popo tella us tint Obarlos Mordaunt, Enel of Poterborough, conquored 
Valontia with only 260 hora and 900 foot, 
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raga ag thon mt with all dhe power of words, 
No known, ao honored, in he IIouao of Lovdy; 
Conaplouons scone | another yal is nigh, 

(Movo silent far) where kings and poeta He ; 
Where Muy ray, long enough his country’s pride, 
Shall be no more thas ‘Tally or Man llyde. 


F.—~The concluding couplet of your Inst apecimon is very 
Deautifully turned, but the second is the poorest in all Popo, It 
reminds me, by its prosaic and colloquial familiarity, of some 
voraos of Jilzgorald, and the parody of him, by one of tho 
authors of the Rejocted Addresses. 1 oan romembor but one line 
{and that, J thinks, is from the parody)— 

God blons the Regent nud the Duke of York t 

D.-I agreo with you—the couplet is, indeed, a poor one. It 

seems hardly serious,—ono 
Wondors how devil {t got there, 


But now for a few more real goms :—~ 
t 


ALLEN, 
Let humble Allon, with an awkwaid shame, 
Do good by atonlth, and blush to find it fame, 


URNKRLEY, 
Won hi a Bishop I oan spy doaart, 
Sookor tn dooont, Rimilol has a homes; 
Mannora with candor aro to Bonaon givan + 
Vo Merkeloy avery virtue andor heaven, 


TUK RARE OF BCATMONOUGIT. 
When T canfour thers a one wha feels for fame, 
And molts ta goodness, nevi I Semborongh nme ? 


TNE PORTS YRIENDS, 

But doos Uia sour a worthy man remave, , 

hat natant J declare ho hne my love; 

Tahun bla xontth, oomt hia mild deoline— 

Thus Somes ona, and JTalihx wore mine.* 
— — — — — — 

* An inclogant ropolition wlll aometlmoa osdapo the noiloo of tho most laeloſitl 

and neaurnto writora-tho uso of tho word cour? lixles within the apace of trad lines 
o~though not with (ho same monnbig—le cqrtalnly objeotlonable, 
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Oft in tho alill clear minor of retront 

J aludiod Shrowabury, tho wise anid great; 
Carletonꝰs calm ecuso, and Stathopo'x nable Hare, 
Compared and found thelr gorereus aim the Kane; 
low pleasing Atterbury ’a softer hour, 

Wow ehined the soul unconquer'd In the Tawer t 
Tow oan T Pulteney, Cheater fuld forget, 

Whilo Itoman spfeit chmme or Atta wit? 

Aigyll, Uhe Stato's wholo thier hon to wlelil, 
And shake alike the Senate ant the field 

Or Wyndham, just to fieedom and the throne, 

‘The mater of om passions and his awn? 

Namos which T long have lover, nor loved in valu, 
Ranked with thelr Monts, not numberod with thule (rau, 
And if yet hlghor the proud list whould endl 

SUI lot mo nay no flnttoror but a fond, 


TORD NOLINGBRORE. 
Why rail thoy, dion, if but a wroath of mino 
Oh, all-agcompliahed Sf. John, duck thy aln inu / 

La — — 

Oh} whilo along the abeam of Uino thy namw 
Wxpanded fies and gathers all its fone, 
Say, shall my little bark attendant anil, 
Prat tho tiinmph and parlako tho gale? 
When statesmen, heros, kings, In duit repo 
Whore vonw alinll hivah thed dithere wore thy foer, 
Shall don thin vorao to future age pretend + 
Thou wort my guide, philornphor, and fend? 


HORM CORNHURY, 
Woult you ho bloat? despiae low Joys, low gata; 
Diadatn whatavey Cornbury dladatna; 
Do happy, and be virtuous for your pains, 
* 3 


Warton hos a note on this pussigo, in which ho tolla us that 
when Lord Cornbury returned from his trayola, the Into Rurl of 
Pesex informed him he had obtained a hondaome ponsion for 
him. “ [ow could you tell, my Lord,” anid Combury, idignnutly, 
‘that T was to be sold?”  Pope’s compliments," anid Hazlitt, 
“are equal in value ¢o a houso or an oatnto.” "One would 
think,” ho adds, in reference to tho tribute to Lord Cornbury, 
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«Unt a descendant of this nobleman could hardly bo guilty of a 
mean or pallry aotion.” 

D.-I wish Addison had boon as emefal a condenser of his 
thoughts in vowo es Popo was, How exquisitely harmonious 
and oneigotio id Popo’s fino prologue to the cold and do. 
clumatory Caéo/ Addison was a far inforior poet, oven to 
Dr. Julngon, whoso first couplet of the Vanity of Hunan 
Wishes Nos eon go much ridiculed by recont oritics for {te 
yagiie tautolugy— 

Lot observation with oxtonslvo viaw, 
Suevoy mankind, from China to Porn. 

"Che firal Ine is needless; as the couplet atanda, tha author 
makes himself aay, (as Coleridge, I think, hea explained) «Let 
observation, with oxtonsive observation, ubeorve mankind.” 

Y.—It reminds mo of a sentonco [ met Iately in Adam Smith's 
Theory of Morel Sentiments, in which he apenks of ono “ whoso 
talonta astonish vs with wonder and surprise.” 

II.IIow difforont a Johnson's couplot from tho onsy nnd 
unhealtating vigour of Dryden's 

Jisok round tho habitable world, how fow 
Know thoi own good, or, knéwing It, purauo. 

But thora ts far moro of feeble amplideation and filling up of 
vacant spaces with more words, In Addigon than in Johngon. 
Took at tho oponing af Cato 

‘Tho dawn fa ovoronat, the morning loura, 
Awl heavily tn clowla hetuge an Ue day 
‘Tha grant, tho fmportant day, 

Wig with the ſata of Cato and of Rome, 

Anothor writer would have compressed these four lines into 
two * 

Now hoavily im clouds somes on tho day, 
Big wlth tho fate of Cato and of Rowo. 

Take u specimen of the aame work vorbosity in the eolebrated 

soliloquy 
Tho soul, acoured in her exirtonoe, anulen 
At tho dawn daggor, [ard defen tte pointy) 
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The stars ahall fado away, tho sin hinaolf 
Grow dim with ago, Cand Nature sink tu years] 
Dut thou shalt fomish in immortal youth, 
Unhuit amid [eho war of elonenty, 

The wreck of matter, and] tho ortwh of woulda, 
What moana this heayiness that hanga upon met 
[Zhis lethargy that orecps through all my senses?) 
Nature oppreat, (aid harassed out with care] 

Sinks down to reRt, 


F,—Johnson’s [rene ia just. os bad 6 poom as Cato—perhaps 
worse, [lis blank verso is cven more monotonous than Addi- 
son’s, though rather less feeble, 


And passion sleopa, whilo daolamatlon ronra, 


It is strange that even Johngon could reconcile his dur to his 
own vorsification— 


Ta mon fs lofty, hia demeanour great; 
Nor aprightly, folly wantons in his air, 

Nor dull serenity beanlma hia oyes 

Suoh had I insted once aa soon an avon, 
But cautions age auspocta tho flaming form 
And only credits what exporiongs telly, 

Tas allonoo pressed her aval upon hiln lips? 
Doon adamanting faith {nvest her heart 2 
WHHL he not bond horenth nw tyrants frown ¢ 
Will ho not melt hefora ambitious fire? 
‘Wil ho not soften in a frlond'y embrace? 
Or flow dissolving in a womans toma? 


This is not dramatio blank-vorae, nor Indeod decont blank. 
verse of any kind, It ia not even good songo, Tho last Hine 
in partioulur is abominable stuff, Tho whole pasenge ronda na iff, . 
the poot had forgotten to tug rhymes to it, 

D.—Dr. Johnson's heroic rhymes are generally foroiile and 
striking, though deficient in variety of tono, and in high imagina. 
tion; but perhaps no man of acknowledged taste und ability 
ayer wrote suoh dotoatable vorsos as Addison, A boy at achool 
would desorve to bo boalen for much better ones, Perhaps the 
worst poem in the largest collection of poctry extant (Chalmers? 
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English Poets, in wonty-one volumes royal oclava) is Addison's 
Account of the Greatest Haglish Poets ; in which ho tells ue that 
Spenser, the poot’s poct, amused a barbarous age,—hat 


Con charm as tuderatanding age no mare 
After mentioning Milton’s poetionl productions, he saya 


In othor worka might hays desorved applauso, 
But now tho language can't anpport tho aanac, 


Ho mnkes no allusion to Shakspeare—hé is not in the list 
of the Grentest English Poets !—but when ho haa yawningly 
oxpreased his weariness, after going through his laudations of 
othor bards, he elegantly exclaims 


Tim dred of thyming, and would ſain give o'er, 


Dut justice, ho anya, demands ono “ labonr more—he had 
almost forgotten one of the Grentost English Pocta-— 


Tho noulo Montague roninlna winaned, 


After the mention of this vast gonius, that " justica demands" 
should be veomembered, when Shakapoare is forgotton, nnd, to the 
reader's oxtreme roliof, the orltical vorsifler brings his wretched 
doggrel to on ond, but with an oxprossion of mocdloaty int is hy 
no moana out of place 


Poo dane at length ¢ and now, dear filend, reevive 
‘Tho luat poor prownt that my Muse aan give, 

T leave the arte of pootry nnd ve rae 

To those that praotlau them with more sieceas, 


P.-Wo mit voanlleob that these lines were published in the 
writer’a youth, . 

D—FHo was twontyetwo yours of ago when ho published thom, 
They wore written at a poriod of life whon a poot's ſauoy is frosli· 
cathis prasions warmest, Recolleat what Pope and Cowley did 
in their teens, Bositlos, look at his Inter pooma--they are a 
little more polished, indeed, but not a whit moro postioal, ‘Turn 
to his Letter from Italy, ia which ho bridlos in hia struggling 
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Museo with pain. To bridle a goddess is no very deliento iden, a9 
Johnson observes; but in the next }ine Addison tums the gods 
dogs info a ship— 


That longa to awk into a nobler alvain, * 


“An act,” adds Johnson, “ which was never hindered by a bri. 
dlo.“ Turn to the Campaiya—that “ przette in vhyine! nid 
what can be fairly said of even the vaunted simile of the Angel, 
if simile it may be called, “If T had get ton xehoal-boys,” 
anid Dy, Madden, to write on the batte“of Blenhetn, and 
vight had brought me the angel, I should not have heen sure 
prized.” Maenuloy thinks: the extraordinary popularity of this 
simile is chiefly to be attributed to the allusion to un deoluul and 
moat torrifio storm~— ‘ 


Suoh ns of ato o'or palo Britaunin paat y 


And he rogards it as. proof of tho advantage which in chetorjo 
and poetry, the parlioular has over the generul.* 


And plened the Almighty'a ardere ta perform 


Ts a line quite in tho alylo of Addison's curlicat poome, When 
ho writes prose ho fa a mugician, Bul when he allempta the 
“ goldon cadences of vorse’ ho becomes a very erdinnyy parson» 
Age. 
FI think you do him injustice, Tven in hin derauit of 

the Greatest Kugliah Poets thoro is n vory fair dencription of. 








“a Tho gronf Lempfost of Novombor, 1708, tha only tompoxt which tn 
our latitude has oquallod the rage of a Uoploal hurrlonny, hind lel a 
dvondfitl recolectipn on the minds of ajl mon, No athor tempust was over 
in this country tho ogonsion of a Tarlinmontary addres or a pubite ful, 
Whole flools had boon cast away, Large mansions Ind heen blown 
down, Ona prelato hind boon turied beneath che citi of Ate pninae, 
Tendon and Drlatal had presonted the appoaranoo of alllos fut sucked, 
Jtunidreds of frmilios were still Jn mourning, ‘Tho prostrate tronkn of larga 

iroes, nnd the rulus of hourer, allll attertod, in all the Sonthorpsountica, 
tho fury of tho hlaut. Mlinburgk Rovleto, 


HITRRARY OHIT-CHAT, “938 


Mitlin's pootry, written nia time when Paradiso Lost was little 
appreciated ov undeyatood, ‘There js n ling in it upan the sub 
ject of that mighty poot'a conception af the Garden of Mdon, 
which 1 still remember, though I read the poom many long 
yours Ago * 

What tongue, what words of raptirs aan axprous 

a ulsion so profuaa of pleasantners ? 


‘There is some spirit and ingonuity In hia Lines to Sir Godfrey 
Knellor-—some grace and molody in his dio commenaing 


Tho spacious firmament on high 
And all the bhio ethorial aky, 


And in the Hymn in which this stanza occura— 


Far though in dreadful tohtrls wa hung, 
dfigh on the laaken wave, 
J know thou wort not slow to hear, 

. Nor lmpatont to anve— ‘ 


A stanza which delighted the anrly taate of Burns. 

D—Though I ean never allow that Addison was a poot in 
verae, ho wns unquestionably postion! writer in pross, How 
exquisite is hia Vision of Miraa? Listen to tho musio of soma 
pasanges that haunt one like fragments of vorse—~ 


J fell Into x profound contomplation on the vanity of Inman Ifo; and, 
parelng from ane thonght to anothor: “ Surely," anid J, “man te but a 
Mluadow and Life a droam · · 

= A ahophord, with a little mnetoal fis ument In hin hand, ‘Tho sound 
uf it waa oxcooding awoal and wrought Into a varloty of tunes that wore 
inexprogatbly melodious, # # 8 8 © T thon turned again to tho vision 
which T had boon go long contemplating; but instead of the rolling tid, 
the arohad hridga, and the happy falauda, F anw nothingebut tho long hol» 
Jow yalloy of Yagdat, with oxon, shoop, and oamola grazing upon tho sidos 
of It.” . 


What a benutiful termination! What melody--what picture ! 
~ Fi-Addison wag not only the Raphaol of Tasayiste, but a 
«Huo arjtic, If you look bask to the time at which he wrote hie 
ag 


oF 
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papers on Milton, you will acknowledge that many romarks upon 
that great poot's goniua, which now scom little better thor 
truisms, wore then both new and bold. His specimans of Milton’s 
heautios are selected with exquivito judgment. It ia the fashion 
now to spenk contemptuously of Addigon, nnd Lo characterize his 
prose as feeble, but I never meet with & quotation frum his ossaya 
in a worl of the present times, withont boing struck with the 
contrast which his chaste and careful elegance presonts to the 
glaring and ambitious style of fino writing now in vogue. An 
extract from the Speetador, in a publication of the day, loake like 
a fingment of ancient soulpture in the studio of a madern artist, 

A.—o tum from the gentle Addison toa very diferent writer 
—You alludgd I think somo days ago to Churchill's power of 
satire, Itis so long'sincs { aaw his portrait of Fitapatrick thet I 
should like to have anothor look at it. 

H.—Lond me that tall yolumo on the shelf behind you, aud 
you ehall sco what aorl of alist an unfair and spiteful critic onn 
charnotorize as “ drivelling and dull.” Hore it te, “Chis passage 
is the gem of the Rolliad, Phoro is a combination of foree and 
faoility in it that fs quite Drydenic, Had Churchill often written 
thus, it would hava been “ vain to binmo and uaclose to praise 
him"—~ 

VITZPATRIOK, 
‘With that low ounning, which in fools anpplics, 
And amply too, tho pluce of boing wivo, 
Whioh Naturo, kind, {ndulgont parent, gave 
Ta qualify tho blookhead for a knaves 
With that amooth falashood, whore appoarance charms, 
An ronaon of onoh wholesome doubt disarma, 
‘Which to tho lowoat dopths of gutle doscontle, 
By vilpat moana purauoa tho vilost onda, 
Woara Friondship'a maak for pnrpoxos of aplio, 
Fawas fn tho day, and butohora In tho night) 
‘With that malignant onvy, which tums pate, 
And aiokons, avon if » frfond provail, 
Whtoh morit and succes pursuos with hate, 
And dans tho worth Ut oannat imitate; 
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With the cold caution of a coward's spleen, 

Which feara not guilt, but always socks a skroon, 
Whioh koops thia maxim over in her vow 
‘What's basely done, ahould bo done snfuly too; 
With that dull, rooted, onllous fmpudenae, 
Which, dead to shamo, and overy nioor sonse, 
Ne‘or bluah’d, unloan, in aproading Vioo'a enaroa, 
Sho blunder'd on some virixe unawares; 

With all those blossings, which wo aoldom And 
Lavish’ by Natio on ona happy mind, 

A motloy figure, of the Fribble tribe, 

Whioh heart can sonvoo aonovive, or pon dosoribe, 
Came simp'ting on; to nacortain whoae sox 
Twolve ange, finpanell’d matrons would perplex, 
Nor male, nor fomalos neither, and yet both f 
Of nontor gonder, though of Iriah growth ; 

A alx-foot anokling, minging in ite gait, 
Affootod, poovleh, prim, and dolloato j 

Foarfal #¢ soom'd, though of athlatta make, 

Loat brutal brooaoa should too roughly shake 

Tta tondor form, and aayago motion sprond, 

O'ar its palo chooks, the horrid manly rad. 

Muolt did it talk, in ite own protty phrase, 

Of gonlus anil off tadto, of play'xa atid playa; 
Muoh,too of wrldngg, whiph itaglf bad wrote, 
Of apoolal morlt, though of Httle note; 

Por Fato, ln 0 atrango humour, had dooroed 
‘That whint it wrote, none but ftaolf ehould rend, 
Muoh too It ohatter'd of dramatlo lawa, 
Alejudglug oritios, and minplao'd applauao, 
Thon, wlth a seff-complacont, julting, air, 

Ut anil'd, Ut emirk'd, it soriggted to tho chair) 
And, with an awkward brlaknaes, not its own, 
Looking around, aud porking on the throne, 
Trlumphant soom'd, whon that strange aivage dame, 
‘Known but to fow, or only known by namo, 
Plain Common-Sonso, appaar’d, by Naturo thore 
Appolntod, with plain Truth, to guard tho chair. 
‘The pageant saw, and binsted with hor frown, 
Todt frat atnio of nothing melted down. . 

Nor shall the Muso (for oven thore thepride 
Of this valn nothing ahal] be 'moxtifled) 
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Nor shall tho Muse (should Vato ordain hes rhyines, 
Fond, plonving thought | to live in vterthnus) 
With snoh a trifler'a name her pages blot 

Known bo the character, thes thing for gat ¢ 

Loot it, to disappoint cach future atm, 

Llvd without sew aud din tolihout a nan £ 


A.—Poor Fitzpatrick | Ono cannot help pitying the unhappy 
wretch, undor tho infliction of so terrible e punishment, Satire 
is an awful weapon in a brnd like Churchill's, It is whooking 
to think how often this powerful ipstrumont has been wielded 
with cruel offect, by able but unprincipled writers to gratify their 
own vanity and malice, It is’impossible Lo withhold one’s adini« 
ration of th@withoring foros of Churchill’s Jampoon; but J am 
half inolinad to belfavo that tho punishmont excacded the oflenee, 
and that tho vioes and foibles ridiouled were inhumholy oxngger~ 
ated. I know nothing, however, of the porsonal history af the 
man thus snatched from oblivion, gibbeted for the acom of suo~ 
cessive genorations, 


And fostering in tho miiuny of years. 


Il.-Ilo was the hero of Gurrick's Mribbloviad, a work whigl 
has beon all uged up by our fathers’ postry-coolks and trunk. 
makors, Ho rendarod himself’ conspicuous by taking a lending 
pal in some play-houge riots, While on tha wubjoot of aalirio 
poetry, lot us turn again to a spoolmon of satire, at lonat aqual if 
not superior to Chushill’s, Hore is Dryden’s picture of the 
celebrated Dube of Bhokinghatt Gon of tho nobleman, #lin by 
“ono Folton.”) Porgonal, ila), and a thine of ftovengs, made 
Dryden put henrt and soul ints hfs work. He novor forgave the 
Duke for making hitn ont so absurd a figure os Bayos in the 
Rehearsal, a farce which is yot enjoyed by the lovers of wit and 
humour 

ings ZEB 
Some of thelr ohiols wora pringow of tho Iand 5 
Th tho frat rank of thoao dd Ziti stands 
A man ao varlous, that ho soam't to be 
Not ono, but all mankind's opltomes 
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Stiff in opinton, always lu the wrong; 

Wag every thing hy starts, and nothing long ¢ 

But, in the coursa of one revolving moon, 

Was ehymist, fiddler, alntoaman, and buffoon: 
‘Then all for women, painting, ihyming, drinking, 
Bosktes ten thausana freaka that dled In thluxlnux. 
Ticat madman} who could evory how employ; 
With something now to wieh, or to enjoy | 
Rilling aud pralsing woro his uaual thomos ; 
And both, to show hla Judgmont, Jn oxtromes ¢ 
So over violont, or ovor olvil, 

‘Tint overy man with him was God or Devil, 

Tn aquondening woalth was his poowliny art: 
Nothing wont umevwarded but deset, 

Boggar'd hy fools, whom still ho found too larwr 
Ue had his Jont, aud thoy had his evtnte, 

Vo Inugh'd hhneelf from court, thon nought relief 
Dy forming partion, but could no’er be ohief: 
For, spite of him, the wolght of bnejneaa fell 

On Absalom, and vlao Achitophel : 

Thus, wicked but tn whtl, of monna borolt, 

Ho loft nol frotlon, but of that was loft, 


Villiers, Duke of Buckingham; ie saldto itive died in the 
wrontost dliatross, int obꝛourd Inn, In Yorkalirs, after having 
yun through a fortune of 80,000 a your, Pope's account of his 
ond fe not without ite pathos, 


WIM DURK OF BUCKINGIIAM. 


Tn tha worat fnn'a worst room, with mot half hung, 
‘Tho floora of plalalor, nud tho walla of dung) 

On onoe a flook-bod, but ropalred with alraw, 
With tapo-ttod ourtains, nevor mamt to draw, 
Tho George and Garter dangling from thag,bod, 
Whore tawdry yollow atrove with dirty rod ; 
Groat Villlors Hoes alag | how ghang'd from him, 
‘That life of plaagura, and that agul of whim, 
Galinnt ond gay, in Olloſdon'a proud algoves 

‘Tha bower of wanton Shrewsbury, and love: 

or juat ad phy, ab Gounoll, in aring., 

or initalok tatoo, Gnd a rnorty king: 
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No wit to flatter loft, of all his atora ! 

No fool to laugh at, which ho valu'd moro! 
hore, vietor of his honlth, of fortune, fiends, 
And fame; Uits loud of uselesa thousands ends, 


While on tho aubjeot of antiric portraita, I cannot resist the 
tomptation to nasociale with the best passages of Dryden and 
Churchill Pope's famous lines on Addison, Tt is Pope's mas. 
terpieec— 

Ponce to wll such! but were there one whoa flrea 

True gontus kindlus and fair fame inspires, 

Bloat with oach talent and oach nxt to please, 

And born to write, converse, and live with enge: 
should such a man, too fond to rulo alone, 

Bont, like the Turk, no brothor nonr Une throne, 
Viow hin wlth acornful yor with jontous ayes, 
And hate for arta that oauaoil hlmaolf to risa; 
Dann with falut praise, asent with otvll leer, 

And without sneoring, teach tha reat to snee ; 

Tiling to wound, and yot afratd to strikes 
Just hint a fault, and healtate dislike 
Alike, revorved to blame or to commend, 

A timorous fou and a anapictour frlond; 
Dreading olon ſoolu, by Antterors boaalged, 

And so obliging that ho no'or obliged 5 
Liko Cato glvo hin little neonate lawa 
And alt attontlya to his own applause; 

While wits and tomplars every sontanoo ratio 
Aud wonder wlth a faotlsh face of praisem 

Who hut maet laugh fateh aman thora bo 
‘Who would not woap of Atllous woro ho? 


A.—This is vory delioato and aubtlo antire. Of Popo's anti- 
vical pictures, the noxt in point of merit to this antire on Addi- 
son, is the portrait of Lord Uorvey (Sporua), which is n good 
companion picture to Churchill’s portrait of Fitzpatrick. Both 
the aubjeots are reproaentad to be of the Faibble tribe, Churchill's 
hus more roal force and more heortiness of contempt. Popo, in 
jis anxiety to aay the most ingontous and striking things, some. 
times goes beyond tho mark, and loses aight of his subject. 
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Byron howover, greatly admired tho whole pasango, and referied 
ta its epithets as illustrations of Pope’s power of imngination. 
{L—-We may as woll road it then 


Tort Sporns tromblo-A. What! that thing of wilh ¢ 
Spoins, that moro white curd of auuda milk ? 
Satire or zonae, alng! can Sporna fool ? 
Who broake a butterfly upon a whool ? 

Po Vat let mo fap thie bug with gilded wings, 
This painted child of dirt, that atinks and atings. 
Whore bug tho witty md the fair amoya 
Yet wit noter taates and boauty no'or enjoya; 
So well-bred apaniols olvilly delight 
Tn mumbling of tho game they daro not bite. 
Ater nal smiles his emptiness betray, 
Ax shallow atrcamy run dimpling al te way. 
Whether in florid impotence he aponka, 
And, a8 the prompter breather, the puppet aquonks ; 
Or, at the ovr of Zuo, familiar toad, 
Tinlf hoth, half vonom, spits hinaolf abraad, 
In puns ot politior, oꝛ talea or Hoe, 
Ov aplte, or Buiit, or thymes, or blasphomtos, 
Tis wit, all ado · aaw, botwoon that and this 
Now high, now low, now mastor tp, Now miss, 
dud he kimasif’ one vile aytdthoats, 
Amphiblous thing ¢ tat, noltig altar part, 
‘Thy tring hoad or the sornpted heart, 
Pop at tho tallet, Muttorer nt the bonrd, 
Now tips a Lady, and now atiate a Lord. 
Jivo'a tomptor thie the Rabbhin hava oxi eal — 
A altorub'a (aoe, a reptile all the reat: 
Hoanty that whooka you, parte that none wil truxt 
Wit that ean oreop and pride that Hoke the duat. 


Aw—This ia the very concentrated casence of quntempt. ‘The 
epithets are living colors. It would hava boen na well if poor 
Lord Uarvey had not put his deliente finger into Indy Mary’s 
pie. He is snid to have helped hor Ladyship in the verses to 
the translator of Hornoo. His Lordship, nocording to Dr, Joseph 
Warton, to prevent attacks of epilepsy, used to drink nasen’ 
milk, IL was not very generous in Popa to make auch terrible 
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we of the noceksitios of n bodily infirmity. Ie calls him @ 
puinted ohild of dirt, lecanss, to soften his ghnatly appemmnnce, 
the offect of sickness, ho used n slight quantity of ronge. Bishop 
Middleton, in his dedication to the history of ‘Tully, praises Lord 
Ilarvoy in tho highest terms, fur his good senso, politencsa, 
and patuiotism, 


— 
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TALFOURD, 

§.—Have you rend Talfourd’a Jon? 

C.—Yes; and I admire it oxcoedingly. It {8 somewhat too 
classical, howover, for tho lasto of tho age. 

J—There was a foolish affectntion in its frat made ‘of publi. 
eation—in the protence that tho work was “ minted for private 
choulation, not published; for a copy of that mivate edition 
seems to have been sent to nlmost every reviewer in Great Bri. 
tain, I am told that the Querderty praised it highly. Tho 
Feaminer too spoke warmly of it; but thera was something 
extiavagant in its praise—the critic was evidently a personal 
friend. Io insisted upon ft, even in oppowition ta the opinion 
of the author himsolf, that the play would act wall, I um 
pretty sive that if would not, and, for Trifourd's anke, I hopo 
the oxporimont will · novor· be trled.* I think the tragedy 


— r — — — — — — —— 


Slnoo the above dlaloguq wae vrltion, the oxporlment han heen tried; tt 
wan perfectly buoooasful. Lolgh ITunt in thrao axoollont aonnetr tooords 
Valfourd’s trlamph, though tho sornet-writer himaclf wax provented hy 
sioknoss from bolng proxent on tho ogeaston— 


Yot J yna with thee-saw thine high compeers, 
Wordeworth and Landor;—aaw lie pilod array, 
‘Tho manyevisngatt honrt looking ono way, 

Come to chink boauteous truth at oyes and onre, 
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yeflects orodit on the taste and talent of the author, but it is 
not what every body is now looking for in vain, a gonuine 
Diama, ‘the character of Jon is a beautiful abstraction; 
it is not flesh ond blood. Thora is greatly more poctry in this 
play thon in Addigon’s Cato, but thoro ia not much moro drama. 
tic powor. The author in his preface acknowledges tho delight 
with which in hia youth he Urat aaw the roprosentation of Cato ; 
and, though the spirit of Intor thnes has improved his taste, thare 
ie atill occasionally something rathor too cold and artiflotal tn 
his style, I should any that ho has beon a respeotful rondor 
of Mason's tragedies, and ‘an enthusiastic admirer of tho old 
Greok plays. ‘Tho author did not intend his pluy for the stage, 
for which he frankly and modestly confegsos, that, not ‘in mat. 
tor of form” only, but “in matter of aubstanco” alo, it would 
bo found wanting.* 

8.--I am glud to aco tho handsome tribute to Wordsworth 
in the profaco, Talfowrd obsorvos that the worke of that groat 
writer have oxerted nm purifying influence on tho litorature of 
this country, suoh as tho works of no other poot have oxertod; 
and that thoy have dissipated the sickly fasoinations of gaudy 
phraseology nnd cout around tho lowllest contlitions a nuw and 
oxquiaito light, : 

J.⸗It la strange that the scoffs of ‘the Bdinburgh Reviow 
ahould have had even a nine daya’ influence upon the public 
taste, whon auch a genius as Wordsworth’s was the object of 
tham, Talfourd confesses that ho was himealf for a long timo 
indigposed to road Wordaworth, in consequones of the opinions 
formerly oxprossed rogarding hia productions, by the popular 
oritica, A prodigious chango haa sineo como over tho spirit of 
their droam. It oneo required soma boldueag to apeak in 


— — — — — — — 


* Whothor this drama bo llkoly long to koep possceaton of tho atago or ba 
roally Httod for tt, aro quostlons that F lonve to others ta dotormino, but that 
rogardoil ag n work for porusnl I the olosat, it dosarvae to Ilve and will live, 
T have not tho shadow of a doubt, It Is unquestionably an oxquleite porm, 
if tt bo not a porfaat drama. 

mu Q 
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his praise—it now requiros more boldneas to censure hin. 
Tho fate of Wordsworth and othors is a proof that ridicule ie 
not tho test of truth. ‘he “big reviews’ have Inughed nt 
Wordsworth, Byron, Kents, Shelley, and Janes Montgomery, and 
the laugh was echood throughout Enrope, Tho critics hava since 
boon obliged to ent theix own worde! ‘The public hae at Inst 
opened its molish eyes, and beginesto perooive that a Roviowor 
ja not always a true prophet, Il was the author of Zor who wrote 
that complimentary lettdr published in tho Coloutta papers some 
time ago about Leigh Lunt, to whoao writings he attributed so 
much of the chmactor of his own mind. You may recollect 
Leigh Hunt's gratoful allusion tg that compliment in his letter 
respecting tho Indian Subscribers to his poems.” 





* Aa porhaps my Indian roadors (many of whom havo aoma to Iudin 
singo tho portoc alluded to) might bo hitovostod In loarning what Leigh unt 
sald of tho Indian aubsoriptiona and of Talfourd, J horo quote a pauaugé 
fiom the letter . 

January 22, 1888, 

“Tinnat loave your own heart and finngination lo Judgo of tha fealings 
with which I resolved your letter. It ta o Mua thing to bo thought of at all 
also groat a distanoon but to bo thought of in thle mannoy, and to be 
tronted ao kindly by ao many people, tv afteoting Indood. J wlah T aonld 
say anything to Slr Chaos Motonlſo, enloulated to glyo him a twontloth 
part of (ho plonsuxa whioh hla gentlomanly impulea of Hborallty haa givon 
me; and Indaud I wikh I could make a huge long arm, and mroteh it over 
sons and Janda, and shake tho hand of avery ona of my new and unknown 
fiends, who hove folt thus fora atrangor, But It ia to you, my doar Sly, I 
owa.mosh [tte you who have axoltod-nll Uiis sympathy, and Lam glad to 
soe yon surprised at tho amount of i I fanay you a magiolan waving hia 
wand, and astonished at tho benuty of tho vlalona which ho haa himsoll 
conjured up. Tho Indian additton to our Het fs a vory serous goo to mo, 
more go than I will distress you by detailing why, oxpagtally aa the subs 
soulption hero, thaugh it flowerod admirably at frat, and will bo etornal 
Alnttory to my rcsolloations for tho names {t ineludod, haa nol procacdudt 
according to ita promiao.“ Yot I assure you, and I am awe you will 

* Lelgh Hunt has now a pension from Gavornmont of two Tundrod a yenr, a8 
some compousation for tho peountary diMoulttos and porsonal sacrificas ha haa 
auſſored for the advocacy of prinelplos, the truth of whlah ls naw fully aokno · 
edgod and acted on.” 
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J.—-[t is not easy to account for the utter absence of drama. 
tic gonius in this nge, Mon are men atill, but they are not like 
the mon of Shakspcare’s time, There wore giants on the ewth in 
Yhoge days. The grontost of our modorn poots are more ogolista. 
They onnnot go ont of themselves for a single moment. All 


— — — — — — 
hellove, that the sympathy ahown mo by my Dastorn frlonda, tho good will 
and manifeatalion of honest heart, ovlnood by thelr moving In (ho bualneas 
at all, is more valuable to mo than to aubsoription llaolſ. I wish you 
would mako my spoolal acknowleilgmonts to Moagre, Samuol Smith and 
Co. and to aush other gentlomon of tho proas as ft may not bo inoonvo⸗ 
nlont to you to convoy to thom, not oxeopting tha Ndtlor of tho John 
Bull who would And me perhapt a better Chriatinn than ho seems 
to suapoot, I aust find means of aending you a little book of mine 
ontlilod Christlanism; or, Belief and Unbatief Reronetted, which a friend 
hag printed Cor private clroulation, and which T would get yaw to show 
Wi At all aventa, hin canduet haa boon Christian ou (hla ovenaion, 
and so, IT agauro him, is my gratitude, Tt gives mo a pooulint ape- 
olos of giatifention to think tha native Exitors of the Rqformer and 
tho Anguirer hava Interoatod thomealvos Jn my bolialf You know how T 
dolight in anaoointiona of old books and romanoos; India to mo la an 
Arwblan Night cowntry;sall the modern conimon-placos of fl, whioh 
I hava novor acon, are aooualomod to givo way in my mind bofore 
its old, oxolusivoly Orlontal, nepooty and in finding tliat I havo frlonda 
thoro, Umo and apaos sgom to roll apart Ike a aloud) and J finey my- 
aolt a now kine of Iving yot anolont Sindbnd, takon by tho hand, afer 
a alipwrook, hy atrangoras, with duak thoos and white drapory, under a glow- 
Ing sun. But, above all, do not lot me forgot to tako partloular nollao of 
your avtlole tn the Caleultu Literary Gaxette, no hanuilaomo, so well weltton, 
so moro Uhan kind to mea. I have sortalnly In my Ume, endeavoured to now 
pleasant thoughts in tho minda of iny ſollow · oroaturua andd T have done it, 
I will venture to add, at Umoa whon my only plonauro constated in the hago 
of giving sonia to othora, Nolther have T got muah In raturn, but that hope. 
But whon I roe an artiola ike yours, T roap Indood athick harvaat ina 
amnll oompaaa. Many Uhanks for it, front the bottom of my hoart, It le the 
ona that has tonched me more nearly than any which had boon written 
singo Mr. Talfourd's, which I waa delighted to zoo you liad got, ang whieh 
muat have given you groat plaaauro, ovon ax a ploce of good writing.’ 
Joannot roulat tha tomptation to add the followlng axtract from Talfourd's 


* This paper, vow called the AngifsAman, In, na thoat poopie horo ate aware, in 
now hands, 2 
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their poctry ia but a refleotion of thelr own individual nature. 
They cannot dive into tho hearts of other men. ‘he extanvngant 
praise which has beon showered upon Sheridan Knowles as a 
dramatist, is, in my opinion, an additionnl illustration of the 
poverty of the age in dramatic goniua, Thoro ia ue gront n defi. 
elcnoy of dramatic power in those llmos as thoro waa of purely 
poctioal gonius in the reign of IInyley, 

§.—Knowles has his merits, If loas poctical than some other 
writers for tho atago, he has more knowledge of atngo effects, THis 
are amongst tho beat acting playa of thesa times, But nothing 
cnn equal in absurdity some of fie reviews of Knowlas’s works. 
The stupidity of tho oriticlems fh some of our perindionla is per. 
fectly surprizing. They aro almost inorodibly bad, Nothing 
but acoing is believing, Thoy do not moraly praise or blame 
too much, but in tho wrong place. A work remarkable for 
force of style but want of taste, will be praised for its purity, 


while its strength ts pnased ovor, and vice versa, 
— — 





lattor upon tho subject of Lolgh Tlunt's claima to tho gratitude of tho 
publia, 

“Tow many domoallo ofralos hax ho (Lolgh Hunt) gluddenod by Inparting 
x Jivelior consolousnoss of their happiness; how many olay vauant and 
Hatloas hours has ho made populous with plonannt thoughtd; with what 
living ploturos of nature has ho atartlod our solitude; and how often with 
fio and doxtorons tonoh haa he ploroed our solflahnows and quickonod our 
Inay sympathion into goneroun notion! Wad ho boon contented to subdue 
hie atylo {0 the approved forms of composition ; to love the pooullarition of 
hia thopght and fooling in tho aptabliakod commonplaous of aontiniont ; and 
to snorifice the niaor yarictlon of opinion to the oread of any poworful partys 
he would not now noad tho asaletanoo of those who oan approolato that 
atrong originality of ognooption, whloh, whon associated with corroapondant 
vividness of, exprdadion, will often deprive a man of gonine, who In abatl- 
natoly truo to Umeolſ, af tho rondy acoaptanea of tho world. One olroum · 
stance in tho history of fils mind, however, acoms onlowlatad to affvot and 
conolliats all—that an unuaual monsuro of oontumely and sorrow, Instond of 
irritating, has mollowed and softened tho spirit of Iie writinga—o that 
alihough his later produations are nol lose aparkling than thoso of hiv youth, 
thoy mo far lors aovoro and lnatinot with a finoy humanity, a deopor and 
more considerate wisdom." 
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J—Wo must not be too sweeping in our consures; some of 
our periodicals, both wookly and quartorly, ara adited with great 
honesty and talent. 

Je—Whon o oritloism upponra in “a monthly poriodionl it is 
attributed to tho editor, nnd, as ho is gonerally a man of some 
reputation, tho orowd take all that ho is supposed to eny for gos. 
pel. But they who are in tho scorot, know thot the editor hue 
very little to do with the brief notloog of books at tho end of 
n Magazine. The books for ravlew: (with some exceptions) 
aro handed gver to some writer, who undertakes tho oritical 
dopartmont. The oritic is somotimoa a man of very little talent, 
and ig too often at the beok and onll of booksollors, whose 
good will he is gind to proservo, by nn occasional pull of a bad 
book, I yocolloct a cortain publisher in London (not u native of 
England,) who always scomed to think a good dinner was a critic's 
rotaining foo, He was onco in a toworing rage with a reviewor 
for aponking unfavorably of one of his publications, “ The piy 
scoundrel,” ho oxclaimed, “ swallows mot puddings and mot voine, 
tnd thon apuses mai poaks /? : 

8.—Lhat we may do ‘alfourd justice, and soparate for tha 
evening with noble thoughts in our soinds and musi in our care, 
Jot ma rend n adono from his tengedy of.Jon, and then wo onn any 
good night ⸗ 

Toemorrow to frank flolda and paaluroa now. 

SORNE WETWIRN KING ADRASTUS AND ia BON TON, norn OF 
[MRM TANORANT OF TITRA ABLATIONSIID TO WAG OTHE. 
[Ton ta threatened with death.) 

Cry. Tho king | 
Adras. Birangor I bid thoa waloomay i 
‘Wa axe about to trond the unm dak presi, 
‘Thou almost on tho Instant.—is tho sword [29 Orythes, 
Of jJustloo akexpen'd, and tho Iiondamau ready? + + 
Gry. Thow may'at behold thom plainly in the court; 
Evon now the aolomn soldiers Ive tho ground, 
‘The stool gloama on tho altar, nud the slave, 
Dlaroboa himaclf for duty, 


t 
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Adrat. (To Ton.) Doat thou seo them! 
fon. Tdo, 
ddras. Vy honvon, he doos not change | 
Tf, avon now, thou wilt depart, and luavo 
‘Thy trallorous Uroughta unspoken, thou art hee. 


Jon. TJ thank theo for thy offor, but I stand 
: 


Before thao for the lives af thousnnils, rich, 
In all that makes lifo preolous to the brave, 
Who povish not alono, but Jn thelr fall, 
Broak the fareaproading tandedts that they food, 
And lenvo thom nuituroloas, If thon wilt hoy me, 
Por thom, I nm aontont to apoak no more, 
Adras. Thou hast thy wih then, Crythes, tll yon dial 
Coat ite thin shadow on tho approaching how, 
¥ hone thia gallant traltor. On tho inetant, 
Cone williont word, and lead hin to his doom, 
Now Jonvo vs, * 
Gry. What alono? 
Adras Yo8, alayo, alone, 
To in no assassin! [Lalt Crythes 
Toll mo who thou mt, 
What gonorons aomoo owna that horoio blood, 
‘Whioh holda its couraa thus bravoly ? What gront wars, 
Have nuaod tho oourago thnt ean look on oath, 
Cortain and apeody death, with placid oye! 
Jon, Tom a almplo youth, who novor hore 
Tho wolght of armour-ona who may not bouut 
Of noblo birth, or valour of hla own, 
Doom not tho powora which noryp mo this to spenk 
Th thy gront proaonoo, and have mate my heart 
‘Upon tho vorgo of bloody donth, as onlm, 
As aqual itt {ta boatings, a¢ whon aloop 
Appronoh'd mo nostling from tho sportiva toilx 
Of thoughtoss ohildiiood, and coleatiat forma, 
Poghn to glimmer through tho dooponing shadaws, 
Of soft oblivion to bolong to mal 
Thoso aro tha strongtha of Toavon; to thoe they aponk, 
Did theo to hoarkon to thy poople's ory, 
Or worn theo that thy hour must shortly come | 
Adras. I know it muets ao may'at thou apare thy warnings, 
The envious gods in ma have doom'd a rave, 


« 
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‘Whose glories atienm from the anmo olond-girt founta, 
Whonee thelr; own’dawn upon tho infant world; 
And T shall alt ou my anaoatral throne 
‘Yo meet their vengonneo; but Ull thon J rule 
Aw I havo ovor rulnd, and thon wilt feol. 

Jon, Twill not ſurthor ingo thy aafaty te Uwe: 
Tt may be, na thougeay'at, too Inte; nor soak 
‘To make thea tremble nt the gathoring ourao 
‘Whigh shall viral forth Injmockery at thy fll; 
But thou art gifted with a noblor sonao-——— 
T know thou ark my sovarelgn Isonro of paln 
Endured by myriad Argivoe, in whose aowls, 
Ant in whoso father's soula, thon and thy ſathors 
IIavo kept their choriel’d state; whoao heart-atrings, still 
The Hving Abros of thy rooted powor, 
Quivor with agontes thy oꝛlmoa have drawn 
Tvom heavonly Juatico on thom. 

adas, Mow l ny ortmes? 

fon, Yess ‘Ha tho ctornal law, that whore guilt is, 
Sorrow shall anawor it; and thon, haat not 
A poor man’s prlviloge to boar alone, 
Or fn tho norrow olrolo of hia kinsmon, 
Tho ponaliloa of ov!l, for in thine 
A union's (ato Hox alralod—King Adenatus | 
Stovl'd na thy honré de with to wengow  « 
OF pomp and powor, a fow short zummora ahnos 
‘Thou wort a ahild, and oanot not bo rolontloas. 
Oh} Sf maternal love embrasod thoe then, 
Think of Ure inothers who, with oyor unwet, 
Glare o'er thot perlahing ohiidrons nat thou sharod 
‘Tho glow of a pure frlondahlp whioh ta born 
*Midat tho rude aporla of boyhood, think of youth 
Sinitton amnldat {ts playtiinge lot tho apirlt 
Of thy awn fnnogont childhood whisper pity! 

adras, Tn ovory word thou dost bul aidel myaul. 
My youth wax blanted parents, hrothor, kin 
All that rhould paoplo intinay with joy— 
Conspirod lo polion mino j dospoll'd my fifo 
Of tnnoconae and hopa--all but tho sword 
And sooplrodoat (hou wonder al me now t 

Jon. 1 know that we should pity-——~ 
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daras, Pity} dara 
To speak that word agatn, and torluro walte thee! 
Tam yot king of Argos, Well, go on-—~ 
‘Thy timo fe short, aud J am plodgod vo hour. 

fon If thou hast evar lovad—— 

Adias, Bownrol bewmal 

Jon Thou haat! I avo thou haat) Thon art not moble, 
And (hou shal hom nie {Think ton tho dime 
Whon tho oloar deptha of thy yot Iuotd aoul 
Woro ruled with the troublings of stuungo joy, 
As if somo unsoon viaitant from hoavon 
Poneh'd the oalm lako, and wroath'd ia lnages 
Tn aparkling waves - rooall the dallying hopes 
That on the margin of auaurando tromblad, 
AS lott to logo in oortalnty too blawa’d 
Its happy bolugy~«taste in thought again, 
Of tho stolon avoetnoaa of those ovoning~walke, 
Whon panatod turf waa afr to winged fool, 
And olsoling foroxts, sthorpal touch 
Enohanted, wora tho Hvery of the sky, 
Aa if about (o molt in goldon ght, 
Shapos of ono heavoly vislon; and thy heart, 
Enlmged by {te now aympathy with ang, 
Grow bountiful to alll 

ddras, Mat tonat ‘Khar tonat 
Whenvo came tts from thy lps—{t cannot he 
‘Tho long-huah'd muale of tho ouly voloe 
Thal avor apaka unbought aſſbotlon (o ma, 
And wakod my soul to blowing j--O swoat hone 
OC golden Joy, yo oomol your glorlea bronk 
Thyough my pavillon’d apiriv’s anble foldat 
Roll on) rol) on bStrangor, thou deat onforen me 
To spoak of Uituga unbraathod by lp of ming, 

, Tohuman onr wilt lato ? 

Jou Aga child. 
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TIOMAS CAMPBELL. 

AT think you overrnte Campbell as n poot; though I confess, 
Thayo not rend him for some yonra, and n fow of his boat things 
may have faded from my momory, 

D.—Campbell’s poetry has lived through many vicissitudes 
of the public taste, and has proscived its oiginal popularity. 
‘Tho attinativencas of Scott's metrical romances, and the impos« 
"ing grandeur of Byron’s passionate and enorgotic Muse, and the 
wit and pathos, and brillinncy and melody of Mooi, and tho 
funtoatio droaminoss of Colo idgo and Shelley, nud the rioh 
fancy of Koats, and tho picturesquonoss ond rofined hilarity 
of Hunt, and tha majestia philosophy of Wordsworth, have not 
taught tho publio to tum away with indifforenco from tho, ole» 
ganco and torsoneas of Campboll, . 

A.—Ia thera not in Campbell too grant a loaning fo “tho wihiew'e* 
ficial? Is there not aomothing of the primnels of Who old aohool 
ahout him? Doos fo not aoum born an ago too Inte? ’ 

D.-CGompbell, Rogers and Crabbe prosorve a sort of con. 
neotion bolwoon tho old school and the now. Their ourlior pro- 
duotions breathe of Popa and Goldemith, ‘Lhoir Inter produc. 
tiona ara modified hy tho taste of tha prosent day. Bul pors 
haps the now atylo ia not so well suited to their genius os 
the old. Crabbe, in his attempt to rival tho gronter freedom 
and fluency Jately introduced {nto our heroic vorao, fell into a 
voarsenoas and vulgarity, from which hie frat productions wore 
comparatively free, but what ho loat in cloganos ho gained in 
atrength. Campbell and Rogora, however, by negleoting: (ne in 
Theodrie ond Italy) their carly praotios of compression, turned 
their aolid bullion into their lonf, 

A.-Theo Italy in vory feable—but remember that it ivi in 

12 
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Dlank-vorse—a sort of composition which nothing but true 
enorgy can support, Lvory eritic would have anticipated the 
failure of Rogors, in the attempt to wield an instrument which is 
obedient only to the strongest hand. Evon Wordaworth’s blank. 
verso is too often vorhoso and prosaic. But Rogers’ poem of 
Hunan Life is, in my opinion, all the better for tho author's hav- 
ing aimed at grentor cago and freedom than he exhibited in his 
+ Pleasures of Memory, when he thought only of tha grace and 
tenderness and polish of the Zravaller and the Desarted Village, 

D. A think tho J7uman Life hes leas chance with posterity 
than his enrlier poom. There ia a certain finish and complete. 
neas in that production which seems to fit it for preservation, 
Slipshod, careless, praduotions soon fall into oblivion. Tho av. 
tistioal preoiaion of tho flat vores of Rogers will eauso them 
to be admired when works of greater goniua but less polish 
are forgotton, Thore are pooms of Shelloy, which compared 
with tho verses of Rogors, make the one man seem n Vilan, the 
othora pigmy. But the careful and highly finished toy of a 
Lilliputian may sometimes out-lnst tho ruder and bolder work. 
manship of a Gulliver, Shelley was a great poet, but ho was au 
indifferent artist. All his productions, though touched here and 
thore with the flashes of a rich imagination, ava more or leas ob · 
soure, convulsive and fiagmentary, Even Byron liad much 
Jess postion! genixe then Sholloy, but thon, what he had, he 
could turn to n better necount—-ho was n moro skilful artist, 
Oampbell’a art wns oqual to his nature, If he hud been aa lt 
tlo-of on artist a Shelley, ho would probably never linyo oon. 
vinood tho world that tho Gods had mado him pooticul, As it ia, 
he is 9 more popular post than Shelloy, though Shelley winged 
his wild way in a for highor atmosphere, Wand me, if you 
please, that copy of Campbell on the shelf behind you, und J will 
road to you some of my favorite pasaagos, 

A.—Hlore it is, It is a presontation copy I seo, from the poet 
himself, and perhaps his autograph has made you partial to the 
contents of the valume, 

D—My judgment would not be worth muoh if it were 
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so ensily biassed. Campbell was always one of my favorite 
poots—~ 

At Summor's ove, whon honven's diherlal bow, 

Spana with bright arch tho glittoring hills below, 

‘Why to yon mountain une the musing oye, 

Whoso ann-bright summit riingles with tho sky ? 

‘Why do those ollſſu of shadowy Unt appear, 

More swoot than all Uto landscape amilling noar? 

+ "Ye distance U nds anchantmant to tha view, 
dnd robes the mountaln in its agure huts 


Ihave rend this pnssage for tho snke of the last couplet, 
which is one of those fino illustrations which only true poets 
ean produce, and which, when once brought to our notice, take 
their place in the memory for ever, You will find a greater 
abundance of linea of this nature, which become familiar to tha 
public ng houschold images, in the works of Onmpboll than in 
those of any othor writer sinco Pope—oxcopt Wordaworth. 

A—But Byron hes shown that the couplot in question is an 
echo of a passage in Dyor's Grongar Till, 


Aa yon aummilte, oft and falr, 
Clad in colors of the afr, 

Whielt lo thoao who journoy naar 

Barren, brown and rough appoar ⸗ 

Sulll wa trond tha samo ooarao way, 

‘The progont atill a slowly day, 


DemCampboll may or may not have had Dyor's linos in his 
mind; but {f ho has taken tho hint from Dyor ho hna, at all 
events, improved upon it, Dyor's linca are not quoted as Camp- 
Doll's are, and noyor will he. 


Can Wisdom lend, with all hor honvonly power 
‘The pladgo of joy's antiolpsted hour ; 

Ali nol sho darkly aoen tho fate of man—~ 

for din horlaon bountod to a span 

Or ff she hold an image to the view 

"Ha nature ploturad toa severely true. 


Tho lnat line is in overy one’s memory : a0. aro there lines— 
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And gong ls but the eloquence of tinth. 


"Cis tho aunsol of life gives ma myationl lore, 
And coming events cust thelr shadows hofoe, 


But mortal ploasme, what art thou in truth ? 
The torr ent?s smoothness crt ik dash below ¢ 
There are some beautiful imagos even in Theorie. 


But griof aoomed Hngoring in fia longthonod awoll 
And Uke so many teas tha irtokling touches fell. 


Whion by the vary smoll of dniry firms, 
Anil fragianco from the mountain horbage blown, 
Biindfold his natlyo hills ho might have known, 

AYeu—these are goms. But do they convey ns correct 
impression of Campbell’a gonoral choraotor ? 

D.—~I think so. You must not oxpeot to ho star tlod or 
charmed with some radiant jowel on ovory inch of a poct’s 
garment. But it is fait to judge of a poet's powers by his 
more successful passages, You may look in vain all over Ilay- 
ley’s corroot and amooth but dull and uninspired pages fur a 
single sticak of light, 

Whilo boauty’s dooply pisturod amiloa impart 
A ping moro dear than ploasire to tho hoart, 

A.—That socond lino, is a prelty ono, but J have mot with 
tho lending idoa of it—nlmoat the words, I think,—-in one of 
Bumlyldo’s Sonnots, 

*D,—~Campbvall, like Milton, oconalonally borrowod a hint from 
an inforlor weiter j but, like Milton also, ho often tumod a vary 
ordinary thought into something fittéd to live for over, Hazlitt 
has complained of Oampboll’s taking an idon trom Blair's 
Grave, 

Like angel-visite, fow, and ſar botwoon-~ 
and snys that, by altering tho exprossion, he spoiled i, Plair 


has it— 
1i vlelta 


Like those of augolo, short and far between, 
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Fou and far between, sys Ilezlitt, ave the same thing ;—not 
exaotly so, I think, 
A,—No~(hoy might have been few and in close succession, 
whieh ia quite a diſſoront thing from few and far between. 
D.—Campbell has boldly vorsified Storne’s celelnated imuge 
of the Recording Angel biuahing to roport at Uenven'’s chancel, 
my Unolo ‘Toby's onth— : 


‘Lut and as Angols for tho good man's ain, 
‘Wont to rocord, and blushed to givo it in. 


A,y-~-Campbell’g version is no improvoment on the original, 
and Iam surprized at ao clegant and polished a writer coming 
to so bad an end~—/o give it in—is proao slip-slop. 

D,—IYo hna also vorsified Addison's concluding sentence in 
his bonutiful story of Vheodosine and Constantia, “Phoy were 
lovely in their lives, nnd in their deaths thoy were not divided,’ 


*Trwas aung how they wore lovely fn thelr liven, 
And in tholr dontha had not divided hoon, 


A-Oh wretched chango! ud not divided boon!) Surely 
thia is not a Milton-like improvoment of stolen proparty, 
D. Moxv fing ia the concluding couplet of tho passage 


Now far ho woops whore roaraa a aummor amllos 
On Bohring's rooka, or Croontand’s nakoil laloa , 
Cold on is midnight watoh tho brooxes blow, 
Brom waatos that alumbor tn otorial mow ) 

Anil waft aerose tha wavele tamultuona oar 

The wolfe long howl from Onalaska's auras 


A.—~Yoa—That wolf will howl for ever 1 
D.--Porhaps the compliment ta Kosciueke—tho fincat ever 


paid to a gront patriot—-is ono of the moat spirited passngoa in 
the Pleasures of open 


In valn, alas in valn, yo gallant dow! 
From rank to rank your volloyad thundor Mow 1 
‘ 
— — — — — — 
* “Baul and Jonathan wore lovely and ploatant in thelr lves and in 
thoir doalha thoy wore not diided,'~-Samuel, chap, 1, v 9, 8, Book Lf, 
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Oh, bloodlost pleture in the book of Time 

Sarmatia fell, unwept, without a erimo 

Found not a generous fiond, a pitying foc, 

Suength in her ama nor meroy in her waet 
Diopped from hor nerveless gianp tho rhatterad apour, 
Closed her bright eye and ombed her bright omver. 
Hopo for a season bade tho would ſarowoll 

And frecdom slatehed gx Kosoinako foul? 


A.—A vory fine passage, indeed, but the vorsifiontion is a 
little too Darwinian, Allow me to take the volume for a minute, 
just to turn to Gertrude of Tryoming.—Camphell should not have 
tried the Sponserian Stanza. What a feeble commencement | 


On Suequohana’s aldo, fale Wyoming | 

Although tho wild Aower on (hy rulnod wall 

And rooſſoas homos, a wad romembrancs bring 

Of what thy gontlo pooplo ald hofall ; 

‘Yet thou wert onao the lovelicat Innd of all 

That soo the Atlantfo wave thoir morn restore, 
Swoet land may T thy lost delights reonll 

And paint thy Go tiade in her howers of your 
‘Whose bennty was the love of Pounsylvanta's shoro | 


It ia clear cnough that the poot had o very hard strugglo in. 
deed to build up this single slanza, fecblo ng itis, It is odd 
that one who is generally ao careful and conconsed 0 writer 
should havo antiaficd himeolf with auch n pices of drawling 
vorboalty. What doos he mean hy o wavo restoring n mon? 
Or is it the morning hat restores the wave? [To shout have 
begun with the second stanza, Tho frat stanza of tho third 
canto is almost ne bad as the frat Stanza of the onnto-— 

O ovat in audh a wildornoas ae thin, 

Whoro tranaport and acourlty ontwino, 

Moro is tho omplro of thy porfact lise, 

And hore thou art indood n God diving, 

Woro shall no forme abrldgo, no houre gonfine 

The ylowe, the walka, Uist boundless Jays inaptra t 
Roll on, ye days of raptured liluonoo, ashing | 

Nor, blind with ooataoy's coloatlal firo, 

Shall love behold tho spark of oarth-boin tine oxpire, 
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A povt should nover Jet vs seo that ho is obliged to Lvist a 
thought to accomodate his measure. It is olwions that Camp. 
bell would nol have made tranxport and seomity entwine if he 
had not beon compelled to do so by the necessity for a rhyine; 
and ho who knows anything of Uie poot's art by Inhomas of hix 
own will sce that exdwine was not the firal word that accurred ; 
but that there has been some change of rhyme nocossitated by u 
failure in the first attempt to construct tha stanza, All that the 
poet mount to say ig in tho first four lines. Tho reat is more 
Alling up. What o misaablo line is the seventh! Roll on, ye 
doya, shine! /—days of raptured influence’! Aller transport 
and security why should we have so much about boundless jay, 
vaptured influence, ecstncy's fire?  * Worde—words— words |" 
What is tho menning of the Inst two lines? Ik he means thet 
the lovers will ha ao oceupied with delight and with cach other 
as to tnke no note of tine, he hing a very round-nbout way of 
saying it, . 

D.-You must renlly lot me tako back the volume again. 
You only look ont for potty faulta, 

A—With all my hemt, lore it is,—-now Jot us have some 
of the beauhioa, 

D,—-Lat mo roud you hires oxquleigo stanzas grently admired 
by Hualitt, 

A loved bequent,--and J may half, bapa 

To thom that fool the xtrong paternal Ue 

TTaw tke a now extatonce in hia heart 

That Uelng fawer—-uproso honenth hls eye 

Doar na aho wan from Cherub in finey 

Tron hows when sho would rounid hin garden play, 
To timo when aa the ripening yonra went by, 

Mor lovely mind could oultare well repay, 

And more engaging grow from plonsing day to day. 


T may not paint the thousand infant charms 5 
(Unoonsolous ſaaolnatlon, undesignad| 

‘Che orlaon repented in hia arma 

Vor God to blpas hor ato and nll mankind ¢ 
‘Tho book, tha boaom on Ila knoo roolinad, 
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Or how sweat daly hae he bade her cor, 

(The playmate ore the teavber of her mind); 

AQ. anaceantpanied elve her heart had gone 

PRI now in Qer leude'a eyes Melr nhith blue seeamner shane, 


And aummor wre the tide, and awoot tho hour 
Whon alro and daughlor saw with feot deasent 

An Tndian from his hark approaoh thoty bowor. 

Of buskined linh and swarthy linoament) 

Tho ved wild foathors on lis brow wero blent 

And bragelets howd the arm that helped to light 
A boy, who seamorl, as ho boside him went 

Of Chuletian voaluro and complexion bright 

Led by his husky guido, Uke morula brought by ntglis 


A.Theso ro beautiful lines, but they are not without thelr 
imperfections, Is it corroot to apoalt of a book saalined upon n 
kneo? Campbell hus not mastered the Spenserian atunen--on 
the contrary, it has masterad him. What docs he mom hy 

Aud bracelete hound che arn thal helped to Hyht a boy? 


D—-That helped to make his progreas lighter-—ensior, It is 
vaguely expressed, J admit, Bub why dwell so portinaciously 
on flaws iu diamonds? Look at their gonoral luatro. 

Here is a noble stanza, 

Ue aatd and atrafed unto le heart the bay 5 
Var ditorontly, the inuta Oueyda taak 

His calumaval pongo and exp of Joy 

ate monumental bronae anchanged his tonks 

Ad aout that plig touched, but nevur shaak ¢ 
Trained from hls traa-rackad cradle ta hie bier 
‘Tho florea oxtomon of gaad and Il ta braak 
Toipaselya—fearing dud tha shame of fear 

A atale of tha woade-—a mun without a@ tear, 

A.A fine North-American-Indinn picture, ‘I'he Inst line 
but two, however, js rathor unsolisfnetory, Complell is again 
fotlered hy the rhyme, or ho would not have spoken of drooking 
yood—noy of the fierse oxtremo of good, 

D.—-E ace you are nothing if not critical, How like you this 
stauza in the address to the Rainbow ? 
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Tfow glorious is thy girdle onat 
O'or mountain, lowor and lown, 
Ox mirrored In the ocean vast 
A thousand ſalhomu down, 


A The word girdle is used improperly. Tho rainbow spans 
or ovor-arches tho town-—it doea not oncircle if. A young 
poet of the name of Patmore has a much more dorroot allusion 
to a rainbow. 


Tt {6 « vonorablo placo, 

Au old ancostral ground, 

So twide, tho ratnbow wholly stanis 
Within ita lordly bound, 


D.-I was just going to turn to the spirited and energetic 
death-song of the Onoyda Chief, hut I recollected a line or two 
that would feed your hypor-criticism., 

A.Pruy hand mo tho book agnin for a minute.-Observe how 
hardly the poet is proased for a rhymo tc drooao in the last alanza 
hut one of the 9d canta of Gertrude— 


‘Tarn not from mo thy broath, more oxqulsita 
‘Than odours ovat on Iloavon's own alirino~to please 


‘This is ng bad na Moore’s couplet on musio— 


Anil musta too! Doar Muato! that oan touch 
Boyond all olze, the heart that lovon lt much, 


‘Tho language is exceedingly atif! and inverted throughout tho 
Govtrude of IWyoming 1 ropout my opinion that ho cannot 
Handle the Spenacrian atanza, 


Or If a shado more plonsing thon o'oronst, 


Anil louder lamontatlona hoard we rlao, 


Groen Albin! what though ho no more survey 
Thy ships nt anohor on tho quist shore. 
Ho doca not mean that the ships are on shore, but is thinking 
of a spectator on the shore observing. them. at andhor af the 
x2 
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shore, [ recollect a aingularly falso and bad rhyme was once pointed 
out to Campbell (by a writer in Blackwood's Magazine) as ocour- 
ring in the poem of O'Connor's Child, and the poct it aoema had 
the good sense to make the right use of the critic's objection, 


I gazed, and felt upon my lips 
Tho unfnished aooenta hang, 
Ono momont’s bllas, ono burning Aiss-— 


He has altered it, I see, ta—~ 


But Heaven, at last, my soul’s calipse 
Did with a vision bright lnaplro: 

T woke and felt upon my Nps 

A Prophotoss's flra, 


I wish he had altered or suppressed the following alanza (alao 
noticed in Blackwood) or at all evonts that he had got rid of the 
s’s, It is anid by foreigners that the English hiss like goeuo. 
Such lines as theso must, tond atrongly to justify that consure— 


Love's a boundless burning waste, 

‘Whero billaa's stream wo seldom trate, 

And still more seldom feo; 

Susponse's thoins, Susploton's stings, 

Yot somcohow love a somathing brings 

‘That's aweat, even thangh wo sigh Woo's mo! 


T wonder he did not strike this stuff out of his Inter editions. 

A.~Hero: tako the book again, and lot mo have the Denth« 
song you were just alluding to. 

D.-I will only givo you one pnasnge—and that a perfect one 
-~that you mny not throw a general blight upon one of the 
finest lyrios in the Ianguage— 


‘To-morrow Jot ua do or dio! 

But when tho holt of death fa hurled 
Ah1 whither thon with theo to fly, 
Shall Outalisai roam the world t 

Seok wo thy onoe-loyod homat— 

Tho hand ia gone that aropt ite owas: 
Unheard their clook repoate its hours! 
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Cold ia tho hearth within thelr howora ! 
And should wo thither roam, 

Tta echoes, and ita omply tread, 

Would sound like voices hom the dead! 


A.-I um not swe that this is quite criticiam-proof, Tow 
Jong had the honse been doxerted? If 1 know that, J might 
enloulate whether the cloel was still repeating the hows, 

D—Oh, you are as bad as the man who criticisad Garrick’s , 
“Soliloquy,” hy a atop-walch, The Battle of the Baltic and 
Yo Mavinera of Hagland avo matohleas lyries——what fire, clear. 
ness, and compression in every alanzal 

A.~-Do not be too lavish of your commendation, 

D.—Lhe firet four stanzas "of the Battle of the Baltic aro 
without a flav— 


Of Nelson and the North, 

Sing tho glorious day's renown, 

When 0 hatte flores came forth 

All tho might of Denmark's crown, 

And her arms along tho deep proudly shone; 
By wach gun the Ughted brand, 

Tn a hold determined hand, 

And the Princo of all the land 

Loi them on. 


Llko levinthana afloat, 

Lay their hulwarks on tha bring; 

‘While tho sign of battle flow 

On the lofty Tritiah lines 

Tt was ton of April morn by the climes 

An thay dilftod on thoir path, 

Thoro was allonoo daop as donth; 

And the boldost hold his broath 

For a timo, 

But tha might of England flushed 

To antlolpata tho acone; 

And her van tho Hootor rushed 

O'gr tho dendly apaoo botwaon, 

Noarla of Oak £? our Captains orlod; when oach gun 
From Its adamantino Ips : 
Sproad a death-shads round tho shite, * 
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Like the liurrionno oolipao 
Of the aun. 


Againt again | againt 

And the havoek did not slack, 

Pil a fool cheor the Dang 

Yo our cheering sunt us back y= - 
‘Phair shota along tho deep slowly boam 1-— 
Then ceased—nnd all ia wall 

An thoy atrike the ahattered gail ; 

Or, in conflagration pale, 

Light the gloom, 


A.—Very noblo versea, indeed! But what o pity it is that the 
poet onds this truly national ard natural lyric with a common. 
place allusion to a mermaid. 


While the blow mournſul rolle, 
And tho mermald’s song condolos, 
Singing glory to the aoula 

Of the braves 


D,—It seems decreed that nothing human shel) be absolutely 
perfect. ‘hore ao not in the English language more manly 
and nervous lines than some of the host in Ye Mariners af Ting. 
dand; except, perhaps, those in the Battle of the Bultions 


Yo mariners of Fnglant | 

Who guard our native wean 

Whoao Nag haa braved, a thousand yours, 
Tho battle and (io breeze) 

Your glorlous standard launoh again 
To match anothor fool 

Ani aweop through the deep 

Whilo tho atormy tampoats blow, 
Britannia noods no bulwark, 

No towora along the steop 1 

Her mareh is o’or the mountain waves 
Ver homo ia on the doop. 


Theso lines are in overy Englishman's momory who has a epark 
of patriotic feeling in his bosom, 


LITRNARY CNET-CHAT, 261 


A.—I wish the whole poom had been equal to them. 
D.AIt is odd that so careful o writer as Campbell should 
havo allowed hia veracs Lo go through so many editions with all 
+ their original errors and oversights. In his fine ballad of Lord 
Ullin's Daughter ho sea the ward dreary for dreurier. 1 wish 
you had been at his elbow when he delivored this atanza to the 
printer's devil— 
But still aa wildor blow tho wind, 
And ag tha night grow drearar, 


Adown the glen roda armed mon, 
heir trampling sounded nearer, 


In hia Ode to Winter the line— 
Of innocence descent—~ 


Has no corresponding rhyme, I cannot acan the laat line of 
this stanza— 
Though my wallet wae sonnt, C xomambeorad hie onso, 
Nor refhaed my last oruat to his pitltul roe; 
Bat ho dicd at my fect on a oold wintor day, 
, Ant T played a sad lament for iny poor dog Vray. 


In the noblo stanzas ontitled The Last Man, he anys, 


My llps that apoak thy dingo of doath-— 
Thoir rountel gasp and gurgling breath 
To sea thou shale not bonat, 


In Hokentinden he makes a sound flaah—~ 


Anil lauder than tho bolta of heaven 
Far flashod tho rod artillory. 


A.—I suppoas ho manne that the red artillory—whioh was 
loudor than the bolts of heavon—flashed ;~—but oven that would 
bo a sort of flash in the pan—a false climax, I see you can find 
fault as woll as I oon. 

D. I om vexed to observe oven these slight dofacts in works of 
auch oxtrnordinary fluishs defecta which could have baon.s ily 
avoided had they oaught the poat'a eye, I have just opened 


262 


LITRRARY ONIT«CIAT. 


the hook at the Valedictory Staneas to J, P. Kemble; bow truly 
apirited ond original and clegant they ave! What lines are 


those! 


Tako flolda refreshed with dewy light 
Whon tho aun emilee his last, 

Thy parting presenoo makes moro bright 
Our memory of the prt. 

For ill can Pootry oxproar 

Fall many a tone of thought audlime, 
And painung mute and motiontoas 
Stents but a glace of thney 

Dut by the mighty actor brought, 
Mluslon’s porſoot trlunipha oomo, 
Vorao ooason to bo alry thought 

And Soulpturo ¢o bo dumb, 

Tato Iiko tho affont dial'a power, 
That when aupernal light ta givon 
Can menaure inapiration’a how 

And tella its height in heaven. 


A poct who can write in this style muat please wll clases of 
readers, and may male sure of immortality. 


— 


“No, XXIV. 





FOPULARITY. 


es 


F.~«I have heard of 9 gentloman who actually spoke of Iudi- 
éras ng the quthor of a witty poom—mistaking tho tile of the 
poem for the name of the author. It reminded mo of the quea 
tion of Nao wrote Shakspoare ? 

He—Yet porhapa that gentleman was a man of the world 
and a clever fellow. Such o imistoko ia a alip of mamory oro 
doſioionoy of information on a partioular point; but it would 
not prove the party alluded to incapable of uppresiating the wit 
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and humour of Butler. ‘A rosa by any other name would 
smoll as sweet.” People nre apt to confound the knowledge of 
names, dates, and words, with a knowledge of thoughts and 
things. A man with tho original gonius of a Nowton ora 
Shakspeare might have made the same mialake, os the gentleman 
you havo alluded to. Indced the probability is thnt Newton 
himself might have made it.* Thro are pedagogues who write 
down Shukspeare ae an ass, because ho mado Bolemion maritime * 
country, and wrote who for whom, 

F.-Vou aro thinking of the passngo in Hamlet— Sau / 
Who? It is suggested by Seymour in his Remarks,” that this 
is only a common clipsis and nol false grammar, and that the fat 
meaning is who twas if whom you saw ? 

ILI am not anxious Lo protect Shakapeare’s reputation either 
asa geographer or a grammarian, J lenve him to the tender 
mercies of 2 Guthrie or a Lindley Murray. 

P.Po we not excuse every thing to grout and long acknow- 
ledged geniua, while we gratify our apleen and envy by the 
sevoreat hypor-criticism on rising namog? I mat, a fow duys ago, 
with what I thought « very harsh critique on the poot Sat works 
of Letitia Elizabeth Tandon. The oritio takes her plots to pieoes 
in a way that acarecly any plot could bear. If the samo sort of 
criticism were npplicd to Shakepoaro, hie principal plots might 
vo rendered quite na ludicrous ne L. i. L.'s The Fadladoens 
of criticism oan vex the noblost writers, aa tho smalleat fics can 
irritate the lion. 

HT have read the critique you sponk of. The Reviewer charges 
LB. In with abraptnoas and wont of invention, He snys that 
the principal incidents in hor tale, havo all n eimilarly molodra- 
matic tuyn, a sort of commonplace extravagance, and that nearly 
all her horoos and heroines meet with the most startling and 
improbable adventures that ware ever recorded in tho pages of 
romance. Her lovers are awfully woe-hegone, and affected with 


— 

© Tt Just oodura tome to montion mat at page 221, by some elip of mo oh, 
or an inadvertanoy tn making aome altarationa on tho last prodſ, tho’Baiay 
on Popa ie attributod to Phomas Warton, inatoad of to his brother Joseph. 
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a siokly sentimentality, until they very intorealingly dio at the 
same moment in cach othor’s arms, and ave bavied in tha samo 
grove, I dony that Shakespeare's plats aud gharaotors would 
appoar to equal disadvantage if oxplained und oriticised on the 
same plan, and in tha same manner that the Reviawer hus 
adopted in the crilician on LH. L. ‘They have infinite varioly 
and verisimilitude. ‘ 

P.-I know of no poetry of tho time that was ao popularas 
L. EB. L.'s on its firgt appearance, and 1 think popularity n fair 
oriterion of pacticul merit. No vory bad writer, porhaps, wes 
evar widoly popular. The public do not foster dullness, 

IL—L. E. L, was popular amongst certain classee of routlora, 
while tho rare powers of Kents and Sholley wore ridicitled, and 
their postry noglected. I, 3. L.'s poctry sold much morg, 
tupidly and extensively, not only than that of Kenta and Shelley, 
but than that of Wordsworth, Coleridgo, and Southey. 

W—~The Editor of the Loudon Literary Gazelle, 1 reeollect, 
paida glowing tribute to the merit of Ty, Ji fa “Ag fn” he 
anid, “as his poctioal taste and oritien) judgment enabled him to 
form an Spinion, ho could ueliduoo no instance, mneient or mo- 
dern, of aimilar talent and excellence,” 

H—When a writer liko TL. 1. 1, la thus charnoterizad in a 
publio literary journal of extonsive aireulation--when terma of 
aulogy ara lavished on her name, that if applied to the greatest 
of living posta, would bring the blood into their cheeks-—whon 
the is clevated by implicntion above Homer and Virgil, and 
Dante and Sponsor, and Shakeponre and Milton, it is time indeed 
for oll honest and aobor-minded oritios to perform their duty, and 
warn the multitude from Hatening to auch ifionstrous abaurditios, 

P.-If Jerdan went o litle too far, wo must allow «something 
for the real kindness of his nature, and the intlaance on hik judge 
ment of a personal acquaintando with a poetess af the moat 
amiuble charactor and the most charming manners, 

II—But thia sort of partintity Urings all oriticiam tnto cons 
tempt, a 
F—Depend upon it uo eritic can moke a bad writer popular, 
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IIe may help one into notice or notoriety, but ho onnnot make 
people delight in undelightiul verac, And, after all, I think with 
Pope, who said he did not care for the high-flyers at Button’s— 
the ovitical cliquoa uf tho coflec«house—so long as ho had the 
public with him. Tho mass of rendois decide u poot’s fate, 
H.—-When wo compare tho character of the great body 
of readers with that of the "it audience,” though * fow,” 
with whioh tho loftiest poets havo been contented, wo at once’ 
account for tho temporary success of verse that doos not desave 
to lve. Is there a single oritic of any reputation for sound 
judgment, who would seriously comparo L. E. L. with the 
master spirits of tha age? Some of the most judicious of our 
poriodichl oritics have apoken of hor with a gquulified praise, to 
qvbioh fwould myself inoat willingly subscribe. Sho has her 
morits, but they aro not of the highest order, It is abaurd to 
confound the ranks of genius by indiscriminalo laudation, If f 
acknowledge tho pathos and melody of a Goldsmith, am I 
inconsistent if I also assert that it would be tho oxtremest 
stupidity in ony one to put him hy tho side of Milton? If I reaog- 
nize tho dolicncy und tenderness of many of L. D. "L.'s pros 
duotions, muet J necessarily regard hor ag on apart with the moat 
giftod of her contemporaries? ‘Thoro aro oritios, It seams, who 
om diatingulah no gradntions in gonius, and who apply the 
aaino epithets to the author of a collection of pretty love-dittios, 
as thoy apply to the alornoal and most oxaltod of Epfe bards | 
P.-Do you dony that popularity is a fuir oriterion of merit? 
HI ndmit that ovensive popularity is a pretty certain indi 
cation that a writer is not utterly devoid of every species of merit, 
though it by no mentts follows that he is necessarily superior to 
his leas favored rivals. Popularity is no more a proof of gonius, 
than unpopularity is a proof of tho want of it. Noithor is a 
decisive teat. But ag popularity Implios merit of some kind or 
othor, of hawovor low a grade, yot palpnble,to common renders, 
0 unpopularity is often occasioned by certnin defeote that, ate 
equally obvious to tha general eyo, whilo tho oxoellenclos, if ‘guol 
there bo, raquire more pouotratlon to discover, and more tate to 
ua 
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approointe, than are possessed by the multitude. Lot ua apply 
this argument. L. D. L. posseases merit; her merit, whatever 
it may bo, ia obvious to the general eye; and she is, therefore, 4 
popular poct. On the other hand, Wordsworth has alia morit, 
but it is of a kind which requires more thon common liste and 
penetration to discover and upprecinto (his dofecty huing palpable 
and his beauties recondite), nnd he is, therefore, an unpopular 
“poet, Popularity is not alwnys ophomeral. — It is aometimes 
Insting., But popularity und fume are very different things, and 
may be posaexsed sepirately by diferent poets for the same 
length of time, Goldsmith is a more popular poot than Milton, 
but Milton has more fame, L. E, L. is more poplar Uion Worda- 
worth, and may coytinuo to be ao, but Wordeworth hna now, and 
will continue to have, more fame, For overy admirer of Milton 
and Spencer, perhaps I. D. L. could number holf a dozen! 
What docs all this demonatrate? Vhat popularity is an unerring 
criterion of genius? or that the many ure not the best judges? 
A true poctical taste is almost as rave ns poctical genius tisel/. 
Shakspeare, let people tulk ng they will, is not a popular weltor, 
even now, a8 far as puro poetry is concerned, Ils plats, ohn. 
ynoters, and incidents alone are what attract the mob, The 
gods of the gallery applaud as much na the erition in the pit, 
but is it because they have on equally vivid sense of the purely 
poetical bonutics of Shaksponro? By no meuns, ‘The oritios 
have pointod out hiv matchless merite, and the mane of readers 
ragvoly rajag am echo, Tho multitude ava alwaye flnally led into 
right opinions by the judicious faw, to whom Milton hus vo beauti- 
fully appealed. Shnakepenra, J dave any, was regarded by many 
of his contemporarica os a vary ignorant fellow, nul Waller, once 
n popular poct, spoke in the most contemptuous tang. gf an old 
blind school-mastey of the name of Milton, who wrote a pooin 
remarkable for nothing butits length. Some of dur grentust poota 
have been treuted with negleot by the great body of their cone 
tumporarics, and exalted by posterity. “Lord Buoon,” says 
Wordsworth, “in his multifarious writings, no whore quotes or 
alludeg to Shakepeare, and Drydon has told us that evon in hig 
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time, two of the playa of Beaumont and Fietcher were acted for 
one of tho prince of dramutic bards, And, so faint and limited 
was the perception of hia poctic beauties in the time of Pope, 
that in his edition of the plays, with a view of rendering a 
necessary service to the goneral render, he printed between 
inverted commas those paasagos which he thought most worthy 
of notiee! Only eleven of Shakepenre’s plays were printod in 
his life time, In one hundred yours were published but four odi-. 
tions of his works! ‘Vow littlo,’ snys Mr. Stcevena, ‘Shak. 
spoare was once read, may be understood from Tate, who, in his 
dedication to the altered play of King Lear, spenks of the original 
AS AN OMSCURE PINGK, RKGOMMENDED 70 18 NOTIOE BY A FRIEND,’ 
and the author of tho Zuéler, having ocension to quote a few lines 
out of Macbeth, was content to reeeiva them from Davenant's 
alterations of that now celebrated drama, in which almost overy 
original beauty ia either awkwardly digguised or arbitrarily omit 
ted.” “Tho nation,” enys Dr, Johnaon, had been entisfied with 
only two editions of Shakepoare’s works from 1623 to 1664, 0 
poriod of 41 years,” 

F.But rocolleat how few readors there were at that time; 

H.—That this disgraceful clroumetanoo was not owing to a 
paucity of renders,” may be antishatorily proved by a roferonca 
to the fate of other poota, A seventh edition of Cowloy’s Poems 
was printed in 1681. A fourth odition of Flatman's Pooms was 
printed in 1686, and in tha same yonr was published the 7th 
odition of Waller's. ‘The productions of Naryia, n now forgotten 
post, went through nize editions a fow yonrs aftor!* Nor was 
Shakapeare alono thus neglected and thrown into the shade by 
the rorunanrry of auoh writers ns Cowloy, Flalman, Waller 
and Norris! The diving Milton himeclf, for nemly o century 
shared a similar fate, Tho ourly editions of Paradiso Lost were 
printed in a form that allowed thom to be sold at a low price, , 
and. yot only throe ditions of the work were published in oloven 
— — — — — — — * 

*T am indebted for most of thoau partloulars to ono of Wordiyotth's 
prafacon. 
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yenra, during which many inforior pooma enjoyed a sale of Lwonty 
timva the extent. Milton only received five pounds for the first 
edition, published in 1667, It, wos atipulated that ho should re - 
ceive five pownda more for the second edition, and another five 
pounds if it reached a third. After the publication of the third 
edition, the widow, to whom the copy was then to devolve, aold 
all her claims to the book-seller for eight pounda! You ones 
"told me, that no gient pout was ever neglected in his life-time, 
and you now say that extensive popularity ia an unorring tost of 
morit} 7 

F.—Whiat is enlled the public (be that circle great or small) 
has never been known to nogloct true genius, or to foater dul. 
nese | 

H.—What cnn you menn by the “public, ba that circle great 
or small?” Do you imply that thora aro tuo publics, and that 
one or the other is sure to patronize true gonins? Thore wre 
crowds who ndmire L, 1% I. and neglect Wordsworth, while, on 
the other hand, a few admire Wordsworth ond negleet L. BL, 
Con doth Unesa parties be called the publie? If so, it is quite 
clear that no poct, good or bad, was over yet noglected, for the 
mennest soribbler has some admirers, and so had Milton in his 
moat ‘avil daya.” 

P.-Oh, you know very woll what I mean, 

H.-—Upon my word I donot, Your indiatinet modo of expres. 
sion somotimos rendora it diMeult for ma ta grapple with your 
arguments, If you mean the groat body of roadora (which are 
uaunlly called che pudlio in reference to litcrary quoatlona), you nro 
ensily answorod. 1 refer you to the names of Unyley, CHovor, 
and Sir Richard Binokmora, Every ono familiar with the history 
of literatura, is aware thné those writers wore regarded as mon 
of great “mark and likelihood” in their own timoa, though they 
are thought very dull fellows now! ‘I'he prosnio Hayley was ox- 
travagantly admired na a poot, and his works had a larga sale. 
Glover's Leonidas, which no one rends now, ie anid hy ono of the 
Warlons (I forgot which) to have beon “ most ongorly perused, 
and universally admired.” 
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F.—And I contend it deserved that admitation. 


ILI think not, Ag lo Sir Richad Blackmoie, his poem of ‘ 


Prince Arthur hod a prodigious sale, and met with such distin. 
guished honour ag raised the animaaity of Dennis and the envy of 
+ Drydon, Even Dr. Johnaon himself speaks of Blackmore's poom of 
the Creation in a manner that shows him to have been prejudiced 
jn tho author’s favour by the ignorant admiration of the public? 
“This poom,” anys he, in his Lives of the Poots, “if he had written 
nothing else, would have tianamitted him to postority as among the 
first favourites af ie English Muse.” Tho success of Elkanah 
Settle, whose very name caitics a ludicrous association with it, 
made Dryden tremble for his own fame. ‘The extreme popula- 
rity of ono of tho former's Zvagedice in Rhyme wos aufliciont, 
according to Dr, Johngon, lo make Dryden think his supremacy of 
reputation in some danger, and he could not repress those emo. 
tion, which de called indignation, und others jenlonay. Sv popu- 
lar a poet was this Elkanah Sottle, that it was thought necossary 
by tho booksellers to bring out his work ina atylo of poouliar 
splendow’. Ilia waa the first play that was ‘ ombollishad 
with soulptures,” and this distinction gave hia rival, Dryden, 20 
much pain, that he atlnokod him furiously, botli in progo and voreo, 
‘There ia no limit to the obliquitios of admiration, ox the verantl- 
Vities of taste, ‘ho Monthly Raview, odited by Dr, Konrick, a 
loarnocl and ablo man, attacked Goldsmith's Poome on their firat 
appenranca, and dosoribad the Traveller na “a flimsy poo.” A 
contemporary oritioapoko of Giay's J2/egy in the following torme, 
“This litle poom, Aowover humble ite pretensions, is not without 
dloganoo or morit.” "Tho Odes of Collins,” snys D'Isrnoli “were 
purchased by Millar (tha John Murray of those days), and 
printed in tho form of o alight pnmphiet, but all the intorest of 
that great booksellor could never introduce them into notico, 
Not oven an idle compliment is resorded to have boon paid to the 
post.” Ife consigned his Odos to the flamos in a fit of despair, 
and to the porpotual recollections of his poctionl misfortunes aye 
wo to uttribute the unsottled @ato of his mind, which onde at 
last in madnoss. I think I have now sufficiently maintalned my 
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position that the public often “Yosder dulnexs,“ that a populut 
poot is not always a true one, and that the greatest poot muy be 
underrated and neglected by the mass of his contemporaries, 
and yot be raised into splendid fame by the voice of posterity, 
If my arguments, therefore, are worth anything, Uke great papue 
lovity of L. Fi, I, is no proof of her deserving more praise than 
Thavo given her; while Wordsworth, and Coleridge, mid Kenta, and 
Shelley, at one time comparatively neglected by general readers, 
mny one day oceupy ao conspicuous a position in the temple of 
fame, that even the ignorant vulgar may reftent their names with 
revorenad, 

F\-~-Your superior momory onables you to pul me to some 
disadvantage, but it doos not justify your decidod tone, 

H.~I only express my own opinions, with the same confidenca 
that you gonorally display in oxprossing your own. You may be 
right and J may bo wrong. As to my illustrations, I owe them 
chiefly to Wordsworth and D'Ieracli, 

F.—I call upon you to prove that the intellectual public ix apt 
to err, and then you may assume that it hay erred in L. Hy In 
onge. 

W.~You have not yet proved that sha is more admired by 
the intellectual part of the public than ghe is adiised by me. J 
havo admitted that LU. Ta has some merit, and that she war 
onoo oxtravagantly aataomed by a large mujority of readers; but 
are the mafority tho inéellectuad portion af mankind ? [ think uot, 

FI seo no use in continuing tho discussion, 

II.Prop it, by all moans, 


’ 
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No. XXV. 





SURLLEY, KEATS, AND COLERIDGE. 

II.AI do not like to hear you speak so slightingly of Shelley . 
as you sometimes do; surely he was the greatest and most gifted 
of our Inter poots? » - 

A.--I do not think so, I defy you to put your finger on a 
single poom of his, of a page in length, that docs not toom 
with faults, His imagery is like the flashing of fragments of a 
mitror, and his diction in gencial is like variously colored mist. 
Tle is wdyonmer, nota thinker, is best things remind one of 
{he inspiration of opium. 

1L—This is gross nnd extravagant injuatice, Shelley's insight 
jnto the spiritual and thystical portions of human nature and the 
universe was infinilely more subtle and profound than that of any 
other poot of his time, Compared to him, Wordsworth is a 
puorila proser, aud Byron was af the earth earthy, Shelley is 
truly the post's poot, + 

A.—But evon poota thomselyaa complain that he is incompres 
Wenaible. Charles Lamb, who, though ho did not write firat.rate 
pootry himaelf, was of o truly pootical temperament, aud was a 
firat-rate critic upon poetry, says, ina letter to Bernard Barton, the 
Quaker bard, “1 can no more understand Shelley than you can, 
His poetry is ‘thin sown with mofit or delight.’ Now, poetry 
is addressed rather to the heart than to Une hend, It should not 
be like a motaphysical conundrum, 

{Lam sorry that you should be inclined to chimo in with 
the extravagancios of the old Tory critics, According to Gifford, 
the predominating ohnrnotor of Shelloy’s poetry ix “its totay 
want of meaning,” und the London Literary Gasetle vsed to 
complnin of Sholley’s ‘ ineurhble absurdity.” In speaking of Ado- 
aais, Uhe Gazette nasured ite readore that tho poetry of it is “ con- 
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templibla—a mero mass of bloated words, heapad on cack other, 
without order, harmony, or meaning ; the refuse of a school.boy’s 
commonplace booh.“ 

A—Wall—I should not be disposed to judge very harshly 
of these critics for their decision, Posterity will perhaps con. 
firm it, Ido not dispute tho ſaol that Shelley was no ordinary 
man. IIis imagination was rich, and his sensibility extreme ; 
but his intellectual powers were unequal and iHebuluneed. Ilis 
judgment was unsound, ont ho had not the artiationl abilily 
that is necessary to embady tho spirit of pootry in a clenr 
and definite form, A man may have a very large shuru of 
poetical fecling and yet want “tho accomplishment ol vere.” 
The truost and beat poolry is gonerally little more than the clear 
and definite expression of what other mou have thought and felt 
(leas strongly, perhaps, but not less truly.) and which they have 
yearned in vain to communicate (o others. Shelley appears to ina 
to have had much of thg poet in his nature, without hoing 0 puet 
in the full rense of the word. ‘There avo men of fine feeling, fine 
fancy, and fine taste, who are alive to all tho charms of the wide 
“world of cyo and car,” and who naturally Inde into onthu. 
siasm at the sight of tho same scenes and objects which fascinate 
the poet an the painter, but who when they tuke wp either the 
pen or the pencil are obliged to fling it away again in dewpnir, 

He~You vex ine by your injustice tow gront poot, I awk you 
if thore is not hoth art and inspiration in this stanza fiom the 
mucheabused Adonais Pm 


Midat othorg of loss nolo, aama ond ſrall form, 

A phantom among mon, oompantontass 

Ag tho lust cloud of an expiring atorm, 

‘Whose thunder fe fla knell; ho, a I gueax, 

Tad gazed on Nature's nuked loveliness 

Acteon-like, and now he fled astray 

With foeble atepa, o'r the world's wildernens, 

Ani his own thonghis, along that rugged way, 
Pursued, like raging hound, their father auil their prey. 


: . ra * 
Ts nol this atanzn vigorous and putheticie it not alau truly 
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artistionl? Is this ‘the refuse of a schoolboy’s common-place 
book” ? And what sny you to the noble onding of the poem ? 


Tho bronth whose might I have invokod in song 
TDorconda on ino j my splrit’s bark fa driven 
Fav from the shore, far from the trembling throng 
Whouo anils wore novor to Lio lompost givan ; 
‘Tho masay oarth dnd aphorad aklos aro rivon, 
Tam horne darkly, foarfully, ataey 
Whilst burning through the ‘inmost vail of Toaven, 
Tho soul of Adonals, Ilko a ater, 

Tieacons from the abode whore the Etornal are. 


A.—~These ave fine verses, I rendily admit, but they are asso. 
cinted with othors that © man of bettor taste would hardly have 
written—or not have published. 

H.—If you cannot or will not admire tho pathetic Stunaus 
written in defection at Naples, I shall he obliged to give up tha 
attompt to convert you to my own way of thinking. Aro not 
these goldon words—sontiments profoundly affecting—-images of 
surpassing beauty ? 

STANZAS), 
Weitian in dajeation at Naples. 


IL 

Tho pun ia warm, tha aky is oloar, 

Tho waves avo danoing fast and bright, 
Duo inlos and snowy mountaina woar 

‘Tho purplo noon's tranaparoul light, 
Avound [ta unoxpanilod buds; 

Tika many a voloo af ono delight 
‘Tho winds, the birds, the oooan floade, 

The city's voloa ilaolꝰ ts agft, Uke Solitude's. 


MW 


1 aoe the daop's untramplad floor 
With graan and purple sea-woad strown 5 
I neo tlt Waves upon tho shoko, 
Sitka light alasotyed in atar-ahowarey Hirown ¢ 
M 2 
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Tale upon tho sande alona, 
Tho lightning of tho noonlide oooun 
Ia flaching round mo, nd a tone 
Arlgoa from ita moaaurod motion, 
Mow sweet did any heart now ahare in my emotion! 


Wh 


Alag] I have nor hope nar health, 
Nor ponoo within nor oalm around, 
Nor that content aurpaasing woalth 
Tho sngo in modltation found, 
And walked with inward glory crown’ dem 
Nor famo, nor powor, nor love, nor lolsure, 
Othorg there aro whom thees sumxound— 
Smiling thay Uve, and oall if ploasuro, 
To mo that oup has boon dealt fn shofhor monaure, 


WW, 


Yot now dospair fteelf la mild, 
Eon as the winds and wators aro; 
Tcauld tla down Uke a tived ohtid 
dud weep away this fe of care 
Whioh I havo boro and yot must boar, 
Ti douth like sleop might stoal on me, 
And I might fool in tha warn aly 
My cltook grow cold and hear the sea 
Breathe o'or my dylng bratn tte last monotony £ 


Vv 


Somo might Inment that I were sold, 
As T, whon this swoat day is gone, 

‘Which my lost heart, too soon grown old, 
Tnaulta with this untimely moan; 

Thoy might Inmont--for J am ong 
IPhon mon lous not—and yet regret, 

Unlike thia day, which, whon the sun 
Shall in its stainlese glory nat, 

Will linger, though onjoy'd, like joy iu momory yet. 


A.—Theve are fino ylashes in thie poom, but there is no «tently 
light. There ie evidently o lino missing in the firal stunan, 
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The whole of the Inst atanza is a apooimen of Shelley’s riddle 
writing, 

H.—I find no obscurity in tho last stanza, buta great deal of 
pathos, The missing lino after the fifth of the firat stonzn is 
supplied in Mrs, Shelloy’s frst edition of her husband’s works— 

Tho bronth of tho molet-alr ts light. 

A.~A vary bad line it is; too; moist air fe generally heavy ; 
Wut be that as it may, the poét ‘te oleatly a bad rhymester; a° 
achool-boy would deserve to be whippéd for 46 giioss a want of 
skill or onre os fs displayed in such rhymes as Hight, light, and 
de-light in one stanza, What is the meaning of 

Arownd {ts moxpandod bude? 


H.—I will leave you to solve your own difficulty, If I were 
to utlempt to sntiefy you withan explanation of one obscurity, 
you would discover a hundred others, But if you refuse justice 
to Shelley's intellectual character, I hopo you will not join in the 
ory of tho old Tory hounds againat his moral name. That hide- 
ous oruolty I hope is over, Even the Quarterly Review and the 
Literary Qaxette have felt the lute remorse of love. Had this 
hoon ourlior i¢ had been kinder, » 

A.~I believe that:.8lflloy'ss original nature was ono of the 
awooteat and noblest in the world, though he fell into wretched 
miatakes by indulging in misty metaphysioe— but they wore 
errors of tho head, not of the hoart. It is impossible to reod his 
letters to hia wife and his friends without loving the writer, 

I{.—I was dipping the other day into the Oaford University 
Magaxine for 1884, and, though ite political tone is opposed to 
the advancing spirit of the ago, and its religious principles are 
those of the High Church party, it has the liberality to praise 
Sholloy highly, both as an author and aman. His opinions in 
politics ond religion aro sevorely and unequivocally condemned, 
but the individual ia spared. ‘The condemnation of his errors is 
accompanied with such a gonerous admission of the purity, of 
his motives, and the real axoellence of his heart, that moat of 
the poot’s admirers would ptobably read.the prtigles not only 
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without offence, but with a strong disposition to return the moral 
compliment to tho oritic, who ia evidently a Christian in the heat 
sonae of that much-abused distinction. 

A.—It is suid that amongst his other fina moral qualities, he 
had g most active and unaffected sympathy with the poor, townrda 
whom ho was always ready to act the part of a friend and bene. 
factor, Ho did not confine hia charity te poouniary aid, but used 
constantly to viail and relieve the sick, for which partionlay pr 
pose he had qualified himsolf by going the round of the London 
Hospitals. Toigh Himt speaks of his “ princely genorosily to 
his frionds,” and Byron has paid moro than one compliment to his 
poraonal charactor, which certainly was vory auporlor Lo his own, 

H.—And yot the Quavtorly Reviewers could apont rospeotlully 
enough, and more in sorrow than in anger, of a deistionl lord, 
“the mightiost apirtt of modorn times," while poor Shelley, a 
truly gentlo and graceful apirit, is tronted as a binokguord or 
a flonase If)” says Gifford, aponling of Shelley, “we might 
withdraw the vail of private life, and tell what wr KNOW anaur 
nim, it would indeed bo a disgusting pioturo thal we should oaibit,” 
T havo really no words nt my commnnd to oxpross tho horror 
with which I regard such criticism as this! But the possionate, the 
malignant, and unjust aro aure lo fall into inconsistencies, that 
nullify the effect of thoir abuse, Thoy nel like drunkords, wid 
Inow not what they say. I have just quoted from tho Quarterly 
Roview of 1819. In roburning to Shelley, the sume perlotionl, 
still under the antno oditor (Gifford) anys “Of My, Shelley imeeif 
wu know Novuina, and desire fo know nothing.” 

A~—Thonk God, this sort of oriticiam has gone by, and éyon 
in cho Quarter?y, and othor Tory publications, wo now meat with 
temperate and generous oriticiam on works of pure literature, 
without the Jenst reference to the politica of the authora under * 
notice, We have not time al preaent, or I should like to return to 
the subject of Shelloy's puctiy, and go through hia Corel with 
you, and T think I could prove, even to your conviction, Uiat 
that Drama is in no rospoat fragmentary, uncqual, or incomplota. 
Nor is it in the least degree metaphysical or cbacuro. 
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A.But unfortunately the subject of it is a sad ovidence of 
the writer’s want of taste and judgmant. 

IL—-Well—I shall rend you a Sonnet of Shelley's, and then 
take my leave of him fox the preaent. ‘To my taste, it is one of 
the finest in the languago—simple, complete, grand, nud most 
suggestive 

OBYMANDIAS, 
T met a travoller from din antiquo land, 
‘Who anid Lwo vast and trunkloss loge of atona 
Stand In tho desert, Near them, on tho sand, 
Inlf-aunk, a shattor'd visage Hes, whose frown, 
And wrinkled lip and ancer of cold command, 
‘Tell that its roulptor well Unoso passions rend 
‘Which yot survive, atamp'd on thoso lifelosa things, 
‘Tho hand that mook'd them and the hoart that fed 
And on tho pedestal theao words appoar: 
“My namo ie Oxymanding, king of kings; 
Look on my works, yo mighty, and dogpair !” 
Nothing beside somains, Round the decay 
OF that colossal toreok, bounilloss and bare, 
ho lona and level sands sirotch far away, 


AI think if Kents had lived he would have beon a fur 
groator poot than Shelley. Ho was indead a poot all over, Hia 
daily life breuthod the atmosphere of pootry, His imaginn- 
tion was quite as rich as Shelloy’s, but was always more olenr and 
definite, and under truer guidance ; and, perhaps, of all the poota 
of tho nineteonth century, ho had the finest car for the musia of 
vorso. 

II.-I have no wish to say one word against poor Kents, whoxe 
melancholy fato will always inoroaso the intereat with which all 
lovers of Wwue poctry now regard his gonius; yet if you talk of 
Sholloy’s inequalities you must admit thos of Konts, 

A—But Keats’s inoqualitics wore those of ongor youth—of 
immature powers. Had ho livod a Hetlo longar, he would have 
quite outgrown his early faults of atyle, His fervid, prodigal, , 
and impetuous fancy would have boon brought under sortie con- 
trol, na his judgmant ripened with his yearae His mind was 
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evidently progressive, Ilis fragment of /Zype ion ix gigantic~—por. 
feotly Miltonio, Lot me olose the evening wilh the production 
of a few of his priceless gems: 


LOVERS PARIING. 
Parting thoy soom to (road upon the ah ; 
‘Twin .oges hy the zephyia blown apne 
Only to moot again more close, and share 
‘Cho Inward faganco af onch othor'a hoat. 


A LOVER DISCOVER (118 DROWNED MisThkes, 
Upon a dead thing's faco my hand I late ; 
T look’d — “twas Soylin 








Cold, O cold indasd, 
Wore trot fair limba, and tke common weak 
Tho sonuswall took hor halt. 


TUR MOON, 
Imnumerablo mountaing rlao, and rise, 
Ambitloua for tho hallowing of thine oyon; 
And yot thy bonediation passoth not 
Ono obgowo hiding place, ano little spot 
‘Whero plonauro may be sont) tha nested wren 
Has thy fair face within its tranquil ken, 
And fiom beneath a sheltering luy leaf 
Lakes glimpses of thes. 


THE MOON AGAIN, 
Or by the moon liling her allvor rim 
Above a cloud, and, with a gradual aulm, 
Coming into tho blu with al) hor ght 


THM UNTNANOR TO A NOBLE MANSION, 
A pillnr’d poroh, with lofty portal door, 
‘Whera hung a allvor lamp, whose phoaphor glow 
Roflected in tho alahhod stops below 
Mild asa star tn water, 


A UUM ACCENT. 
nom — No wtlr of aft wae there, 
Not so mul: tifa as on a aummora cay, 
Rabe not one Ught sead from the feathers yravs, 
Auk where the dead lenf fell, there did it rest. 
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THE PAINTRD WINDOW, 
A casomont high and tiple-arch’d it was, 
All garlandod with carvon fmageries 
Of futile and flowors, and bunchoa of knol.giaas 
And diamonded with panes of quaint dovice, 
Innumorablo of adaing and splendid dyes, 
As cre the Uger -moth's deap-damasked wings , 
And in the midat, mong Qhousand horaldrivs, 
dnd tullight eainte, and dim omblaxonings, 
A shielded sokichoon Ulush'd with blood of queons and kings, 


Fall on this oasomont shona tho wintry moon, 
And threw warm gules on Madalino’s fir broast, 
Ag down sho knolt fox heaven's grace and boon; 
Roao-bloom felt on hor hands, together prest, 
And on her silvor oroas soft amethyst, 

And on hor hair a glory like « saint; 

Sho acomod a splendid ange), newly drest, 

Save wings for Keaven—— 


DAINTING, « 

And alill sho slopt an azuro-lidded sloop, 

Tn blanchod non, smooth and lavondor'd, 

While ho from forth tho clogot brought a hoap 

OF onndied apple, quineo, and plum, and gourd ; 

With jollios soother than the oxoamy ound, 

And Incont ayrups, tneé with einnamon/ 

Manna ond datos, in argosy transforr'd 

From Box and spiood dainttos avory one, 
From ailkon Sarmaoand to codar'd Lobanon. 


W.——All those are oxquisite indead—the very essence of ge- 
nuine poctry. But as you have been so good as to give me this 
trent, I will not say good-night until I have read you a few 
similar specimens of Colovidge, Uo is a very unequal poot, but 
as true a ono as evor lived, He has sometimes a stilted and 
uomolimoa a slovenly style, But in tho whole range of British 
poetry there is nothing more tonder, delionte, and refined than 
tho little tale of Genevieve, It ia ‘exceedingly benutiful.” 

A.—Coloridge wae a wretched progo writer. His Fréend ia the 
moat awkward and unintelligible proge that was ever written. 
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But he was a gonuine poot, an orginal thinker, and a profunid 


scholar, . 
IL.-—Well—tnke my speoiinens, and (hen wo must positively 


say goad-night-— 


A SIP IN A LRAD CALM. 
Tuy aftor day—~duy alter day. 
Wo atuok, nor breath nor motion: 
als ldlo as a palated ship 
Upon a painted a ean, 


NIGUT“TALIo 
The sun's vim Upay Ue alas reek oud: 
At one airide comos the dark ¢ 
‘With far-heard whiapor, oor tho aoa 
OM shot the apootia-bark, 


4 MUBTOAL ROOK: 
«» A hiddon brook 
In the loaſy mbnth of Janos 
‘That to tho sloeping woode all night 
Singoth a quiet tune, 


A MYSTIOAL RIVHRe 
Five miley, meandering with a mazy mation, 
‘Through wood and dalo Ue sacred rlyor ran, 
‘Thon ronchatl tho cavorns moasuialess to man, 
And aank fn tumult to 0 liſoloas oceans 
And mid thfa tumult Kubla homed from far 
Anoovatral voloea prophosylig war 


ORNRVINVE, 
She wopt with plty and delight, 
Sho blushod with lovo and virgin shume, 
And, like the murmur of a droga, 
Chened her hieatho my name. 


‘Ter hoaom heavedl—sho slept aside, 
Aa conscious of my look sho stopt— 
Tunn suddenly, wlth Unorone eyo, 

dhe fled lo nie aud wept 
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Sho Half enolesod mo in hor arms, 
Sho proased mo with a meok ambraco, 
Ant, dancling hack her head, looker up, 
And gazud upon my fae 


A NIGHTINGALE, 
Ia tho marty nightingale, 
‘Chat orawda and hurrlos and pracipitatos, 
With fast thick warble, his dollolous notes. 


SOLITUDE, 
©, wodding guoat{ this soul hath boon 
Alono ora wide wido sea, 
So lonely twas, that God himself 
Searce seemed there to be. 


A CALM, 
Thero tg vol wind enough to twirl 
‘Tho ono red loaf, the last of his olan, 
‘That dances, as often as danoo it on, 
Playing ao Nght, and hanging so high, 
On thortop-moat tig that looks up at tho sky, 


— 


No. XXVI. 





ANCIENT PITTLOSOPILERS., 


+H--No man who is acquainted with human nating looks any. 
where for porfoction, exeopt in the horoos of pooms and romances, 
‘Tho wiseat man amongat ua presents many points of ridicule to 
an obsarvant eye. ence tho old proverb, that fumiliarity brads 
contenipl, A too close and severe inapeotion of the best apgcimons 
uf humanity inevitably leads to the discovory of a flaw. No man 
is a here to his valet do chambre, or a saga to hia familiny ossoci« 
ates. A prophet has no honor in his own country, There is some 
truth in theae old snwa, Contrary to the Jawa of perspeative in 
tha physical world, our moral or intellectual nature is magnified 
by distance, and dwarfed by proximity. 

nQ 
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L~-Waltcr Scatt's own family, it is anid, usoct ta wonder why 
the world ao highly reverenced him, and could not suppress 
their acknowledyment that they thought him oveinted. 
* What,” snid a smart young barrister (o whom Thomas Camp. 
bell had been pointed owt at a literary puu ty, —“ is thul little fal. 
low tho author of the ‘ Bultle of the Baltic 

H.-oro was « report in Ure nawapnpera, Chat the late Colu- 
nel Sir Walter Scott not only never read hia father’s novela, Int 
would not admit them into his howe, This report, however, 
was positively contindicted hy a writer, who seemed to speak 
from a personal knowledge of the gentlemari ao calumninted, 

L.-The disrespect for genius gonerally excited by tow uenr 
au approach, or by too clogs a personal intimacy, is not ao Kur. 
mizing as tho contrary error of an indisoriminate admiration of 
every thing (lat hes been uttered by the intolloctual idols of 
mankind, ospocially of thoso who are far romoved fron the 
reach of envy, “Nothing con be moro oggrepiouly absurd, thin 
much of the conduct, and many of the maxima and observations, 
of tho ancient sages of Greeco and Rome, who have bean re- 
garded as oracles ulmoat divine, I fell in the other day with w 
prettily-minted edition of a translation of the Tives of the Aucient 
Philosophers, attributed to Fonelon, ‘The book seems intended for 
young persons, hut anything move foolish thin what fs called the 
wisdom of the snges of old, I nevor mot with. Let me point out 
a fow apevinons of their sagneity, Solon, though not genorntly 
avorec to nmusements, was shooled, wa ure tole in this hools, al 
theatrionl performances, and after seeing Thoapia ono day not in 
w tragedy of his own composition, ho naked the actor {7 Ae wae 
nol ashamed to utter so many Jalsities in the fuce of the worhl ↄä 

II.-Why, a soheol-boy ought to be whipped for av shallow a 
mistake, for a child, old cnough ta dee tht « pietara ia not Ni 
ture herself, but an imilation of Nate, would not enti a repre. 
sentation of life on the stage, or on Lhe cunvess, © klinmelul lie, 

Ta—Whon Pirxistratus had reconrae to the abratagem of pres 
outing himself wonnded and bleeding to the people, the wise 
Sulon swore that it wos exclusively ta be attriluted ta the 
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" foolish fictions” that he lind condemned. THoraclitus, the weop- 
ing philosopher, insisted that the sun was no Imger than it 
apponred to he, and yot lhe most ignorant numskull of his time, 
must have known onough of tho laws of perspective Lo carreck 
such tt silly blunder. The philosopher must have scon, whenever 
he opened his cyes, that the objects presented to them wore 
diminished by distanoe, This ancient sago, whon he found himself 
afllicted with the dropsy, chose fo sponk to his physicians in* 
onigmag, so that they could not penetrate his monning, nnd, 
yather than condescend to explain himself in oommon language, 
ho declined their aid, and buried himself in a dunghill, in ordor 
to evaporate, by ils heat, the wator which was the origin of hia 
discuse, Some wiilers say that he sunk so deep into the 
Jonthsome mags, thal in his feeble condition ho could not 
extiicala himself, but was specdily suffocated; and that hia 
dead body was devoured by the dogs, Was this the end of 4 
wise man? Was this a philosopher lo be yenerated nnd followed? * 
Should not wo call one of ow own contomporaties, ware he td 
not in Us manner, a mad«man or a fool ? 

VI.A think go, 

Le-Bub the weeping pliilesophor, in hts woadker hours, waa 
not moro ridiculous and contemptible thin Dothosritna, the 
luughor, It is suid that the lattor was ao devoted to atucly, that 
ho deprived himsolf of aight, in ordor that he might not turn his 
attantion to any other pursuit! ‘ho manner in which ho aa 
domplished his doaign, was by exposing a plato of burnished 
brags to tho sun, the rays of which, being flashed from the bass 
mirror on his cyea, by dogrecs deprived him of vision | 

HA mighty plensant and effeotive way of fnoilitating eindy, 
to havo “ Inowledyo at ono ontrance quite shut out|” 

Toho ond of Pythagoras waa just os silly og thot of 
Uornclitus, Being pursued by his enemies, ho fled 0 considerable 
distanoo; but, arriving at a field of beans, cortain peculiar notions 
of his regarding that vogotable, would not permit him to pies 
over it. ‘It is better,” said ho, to die hore, than to destroy 
all thoga poor boans.?} Ho, Uhorofora, awaltad tho foe; who 
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camo up and slow him, ‘Tho wisenore who could act in this 
way, deserved his denth, 

47.—Thovo is perhaps somo allusion here roxpooting the bonne 
that we do not quito undorstand. Jn the golden verses nttributed 
to Pythagoras, he is made to say that 1 mon might ns well, for 
tho wickedness of tho thing, oat his own grand-mothor ns meddle 
with beans, Coloridgo hna boen accused of plagimism from u 


". Gorman by De Quincey, for his explanation of the reluctance of 


Pythagoras to injure henns. Bens, he snys, were made use of 
in voting nnd balloting, and the philosopher speaks symbolically, 
meaning that all intorforondo with elootionooring or political in- 
triguos are improper for a philosopher. 

L—Viston to this ancedoto in tho Jifo of Empedoclos, The 
Etesian, or periodical winds, blowing ono day with the most 
awfyl violonce, Pnpodoolos gavo ordoys that a numbor of ussas 
should ho flayed, Ho thon caused bottles to bo made of thelr 
aking, and placod on the tops of tho mountaina, Tho offeat of 
this was, “ay #2 is said,” a sudden calm! Did donkoyiam over 
go farther? 

H.AIt was Empadooles who, to bo deemed a god, by hig mira- 
ꝛilous disappenranco, acoretly preoipilated himself into the 
James of mount Etna, but foygot to take eure of hia "iron pate 
tuna,” one of which was thrown up again and reaognized, 

L-~Diogones very frequently prayod to atatuay, aud, on belay 
asked tho ronson, replied, that it waa to acaustom himeell to re. 
fasale, . 

H,—Tho marble's mute refusal ig not analogous to the positive 
anawor of a living ororture, It ia the disappointment of an 
oxpectation or desire thet ie hard to hear, but aa nothing can bo 
expected or desired from a statue, the praying to ona could tauah 
us nothing—nothing ia looked for, and nothing is endured. Any 
ane who had scen Diogenes thus praying to a atone, must have 
thought him, what he called the gad-like Suorateay—n fool. But 
what could be expected from the self-willed tenant of o tub, who 
had tha choice of a comfortable house? It is cmusing enough 
to lear of Diogenes, who used always to maintain that wise mon 
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wantod nothing, continually praying to slatues, to accustom him- 
self to refusals { 

L,~-Eipiourus was wont, with becoming gravity, to oxplain to 
his disciples, that the soul ia nothing more than a cont of mnt. 
ter, thinly (very thinly, indeed |) sprond ovor the wholo body. 

H.-An Epiouroan ought to take care how he uses a ilesh 
brush too roughly, for he might ohanos to rub off his soul, 

L.~Zono, beenuse ho broke his fingor, accidentally striking it 
againat some object as ho was coming out of his school, lind the 
profound sagacity to take it for granted, that it was a sign that 
tho gods were impatient for his companys and he, thorofore, very 
coolly put an end to his existence, by strangling himself! 

H.-It is a pity that the ancients did not undoratand the use 
of strait-jackets, Many of tho lights of the world—the pro. 
found sagos of antiquity, might then have had their usoful lives 
prolonged against their own consont, 

L,—It is surely time that tho errors of wise mon should conse 
to bo confounded with thoir oxoollonclos. I recollect no book, 
containing the lives and sentiments of the anoiont philosephors, 
in which thera is ony attempt a¢ discrimination. Boys at aghool 
got the whont and the chaff togather, and aro not taught to dls, 
tinguish the one from the other, . L-onn hardly believe, that this 
oolloation of the Lives of the wdnolont Philosophers was pubs 
lshod by tho wise and pious Fenelon, though his name is on tho 
title page, 


— — 
No, XXVII. 





QuovarioNs FROM TITE PORTS ON THE SODTECT oF 
DEATH. 

O.-Pho greatost intelloots have endeavoured in vain to grapple 
with tho mighty and mysterious questions of life and denth, #Al} 
that could be thought and said on thoas aubjoats, is to he found in 
tho pages of posts and philosophers» bus to what dogs. if amount? 
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$.—The two wrilera who have wrilton beat upon the subject 
of death are Montaigne and Lord Bacon, The former leved to 
dwoll upon it, and eagerly read every necotint of doatli- bod 
that ho could Jay his hand on, IIe quotes, with giont approba- 
tion, the remark of Cicero, that “ Uhe atudy of Philosophy is no» 
thing more or less thin a man’s preparation for his death.” 

GU.—I recollect Montaigno’s Faany well, and proatly admive it. 

+Ho remarks that the promeditation of death is the prameditation 

of liberty; that he who has learned haw Lo dia, has forgot what 
it ia to he a slave; and that thoro is no auch thing aa misery to 
him who rightly comprehends, that tho being deprived of liſo is 
not an evil. 

§,—Montajgno himself was always prepared for his closing 
aoono. Ho tells us that ho kept a momorandum-book, in which 
he used to put down his wishes rospeoting what he would hava 
dono for him by his friends, in onsa death should suddonly inter. 
rapt his plang. If ho was only a league from his house, ho put 
down in his book whatever camo into his head, as ho was not 
certain that ho should live to get home. ‘I am prepared,” he 
anys, “ab all hours for what may happen, and tho nppronch of 
death will ba no novelty to mo, We should always, as for as 
possible, be booted and ready to depart,” 

O.-As Shoakspenro saya, “ tho rondincss is all."’ Montaigne 
has a curious onigmatical plage to oxpross hia proforenco for a 
anddon doath to a painful and lingoring onc, Ho saya, that “the 
doudoat doaths ayo tho best.” 

J.A suppose ho menns that that death fa the onsioat which is 
unattended with the cares of this world, and an anxiety about 
auꝛ yiving relatives and frionds; whon thore is x porfect resignation 
and nothing to make w—-~ 


Caat one longing, Ingoulng look behind, 


C.—Voltuire observes that the Jasnys of Montagne are more 
popular than thogo of Lord Bucon, but though the ol Gusoon 
is sensible and entertaining in a high degree, he ia not to be 
compared, inmy opinion, with Lod Bacon ns aphilosopher, Ha * 
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was too much of a gossip, Tho Intter, however, was anything 
but admirable as aman. While Montaigne was beloved and res- 
peeled by all who knew him, Lord Bacon justly incuned the 
hatred of his contemporaries, for his attempt to munder the good 
name of his fiend and bonefaator, the unfortunate Lord Essex, 
aflor having assisted to lay his head upon the blook. 

J.—I believe few psoplo will second Basil Montagu’s dofence 
‘of Lord Bacon's personal character, howover much tho world may 
admive his writings, Do you recollect Addison’a tiibute to his 
gonius, He says that Lord Baoon hai the sound, distinot, com» 
yichensive knowledga of Aristotle, with all the beautiful lights, 
giaces, and embellishments of Cicero, 

C.—Jincon was a reader of Montaigne, whose Basnys were 
published about sixteen or seventeen years before his own, He 
quotes him, I think, moro then onee, In Bacon there is nothing 
like plagiaviam fiom Montaigne, but he hag sometimes a train 
of thought that scoma to have beon suggealed by him, 

§,—I.ord Bacon was perhaps often indebted to the ancients, 
but rarely, I chink, to his contemporaries, On tho other hand, it 
is certuin that his contemporarios and succogsors havo resorted 
to his pagea us to a storehouse of woalth, and acem to have 
thought thomaclvos enfitled to dross thomeelvos in his spoila, 1 
have obsorved aome of his noblest thoughts to pasa like current 
coin from hand to hand, onch sueoceding poasossor olniming a 
right of proporiy. Tord Bacon has finely and justly remarked, 
Uhat * there is no passion in tho mind of man so wenk, but il 
rates and mastors the fear of death; and, therefore, death is no 
such terible onemy, whon a man hath ro many attendants about 
him that can win the combat of him, Revenge triumphs over 

*death; lova slighta it; honour uspiveth to it,; griof flioth to it; 
fear pre-oceupieth it;” &o, &o. This roflection is evidently echoed 
by ‘Hocker, in his Light of Nature Pursued. " Yot,” he says, 
“we do not final thie abhorrence of denth universn; philosophy 
enn avorcome it, ennbling tha professor, lile Soorates, to awal⸗ 
low tho doadly potion ag n cheerful glass among his fiends; 

*roligion on despise it; ambition, famo, revenge, Will stifle it, 
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disappointment, and any intolorable prossure, will outweigh 
it;”’ &o, &o. 

C,—~Boneon has anid that by death wo only cenac to be what 
wo were before, and he who hus lived two yoars or lwo days 
has done that. I find tho samo sentiment in Montaigne and 
Bacon, and in almost all our moralisla. Montaigne borrowed so 
freely from the ancients, that we never know whon he is OX» 
spressing his own thoughta, 

S.~—Those sentiments me vory just, but, aa in the cnae of all 
grent aflictions, moral axioms aro often more true than useful, 
They are varely of uny service to the borcaved friend or parent 
or Lo the dying man, 


T woop the mora, beeauso I woop i vain, 


Tt is ensy to any that death la leas to be feared thon nothing, 
if there was any thing leas than nothing; that it cannot in any 
wry concern us, living, or dond; nol living, becunse wa atily 
exiat: not dead, beotuse wo mo no moro ;—~but such things 
sound like the quibbles of a logician when denth ia atering us 
in the Jnce. So again we do not weep nt tho Intoness of our birth 
—we were dead whon Shakapsare wrote his Playa and Pope his 
Snatiros—we shared not in the gaictivs of © the moryy Monaroh” 
nor in the eplendours of our * Virgin Quoou,”—und ow having 
buen nothing in the otornity before our birth, oxcitos noithar 
horror nor regret--why then ahould wa drand or ropino nt the 
eternity boyond the grave? 


What la thova loft in ua for donth to foar ¢ 
Whon onoo that panao of Ufo has como Lotwoon, 
Tin Jual tho aamo as wo had never been, 
Nn yelen's ad Book uf Lacretiias, 


Perhaps wo should drone life itself, if we wore about to bo 
re-born, But thoughts of this kind, however philosophical, will 
not aaa die nature of the human heurl. We eure not for tho 
puat. [Topo is ovr Gad. We live in the future. TL aveme torrible 
to think of pleasues Cut are o come, in which we shall never 
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join; that there will be merry summor parties in the country and 
cheerful firesides in town whon we are rotting in the grave, It 
won a thought of this nature, that made Popo remark ao patho. 
tically, that the sun would shine just oa brightly aftor ho was 
gone. Montnigne’s thought respecting our being nothing in 
tho gravo, reminds me of Sir ‘Thomas More's strong expression 
npplied to donth⸗“ the uncomfortable night of nothing.” 
J.PDo you recollect Shakepenra'a phraso in ono of his nobler 
but neglected Sonnots—Death's dataloss night ? 

C.--Drydon, in his translation of tho third hook of Lucretius, 
calls death a long good-night— 


The worst that can hoſall theo, monsured right, 
In a sound slumber, and a long goodnight, 


Porhaps Popo had this expression in his mind when he wrote 
that pathetic and beautiful faowell letlor to Attorsbury——com- 
moneing “ Onoo mora I write to you, as I promised, and this 
ones, I fear, will be the Inst! The ourgain vill aoon be drawn 
hotween my friend and mo, and nothing loft but to wish you 
a long good night.” 

G.~—Poor Wost, the fifond of Groy and Walpole, in. his ploas · 
ing vorsos dd amivos, hos borrowed somo pathotia aud natura) 
thonghts from ono of Pope's lobtors to Steole—* Youth, at tho 
heat,” says Popo, “is but a botrayor of human life ina gentler and 
smoothor manne’ than age ; *tia liken atronm that nourishes a plant 
upon oe bank, and causes it lo flourish and blossom to tho sight, 
Inut, at tho snmo Lime, is undormining it at Che root in scorat,”* * 
** «When T reflect what an inconsiderable atom every single 
man is with rospool to the whole orcation, methinks ‘tis a shame 
ta be concorned at the removal of such a trivinl animal aa I am. 
Tho morning after my exit the aun will risc as bright as ovor, 
the flowers smell as aweet, the plants apring as groon, the world 
will proceed in its old courge, pooplo will laugh ns heartily and 
marry as fast as they wore used to do.” Horo are West's vorses ; 

Thanlili ia, at boat, o vain, prooarlous, thing, 


And Ino · ſaodid youth fa evox on the wings 
02 
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"Tie Like a atronm, beside whose watery hod 
Same blooming plant exalta bis Aewery head; 
Nuvecd hy the wave, the apreading branches rixe, 
Shado all the ground, and Nourlah to the akiew ; 
Tho waver tho while hononth in aocvel flow 
And ondeumine the hallow bank below; 

Wide and more wile tho waters urge ely way, 
Bove all the root, and as their Alirca prey, 

Poo late the plant bewalls hin foulinh pride, 
And sinks nnthnely in the whelning Udo 5 
But why repine? Daex life deaerve a wigh ? 
‘Bew will lament my low wheno'er T die. 
oem Though this ſado he adan na mot 
‘Cho world will pasa aa choorftl av bofore, 
Bright aa before, the dayatar will appear, 

The folds as vordant, and tho sklow as lear. 


Poor Weat died of consumption, when a very young man. 
It is melancholy to observe how often that fntol discnaso hay 
checked the career of genius. 

C.—Death has often been found to be loss terrible, than it 
appenrs to be when viewed ala distance. It lag heen houignly 
provided that even the greatest cowards and the most ardent 
lovors of life, shull be prepared, by that gentle dopronsion md 
langour produced by sickness, to look upou the near approneh 
of death with resignation, ‘There fx a good praenge in Musain« 
ger on this pointé—~ . 

Tot auoli, whogo happinegs and heaven tdopond 
Upon thelr present belng, fear to part with, 

A fort thoy onnnat long hold y mine to ma is 
A oharge that Tam weary of, all dafoncar 

By pain and sicknoss battered, 

J—Denth seems most temible when wo are rioting in health 
und pleasure, because it is then that it is moat direetly opposed 
to our sensations, “I porceive,” says Montaigne, © tht the 
longer a distemper holds mo, I naturally contract a digast for 
life. IT find it more difficult to digeat this reavlation ef dying 
whon Jom in health, than when I nm sick of # fovor.“ 

C.—It is clear that it was from no weariness of lifo thot Mon- 
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taigne (hought so philosophically of death. Ho says that were 
it an enemy, from which a man could escape, he would ndvise 
him to put on the armour even of cowardice itself for that pur 
pose, In one of Joanna Buillie’s powerful plays there is a some- 
what similar sentiment: 


1 fear to die, And woro it fn my power, 

By auſſoring of the keoncat racking pains, 

‘Lo koop upon mo still theaa woeda of nature, 

T could auch things ondure, that thou would'st marvel, 
And oroas thysell to seo such coward bravery, 

For oh! it goos agatnat the mind of man 

‘To bo turned out fiom {te warm, wonted, home, 

Five yet ono rent admits tho winter chill. 


Who can forgot the fine Hines in the second book of the Para. 
dise Lost ? . 


‘Yo bo no more; aad cure ; for who would loso, 
Though full of pain, this intellectual being, 
Those thoughts that vanilor through eternity, 
To porlah rathor, awallowod up and loxt 

In tho vldo womb of unoreatod sight, 

Novold of aonao and motion? 


J.Do you romembor the lines in the best of Dryden’s plays, 
All for Love ? 


Ohl that I loss could fear to loao thia boing! 
Which, like a anow-Dall in my coward hand, 
The more ‘ta yraaped, tho ſaalor molla away. 


Shakspeare spenks well on this point, as on all othors 


Cowards dio many tines before thelr deaths ; 

‘Tho vallant nevor taste of doath but ance. 

Of all tho wondera that I yot have hoard, 

Tt aoomu lo mo moat atianga that meu should fear, 
Suoing hat death, a nooeruary end, 

Will come, when it will como, 

That Nfo fa botter life, past foarlug death, 

‘Than that which lives to fens, 
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O, eur yes’ awooinoas 
‘Thot, with tho poin of death, we'd howly dle, 
Teather than die at once, t 


ho woarleal and moat loothed worldly llſu 
‘Mint ago, acho, ponury nnd {mprizonmunt 
Can Tay on nature, fs a prradise, 

To what wo fear af deat 

Addison, in his tragedy of Caco, has two or three good pis. 

sngos, and this ia amongat them— ' 
‘Thus ofor tha dying lamp the-wnatondy Mame 
Hangs quivoring on the point, loapu ofl’ by fits, 
And fails again, na loth to qiilt tte hold, 

Tho clinging to life, evon whon itis wretohed, ia very naturally 
painted in Lord Byron’s Catn— 

T live, 
But live to dist and, lying, seo na thing 
‘To mako doath hatefnl, save an innate olinging; 
A loathaome, and yct all invineible 
Inatinot of Mite, whtoh T abhor, na I 
Desplso myself, yot cannot oyoraomo— 
Ant go I live, 
Shore is another passage in his Dou Juan to the same oflect— 
A aloop withont dreams allor a rongh duy 
Of toll, fa what wo covet most) and yat 
Tow olay shrinks back from mars quloavont olay, 

Salvoni (ax is reaorded in Sponcela Aneadotea) Juat oa ho wie 
dying, oried out, in a great passion, ‘1 will not dio, I will not 
die, that’s flat.” - Bulwar, in his sloquent Conversation’ with ane 
Ambitions Student in IH Health, gives n. striking account of 2 
strong-built lawyer, who when informed by his physician that hia 
disoasa was mortal, would acarcoly believe it possible, und seamed 
resolved to defy the dreadful conqueror of all mankind, When 
Sir Godirey Kneller was dying,*Popa sat at his bedside, and 
endeavored to soothe his impatient thoughts, by telling bim thut he 
would no doubt go to a better places “Ah! my good friend, Mr. 
Pope,” said he, “1 wish God would lot mo stay ot Whitton,” 
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Lam not fond of Dryden's rhyming plays, but they have often 
good lines in them, : There ure three couplets in his Aurongaobo 
which are in keoping with the quotations already given from 
other authors, 


T wish to dio, yot daro nat death endures 
Notost tho modlolno, yot desire tho ouro. 
Oh that I'd aonrago but to moot my ſato · 
‘That short, dark, passago to a future stato; 
‘hat melancholy rfddio of a death, 
® ohat somothing, or that nothing, aftor doath, 


It ia thus, ag some one has well observed, that we make life 
unensy by thinking of death, und death unensy by thinking of 
life, 

C,—Pope did not think lightly of Dryden as a Dramatic writer. 
Ho anid that there wore many fine things in his plays, Ho cons 
sidered the three beat of thom to bo ll for Love, Sebastian ond 
Tho Spunish Jiviar, 

8.—We wore juat now talking of the freedom with which Lord 
Bacon's thoughts have. beon repented by sucoeoding authors, 
‘This liberty is not corifiried to tha ‘prose writers. Poota-have 
turned his poetry in prosd, {rite poetry in vorsa, Bnoon in his 
Eseay on Death auys Groots, and don dulbions/ find b discolored 
face, and. friends weeping, ‘nnd blacks and obsequies; and the 
Nike, show death terrible.” Iam not aware that Lea's transplun- 
tation of this into his Luoins Junius Brutus hos ovor bean points 


od out 
Doath fs not droadſul to a mluid resolved 1 
Tt soome na natural aa to be born, 
Groang, and conyulaions, and discolored facos 5 
Felonds wooping round us, blacks and obsoqulos, 
Mako donth a drondful thing.” 
Cosma, 


.-I have found Lord Badbn’s romark that “ Death opens 
tho gato of fame, and ehuts the gato of onvy after: it,” in.the 
pages both of Burton ond of Sterne. Storno, no doubt, took it” 
with othor good things, from the Anatamy..¢f Malangholy. 
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J.—Tho ‘Thracions wept when a child was horn, and rejoiced 
when amen died, ‘The Greeks had a ekeleton present at thelr 
menls, to familiarize thom with the thoughts of death, but the 
Africans hinve such a honor of it, that they make it 9 onpitay 
crime to mention it in the henring of thei kings. 

G.—This pita me in mind of Doctor Jolmuoun's extreme anger 
and agilation whenever Boswell alluded to the subject. When 
Johnson was told thet Hume Gvhose death-bed waa serene) had 
said that he wos no moro uncusy to think that he sliguid not be 
after this life, than that ho had not been hoſoro he hogan to exist, 
he replied, that if IIume really did think so, his pereoptions were 
disturbed, he was mad; but that if ho did not think ao, he died, 

J—Thoe Doctor was cspooially plensed with a remark of Go- 
nofal Paoli’s that it is impossible not to be ofraid of denth; nnd 
thoaa who, at the time of dying, are not afraid, ave not thinking 
of death but of applause, or something else, which keepa donth 
out of their sight, Wien it was represented to Johingon, on ands 
ther occasion, that a person who was formerly gloomy and afraid 
of death, had lnought himeolf to think of his dissolution with. 
out any perturbation, Johnson maintained that it was only a 
disordered imagination taking a different turn, 

S.—Sir William ‘Tomple has remarked, dint it js diMonlt to 
love life and yot be willing to part with it, 

J.A xecalleot being highly ainused with the exquisite abaur. 
dity of Boswell, who oxpreseos his distroas at the thought of not 
reading Shakepeara'’s poatry in the other world. It reminds 
mo of a romark once made hy Northooto to a tasteless jgnoramus, 
who was violontly oxtolling Raphnel’s paintings; If there 
were nothing in them,” anid ho, “but what you sce, tho name 
of Raphnel would have been long ago forgotten.” Buswell tella 
us that a lady relioved his anxiety on the aubjecl of Shinkaponre’s 
pochy, by observing that the first thing Gint he would perhaps 
meet with in the other world, would be an elegant copy of the 
Plays:-—printed and bound, I suppose, by ungelie printere and 
book-binders! Eo adds, with a richly chavaclariatic neivdte, that 
Dr. Jolingon, who was present, smiled lenignantly / and did not 
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appear to disapprove the notion! What would poor Boswoll 
have thought of the Zelectie Roviowor's abuso of the Princo of 
Dramatio writers, Te sponks of * the poisonous fumes” which 
Shakspenro haa ‘spread over the hearts of his countiymen, 
Thousands of unhappy spitits, and thousands yet to inciense 
the number,” he saya, ‘will overlastingly look back? with un- 
utleinblo anguish, on the nights and days in which the plays of 
Shakepearo administered to thoir guilty delights.” 

$.—Lhg, Mahommedans havo made thelr paadise popular and 
attiactive by giving it a humah intdfst, ‘The dreams of the 
Elysian fields were enough to make the ancients in love with 
death. 

C.—The Christian Religion” docs not address itself to canal 
desires, [fave you observed that the human copse has generally 
an aspect of solomn seronily—almost of pleasme—and that there 
fe not that peculiar aiv of happiness in the appearance of dead 
animals? “A human corpsc sooma,’’ says Leigh Uunt, as it 
it suddenly knew every thing, and was profoundly at perco in 
consequence,” 

Jo—-T could nevor logk upon a dead human body without horror, 
Tlow atrungo it is that wo should find it so difficult to get rid 
of tho fancy that the dead cnn feel. We look upon the dissec. 
tion of a dead human body with sympathotic pain, 

O.-Andd yo we ent up tho derd body of a chickon or a lamh 
without tho slightest compunction, ‘Though the oxtinetion of 
life is dvendful to think of, fow would wish (o live for ever, 
What can bo more molancholy than the story of the Wandering 
Jow? An immortal mau would be an inexpressibly forlomn and 
hopeloas being. To be compelled to endure nll the ills which 
flosh is holy to without a prospect of release, would bo a terrible 


condition 


Denth is tho privilege of human nature: 
And liſo without it wore not worth our taking: 
Thithor the poor, tho prisoner, the mournor, 


Tly for rolioſ, and lay tholr burdons down. 
Rowe, 
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S.—If an individual were to beliova that he alone of all men 
was doomed to die, his destiny would soom truly awful. It ia a 
kind of melancholy comfort thal hore are sg many to keep us 
gompmny, A thousand die every how, And what ove the living 
compared in nigber to those whom Byron oulls the “under. 
earth inhalsitants.” 

G.—-Su long as wo aro prepared for il, it matlera not when 
death comes. J have been picsont at many ealli- hocla, and hava 
found that tho task of proparation ja generally much pnslor than 
it in supposed to be, Tevch Doctor Johnson, of whose * coward 
honor of donth” Miss Seward speaka with such emphatic sun prise, 
at last died with resignation, and leurnod to look npon it, to use 
his own expression, a8 


Kilod naturo’s algual of ratroat. 


J.—-We must not fanoy that people who exprosa thalr wish to 
dia ore always in carneat. Mia, Piozzi’s Three Warnings in 
avery good saliro upon idle complainers, who pretend to sigh 
for death. ‘There isa good old story given in Jord Kames'a 
art of Thinking that is much lo the purposo. An old man, 
faligued with a burden of sticks, threw it down poovishly, 
calling upon Death to deliver him from u miserable Hfe, Death 
aamo presently, in his wonted ghustly form, desiring to know tha 
gentleman's commands: ‘Only, good sir, that you’ Il do mo 
the favour to help moon with my burdon again!” ‘The “ King of 
tha Beggars,” who is pushed through the atreate of London on n 
hoard, as ho lias neither arme nor logs, otings as fondly to lity 
as any monarch in the world, 

8.—Porhiups if wo really know the naturo of the change wo 
should be too impatient of life— 

Ifaa honvon hid tho happinens of death 
That man may dare to live? 
Dryden, 

0.-At all oventa the teint is brief Young says trily that 
‘death nrvived, ie past.” And Gnvth, in his Dispensary, ax- 
presses the snme sentiment more pootieully. 
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To die ta landing on aame silent ehoie, 
‘Whero billows novor brank, nor fomposia toa, 
Ero wall wo fool tha friendly alioke, ‘tis o'or, 


§.-—There is a poom, with a pedantic lille (Thanolopsis) by 
one of the bost of the American pocts—William Callen Bryant,— 
which contains some file thoughts on the subject of our present 
conyorsiition, Its algse is particularly pleasing 


So live, that when thy summons comes to join 

‘Tho Innumorablo caravan, thaemoves 

Yo tha palo roalms of shade, whora enoh shall take 
Ilis chambor in the silont halls of death, 

‘Chon go not ike the quarry slave at wight, 
Scourge to his dungeon, but, sustained and soothed 
By an unfaltoring trust, approach thy grave, 

Ake one who wraps the drapery of Ins couch 

About him, aud lies down to pleasant dreams, 


J.--How difforeny do the same mon look on death under 
diffrent circumstances, Polopidas, who was the bravest of the 
brave in tho field of battle, betrayed a cowardly depression 
when cited before hie judgos, on the onpital charge of heving 
rotained his poat of Genaral four months beyond the time limited 
by law, He surprised ovory one by his diead of death, Sir 
Astley Cooper used to tell a story of a general officer, who 
had often faced the cannon’s mouth, dropping down in terror, 
whon informed that his disease was rapid and fatul. The brava 
Marshall Biron is snid to havo disgraced his exil with woman. 
ish tenrs ond raging imbeoility.” 

G.—'Thoro is no doubt that many men have sincerely and 
passionately called for death whon suffering actual agony. I have 
rend, in Labaume’s Campaign in Russia, on account of a Mronch 
soldior, who wag so drondfully wounded, that, suffering intoler. 
whle lormonts without tho slightest chance of recovering, ho 
most pitcously called upon his follow soldiers, os they passed 
him in file, ono aflor the other, to put him out of hia horiklo 
agonies with n musket ball. Several, ahooked at his aondjtton, 
lifted their muskets to their shoulders, with the intention of 

p32 
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complying with the poor wreteh's ontrenty, but lowered them 
again, from nn inability to muster up suflicient resolution to shoot 
their own countryman, At Inst ono man, more moreiful or more 
firm than the rest, shot him through’the head, You may recol- 
loot the ond of the Fmporor Adrian. To wae acizod with such 
exaruciating pains that he fonnd them utterly insupportable, and 
vehemently desired his altendante lo dispatch him, He fra. 
"quently cried ont l Iow miserable n Ciing it te to sook donth, and 
not to find i¢!? IIo engaged a man, parlly by threnla and partly 
by cntrontics, to promise to kill him; but tho man, instend of 
oboying, consulted his safety by flight. So that, anya Goldamith, 
ho who was mngter of the lives of millions was not able to dis- 
poo of his own, 

S.—Liternry men have ofton died nobly, and sometimes in a 
vary chorhoteristic way, in the midst of thelr favorite purauits, 
Sir Thomas Moro did not forego his love of a good jest even 
when mounting tho scaffold. -“I pray you aca mo snfe up, 
and, for my coming down, let me shift for myavlf.”" very bedy 
remembers the close of Sir Walter Raleipl’s denth and the voraos 
that he wrote the night before. Raussean, when dying, ardared 
his attendants to place him before the window, that he might 
once more behold the setting aun, and take hia Awowell of tho 
curth, Patrarch was found dead in his library, with his hend 
upon hook. Barthelemy was rending Horses whon, hie hands 
becoming cold, he dropped the book, his hed inolinad to ono 
aldo, and ho scomed to sleop. But hia nephew discovered that 
ho Was dead. Baylo died while correcting tho- préof alioot of 
his Philosapiteal ‘Diotionary, Wallor dled reponting some llnes 
of Virgil, Kents, ne he was dying, wns asked how ho felt, 
“Totter, my friend,” anid hoe ‘I feel the daisies growing over ma,” 

C.—Most of these cases of deaths of literary men are colleeted, 
I think, by N'laraoli in his Curiosities of Literature, Literary 
men are the only “immortal mortala,“ ‘Che best part of Homer 
alill lives, [is spirit converses ns freely with this generation ns 
it did with his own, Milton knew that le had loft behind him 
"those thoughts Uiat wander through eternity,” 
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J.—-I think we have talked long enough upon our melancholy 
subject. Permit mo to close the conversation with an ancedate 
of old Wycherley, Whon he felt himsolf dying, he sent for his 
young wife, and told her that he had a last request to make to 
her, which was, that sho would not again marry an old man! 


— — 


No. XXVIIL 





THE NEW TIMON, 

H.—Who is the author of the New Timon—a poom published 
by Colburn, and of which so many reviews have appeared in the 
papers lately ? 

A.-Why that is a question which I am unable to answer 
with cortainty; but I am inelinod to attribute it to Robort 


Montgomery, . 
H.—What, the author of Luther, Satan, The Omnipresonce of 
the Deity, and other poems on religious subjecta?. , , ¢, 


A.—The same, Ho is sometimos called Sqéan Montgomery. 

H—Why, I thought tho roverond gontloman-never wrote on 
any subjects that might not be rogarded as strictly profossional., 

An~Tho pooms that ho puts his namo to are all of the kind 
you apoak of: but recollect that this production is anonymous, 
Porhaps, you are not aware that ho is the author of a long eatiti- 
oal poom, alao published anonymously, entitled the ge Reniewed, 

H.I never road the poom—indced J nevor heard of it —is 
i¢ good for any thing? 

A—It exhibits a sovt of clap-trap apparent cleverness, but 
thoro is no von} pith or point in it, [thas an air of strength from 
tho excessive conraenesa of tho abusive opithots. Anything more 
easontiolly vulgar, [ think, I nevor had the bad fortune to meet 
with in English Literature, ‘There is scarecly an ominont namie 
unconneoted with Toryism and High Churoh principles that is 
not foully Ubellod in this malignant satire, 
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W--You surptize me, Are you contain Lal the Age Reviewed 
was Robeit Montgomery's production. 

A.—Cortain—and could prove ft—though [am not sure that 
he ever avowed his elaim to it publicly. But T know that he 
offered it after the firat edition to a publisher in London. Now, 
there are n great many linos in the New Timnn that resem 
hie the atyle aud tono of the moat suacessful passages in the ge 

+ Reviewed, though inoroused experience and akill in the art of com. 
position, and u maturer mind, have enabled the writer to produce a 
work infinitely superior in ite general elaracter to his carly satire, 

Il—But the Now Thmon ta not a satire at ull, 

A.—IE it he not a autiro, it lms, at all ovonts, many satirical pus. 
anges, and is written In the same heraic couplet menatre as the 
Age Reviewed, and hos a touch of the same manneriam, ‘Cho 
vidieule of Alfred Tonnygon in the Now Timon is-preciaely in the 
atyle of tho carly antire, written, if { remember rightly, when 
Montgomery had only just passed his onc-and-twentiath yoar. 

IL-—-Oh, if he wrote the satire at that early age, we should 
make allowances for its defeats. it 

A.—I should say thot charity might allow it to pass quietly 
into oternal oblivion, if the boy hnd not been father of the man— 
if the poot in his middle aga had not repented (he ains of his 
onrly life, It is truo that the forming abuso of the gatiro is not 
sen in his lator“and gravor performances, bul they display the anime 
illiberalty and the same virulence towarda wil who differ from him 
in polities or xollgion. To mo thero saome an obvlous Inainoorlly 
fi his poum on religious subjoots, Ho troula the Dolty with an 
awful ſamilſarlty. He seams to regard the Creator ofthe imiverse 
only ns a good subject fot sdnorons vorse—~n sort of llernry 
epcoulation, The unspeakable mystery and majeaty of God never 
aunt him. Ho appears to think only of the popularity and 
profit of snored rhymes. Thus 


Fools rush in whore augols fanr to trond, 


fis an awful thing to mnako 9 trade of the attributes of the 
Deity, 


LATRRARY CUIT=CILAT. 301 


H.—Are you not uncharitable and unfair in your judgment? 
What right have you to question the sincerity of the poet ? 

A-—I think any tolorable judgo of poetry can tell when an 
wuthor ig sincere and when not, Every ono can seo at a glance, for 

“oxinple, that Cowper's love of God and Nature is sincore—that 
~ his “vaptues” are “gonuine,” and not ‘ conjured up for oceu- 
sions of poctio pomp.” Nvory one cnn sce that Robert Burns, a 
poct of a different charactor, and whose themog wore less snered, 
was not loss sincere than Cowper. Ho wrote from his own warm 
heart, and Unus he eleotrifies the hearts of others. hore is an 
indescribable sort of internal evidence in ull poetry that lets the 
reader into the secret of the writor’s feelings. 

ILI should be more icady to found a decided opinion upon 
that internal ovidence when it is in a writer’s favor than when 
it fa against him; for a mistake on the unfavorable side is u 
oꝛuol injustice. 

Ac~But with roapoot to Robert Montgomery thore is not only 
the internal evidence I sponk of; but that want of Christian 
charity and kindnoss in his judgmonts on other, whigh confirms 
the appearances of insinoority in those professions of extracr- 
dinary piety, whigh aye attended with so many vulgar ortifices 
of atylo. ~ : 

Hy-Well—to put aside this branch of our discussion, let me 
know what you think of the Now Timon as o poom, 

Alt is lever—but it will hardly live a twelveomonth, ‘Tha 
story is poor and ill dovelopod, ‘Lhe horo, tho New Timon, is a 
tich ast Iudiun, who is ropreaented to bans moody and as savage 
as Byron’a Corsair, If the author had over acon anything of 
the Hast Indinns of Caleutla, he would hardly have painted his 
hero in such strange colors. Thero is grent fluency of voxse, 
und sometimes the reader macts with a vigorous lino; but, upon 
the wholo, it is stilted and duckramed. hero is a false empho« 
sia in the tone, and a monotony in the rhythm, ‘The mob of 
rondors would not porhaps percaive that there is no natural spring 
or vibration in the motre, and would be apt to mistake a gort of 
convulsive grasping at affect, for tha mavomant of real strongth ; 
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but critica, necustomed to look moro cloacly, and judge more 
accurately, would hardly be go decvived. It is with renders of 
poetry, ag it is with the ordinary observers of picluros—very few 
enn distinguish the easy touch of trua genius and gonutn 
inapiration, from tho painful clabonations of leas gifted nates,” 

WI do not know that-I am inolined to think that the 
public aro, aftor all, the best judges of poetry, 

A.—Not in the firal instance; except in rare engoa. Generally 
speaking, Ue oritio hina to direot tha judgment of the many, 
Addison opened the eyes of the English people to the morits of 
their grenteat Epic poct, and Wordsworth and Coleridge have 
heen forced into notics by the aritios, It is true that the eritia 
vould not always keep n poat from oblivion, After a certain time 
§f the public do not continue to recognize and appreointe « poct's 
genius, ho sinks Into obscurity, In despite of nll the fostering of 
favornble criliciam, What has become of the " matchloss Orinda” 
whom Dryden go oxtravagantly praised ?—~Who reads Hayley 
though few wiiters have reccived more compliments from cons 
tempornry oritios ? 

II.Tho revolutions in tho public trate aro marvellous, 

A.-I suspect we are in the habit of confounding the praises 
of oritics with the public favor, Thore ure very few instances 
intload of pools, who have once fairly ohtuined a place in the 
public heart, aud then sunk into noglect, Flomor and Virgil 
havo moro admirers than over, and who aan imagine for n mo- 
ment that tho merits of Milton and Shakspoore will over loge 
tholte attrnotion ? — 

H.To roturn to the New Tlmon--do you remembor guy of 
ita paasagos that romind you of tho Ago Reviewad? 

A.—I recollect but little of it—-but « single line oooura to me 

Though Peel with pudding plump tho puting Mure, 

Now this absurd specimen of alliteration ts preciaely in the atylo 
of a gieat number of lines in the long satire of the Age Re. 
viewed. Ihave not scon that satire for years, but I romombor 


one line of il 
And push a poom up Parnagaua’ hill, 


we 
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There is the same extraordinary: fondness for alliteration, 
and te same weak convulsive efforts to” bo, strong, in this 
poom as in the satire: but still, as a whole, tho present poem fa 
vory suporior indoed to its prodecossor. If tho New Timon bo 
renlly, as I think it is, the production of Robert Montgomery, 
his mind has certainly not stood alill. 

II.AI am told that he is an eloquent preacher, and muoli ad- 
mired and beloved by his congregation. Ho ‘s avidontly not’ 
an ordinary writer, On tho contrary, he is distinguished by 
great literary enthusiasm, afd, though rather coficient in taste 
and judgment, there are passages sontlered hero and there ovor 
hia warka, that prove him to possess poetical genius, though the 
kind and degree of it has perhaps never been very fuily ex- 
plained by our periodical writera, Ile has been extravagantly 
ovai praised, and just as extravagantly abused ond ridiculed. 
The extraordinary gale of his works is portly, 1 suppare, to be 
attributed to their religious character, though James Montgo- 
meiy’s poome, for which there is o less urgent domand in the 
book market, are quite ag full of Christion sontiment, 

M.-A gront dedl more so—James writes with moro taste, 
more elegans, and more pradiston, antl tho alr of genuine pioty in 
aliho writes, is utmistakenble, He never hindles sacred subjoota 
irrevorontly, 

H.—Nor dovs Robori—nt lonat with intentional irroverenco ; 
though I confoss Ido not like his style of allusion to the Al- 
mighty, in his poom of tho Omniprosence of the Deity—but that 
was a very juvenile work, and his later works indigale, J think, 
n deoper and truor religious fecling. 


and LATHRARY CUS CHAT. 


No. XXIX. 


—— 


AUTOGRAPHIC LETTERS OF EMINENT MEN, 
pa sey 


T.Yonu promised mo some time ago to leb me aoe your collea- 
tion of autographs, ‘The hand-wiiting often indientes the mind, 
“T want,” anid Shonatono, ‘to seo Mra, Jogo’s handwriting, ’ 
that I may judge of her tempor.”* 

RoI shall hayo great pleasure in showing them, hut it will 
bo imposatble for you to rend them all, in a single evening, * * * 
Hore is an interesting spooimen of Lord Nelaon’a coligraphy. 


Bath, Jan, Ith, L708, 
My Daan Luovn, 

‘Thora {a nothing, you can doxiro me ta do that Tahal not have tho 
groatast pleasure in complylig with, for I am eure yau oan never posters a 
thonght that is not moat alley honorable, I waa muoh fatterad by . 
Marquis's kind notice of me, andl beg you will make My roapoola acve 
able to him, Cell him that T posers tle place in Mra, Palinor'n Bax, hut 
hie Lordship did mot tell me all ite chmmes--that generally aomo of the 
handaomoal laclios ut Bath are partakora in the Box, and wow Da batohelor, l 
would not anawer ſor Leing tempted; byt aa T ant prosseaned of ovory Uilag 
which is valuable In a wife, J havo no ooenalon to hlule hoyend a protty 
foo.] Tam sorry tho· Klng ts xo poors had ha boon worth what thoxe vile doga 
of Opposition think, what a vaat aum would hara hoan glyon to the natlan ; 
but Tow hope ay tho nation will aahsorlbo Ittisrally. "You will bellave that 
T do not urge others to give, and fo withheld myself, but my modo of sub- 
soulhiag will bo nove} fn tte manner, and by dolng it F moan ta dobar fuyeolt 
of many comforle to aorve my country, and I oxpoct gioat consolation 
every lime I out a slice of anit boot Instond of mutton, ‘The Puaguard 
will he at Shoatuess noxt Saturday, and, if Gain wind holds, alo will bo at 








* Lavater’s notlon of hantwiiting fa hy no means ehimerlonl, nor wan 
oneal Paoli ſanviſul, when he tald Mr, Northeote that he had deofdod on 
tho oharacter and disposition of a man, fiom his letter and the hand. 
wilting Jer aell's Curtosities of Literature, ’ 

| Nelaon, was manied to Mra, Nisbit, Mareh Uth, 1787. 
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Portsmouth before Thompaon quils tho Channel, T only poy that the 
Vrenol may not bo ready to loavo Broat. T have boonin a fover over since 
tho Boadlesa's rolmin, with tho account of their being ready for sea, Lady 
Nelson and my Fathor thank you for your kind romombi anes “of them, ma 


believe mo, my doar Lioyd 
id — oo Yours most afvotionately, 


TVJoratio Nunaon. 
To Thomas Lloyr, Haq. 


No. 16, May's Buildings, 
St. Martin's Late, London, 

Lo You might seo at once, that this was wilttett by « left. 
handed man, All the lotterd lean the wrong way, but with con. 
sidovable regularity, and they are well formed and perfectly dia. 
tinot, 

R.-Nolaon was not ouly left«handed, but left-cyed. At the 
seigo of Calvi a shot struck the ground near him, and drove the 
annd into his right eye. Ife lost his right arm in the un- 
sucocasful attack on the town and fort of Santa Cruz, (Tonariffo) 
‘about a yenr bofore he wrote this letter, andsitbout six months 
aftgr it was writlon ho fought tho glorious battle of the Nile. 

AIIo says in Uhis lotter that ho was possossod of a dharm 
against tomptution——' every thing which is vfluable tn a wife.” 
What a pity that a changa,should avor havo corto over the 
apixit of that dream! He lad not tlign-folt the niagio of tho 
 Ffamiltoninn syatem ?™ 

RI aupposo wo must oxouse Nolson’s compliment to the 
patrlota of his doy—zhose vile dogs of opposition, A British 





so write Toltors to you" (writos Nolaon to his wifo höſoro ho marrlod 
hor) * ts che noxt greatest pleaauio T fool lo vacoiving Chom (ram yor, What 
Toxporfonce whon T road auoh ns Lam auto avo tho puro sonlimonts of your 
henyt, my poor pon cannot exproads—nor, indeed, would I give muah for 
any pon or hoatt which could oxproas foalings of that kind, Absont from 
you £ feal no ploaauro j it la you who aro ovory thing to me, Without you 
Joaro not for this world; for I have found lately, nothing In it bat voxn- 
tion and (rouble, Chose ara my provant southnonte, God Almighty grant 
thoy may never aliango, nor do I think thoy will, Tndood thoro 18, a8 (athe 
Inant Rnowlodgo onn Judgo, a moral covtainty that they danitoty fot TE inte 
bo a ronl aflbotlon that brings us togothor, hot {ntorodt-trsomAulalon’ 

aa 
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officor is not expoolod to make a distinction betweon his sove. 
reign and his country. Tioynlty with him is patriotism, and 
covers n multitude of sing, If Nolson lovod his King, he 
gave protly substantial proof Uiat he loved his country nlso— 
that he was not roally indifferent to the people, for whoacintorcbls 
 thosa vilo dogs of opposition” atruggted so ſiorooly. 

L—In tho onergy of his heroic speeches, Nolaon sometimes 
reminds one of Napoleon; but the cry of * Westminstor Abbey 
or Victory,” und tho famous tolographio signal of “ Zugland 
axpeots every man to do hig duty,” ave in samowhal better tasto 
than the Ossiqn-like grandilaquence of Napoleon's appenls to 
his troops, Both these gront lenders, however, knew the sort of 
men whom they addressed, and ware oqually sucoossful in’ touching 
the right chord, 

R,—Here are two companion notes, or notelete, from Pitt and 
Tox, Insignificant as they may soem from thelr extreme brevity , 
they aro not withpyt aome marks of the charnator of tha wri. 
ters, Pitt's ig in a atiſſ formal hand—~that of Fox ta holder and 


freor, and the matter is amusingly simple-—~ * 


Doioning.alroot, Saturday, Now, 18, 
Mr, Plit presonts his compliments to the Jarl of Molrn, and will be 
Unppy to have the honor of seolng hia Lordehip, any timo hofore twalvo, or 
allor Lwa, to-day, that mny bd moat conventont to hin. 
— 
» Glorteay, urll 20, 180%, 


Dnan Sin, F 
° Nay lot mo havo a line to know thia commas anfo. T axpoot the Cow 
tong, : yoꝛra ayer 
Cf, ox. « 
Thursday oe 
Frederick Walsh, Haq. 
Tudyorastrget, Westminster, 


Now comes a lottor from Mr, Peroaval, (Chancellor of the 
Exchequer) who, Jess than a yoar after the dato of it, was shot by 
Bellinghom, in the lobby of the House of Commons. Belling. 
hem was a Liverpool ship-broker, who had sustained some heavy 
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Josses, and suffered ill-trontment, in his commercial intercourse 
with Ruasia, He considered that the British Government was 
bound to procure him some rotlress, Ilis momoninls boing dis- 
aegmded, it camo into his head thnt ho was justified in taking 
tho lifo of somo mombor of the administration, ‘hero wasn 
ropo1t that ho mistook Pexgoval for Lord Levison Gowor, who 
had boen Ambassador to the Couxt of St, Petoraburgh— 


* Douniug.drool, Jund 2, 1811. 
My Louv, Gg re Bouton 
Thave the honon to acknowlalge the receipt of your Lovdship's lot- 
ter on the aubjoet of what passed hotwoon hig Royal IUghneas, the Prinao 
Rogont, and mysolſ, upon the occasion of my mentioning to him the death 
of Lord Melville, and tho consequent vacanoy in the ofloa of Lod Privy 
Soal of Scotland, 

Tam truly sensible of the condosconsion and kindness whioh induced 
His Royal Iighnoss to mention my suggestion npon tho subject of your 
Lordahip ; although if IIls Royal Ilighnoss could, oonslatently with his 
gonerous and aſſaotionalo feelings towarda Le Royal Lather, hava agted 
upon it, L should havo endoayoured to avold appoaring as tho author of 
ity Z should havo boow desirous that Ifls Royst MWighnosa should havo 
lntd hls aommand opon mo, dirooting the appointment, ag tle moro ft ap · 
poarod to bo Tits Royal ighnoss’a aot, tho moro ohanoo I should’ Wavo 
oonoolvod there would have hom of youkdordehip's nodopting jt “Whon 
T alate that C should have andoarogelg iy appourlug as the author of 
tho suggaation, I bag to aasure yout ptlat sucht ondeavour would 
not hava provoaded from any poraonnt dlsrospoot to your Lordabip, or any 
baockwardnoad to have oxooutodd auch a command, but alnooioly dostrous 
that the appointment should have liken pluvg, bovnuso I bollovod tt would 
Jinvo hoon moro gratifying to Ifa Toyal Wighnoss to have availed himadlt 
of an opportunity to mark hia kindnosa and regard for your Lordship, I 
should havo feared, from tho diffacnoe whieh unfortunately subsists botwoon, 
your Lordahtp and Ils Royal Mighness's confidential sorvants, your Lord- 
ship might have boon dianolinad to acoopt {tif the suggoation had apponrod 
to havo originated with any ono of thom—or if the grant of the ofllüd hta 
boon prosonted to your Lurdahip ad an act which doultt have put you under 
tho alightost obligntion to thomas 4 - we -* 

‘Upon the truly noblo and (lint mollyes which induis His Royal Highs 
noua to forboar from filing ap any appointmont of the Anthro of tiat M 
quoation, thors omnnot ho two opinions; these motlyoe oannot but oommmn 
roapoot, whorover thoy aro known, although -Z:Jamottthiag Hie Royal 
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Tiighnoss should have folt il naooauary to apply thom In this jnalanoe, 
whieh £ should havo hopod might havo tainly formud an exception to thont, 
T have the honor to br, 
Your Lordahip's niost obit, & ſalthſul sorvt, 
Sp, Panenvar. 

Xo the Rurl of Motra, 

Ti—This is n cnpital specimentof a thoroughly ministorial 
epiglle ;~cautious, circuitous, and complimentary, 

R.-Mr. Jevdan, the editor of tho London Lilerary Gasotle, 
was slanding close lo tho minister, when ho reecived the bullet 
in his heart, Poor Porcoval exclaimed Oh God P? and dropped 
down dend upon the spot. Mr, Jordan acized tho ngenasin, and 
soon aftorwards published a vory intersting necount of him.* 

L.—The handwilting of this lottor is clear, nont, and casy, 

R.MHoero ia a vory litle note from a vory gront man, Tho 
hond-writing is still more clear, nont, and easy than that of Pers 
covol, but with « look of more strongth, Did you over sca a 
letter of introduction more Inconionlly authoritative and decisive 
than this republican’s to a “ fiond ?” 


Philadelphia, Oot, 20, 1702, 
Mn. Warrina, 

If tha Ton'ble Mr, Cushing, (wha la tho benror of this letter) ane 
of tha Judgon of tho Supreme Court of tho Unilod Statos, ahould onl at 
Mount Vornon, you will troat him with all Uno olvllty In your powor, 

Tam, your felond, &o. 
G. Waatrnaran, 





—— 





ne ete me ——— Serco 

“Bollingham,” writes Mr. Jordan, “ SHH, ite breast oxpondil, and 
now — porturbod, was ina state of argi te that when Qone» 
ral Ghacoyno Apponrod, and rocognixed hin ny hott ho kitotry from 
having soon him at Liverpool, No worde, — ‘ann Ploture hin fighutl 
agitation; largo drops of agonizing atvont ran down his pallit frou, and 
from tho holtom of his ohoal to his gorgo, roo and foll a apaamordio nation 
aa ifn body as largo as « tinal wor choking fim with every breath, Novor 
on earth, I belive, waa soon a moro tairible axamplo of overwrought wuts 
furing y yot in languago, ho was perfeotly cool and collocted." On hia trial, 
Lin couse) suggostod tho plon of insanity, but tt wae overrolad. At hie 
exeoution, hit mannor was flem and composdd, and ho refed to oxproay 
any contrition for his ome. 
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Hero ia a letter from Lord Kenyon, who, in 1788, suecesded 
Lord Mansfield aa Chief Justioo of the Court of King’s Bonoh, 
I think I never mot with a moro illegible scrawl, It would 
take you an hour to decypher it ; I must xead it to you— 


Sm, 
Tt ts Imposatblo to rond your lottor without fooling for your situation, 


T do not know who aro the magistrates who ought to romady the abuso you 
complain of. Tf I dla X would apply to thom, What fs Intondod to bo the oon~ 
tonta of yout patition to te Iouso of Poora I do not know, and thoroforot 
may not undertake at all to sapport it: If it be a propor patition, and tomla 
to correct grievances in prisons, Z will support ll. 
Tam, Sir, 
Your Obediont Servant, 
Kanyon, 
No Mr, John Haitftetd, tn the Prison, 
Scarborough, 26th Nov, 1706, 


LI wonder if the unfortunate prisoner could rend this letter. 
This John Hatflold was tho man, I suppose, who shot ab George 
the Third, ar 

RI thought so myself at first, but it ooourred to mo a fow 
days ago that J might as well vorify the frot—when I soon dis- 
covorod my mistake, It is curious cnough that there wis a 
John Hntfleld exeonted for foie) Garlisle, on Sopt. 8, 1803. 
Kenyon’s lottor, you seo, J 

L.-It may hove been, i mon, Porhaps ho escaped 
punishment in tho 18th contury only to bo hung in the 19th, 

Ro—The John Hatfield | hung for forgory in 1808 waa a noto- 
vious Impostor, whd,-Liy deop fraud, beguiled into marriage with 
him the for famed Bédtly of Butéormore, Tho man of the name 
of Tatfleld—his Olitletion name T have not met with—who fired 
at Goorge IIL, in Drury Lano Thontre May 11th, 1800, was tried 
for the offence andigaved from a sontonco of ylenth by a plea of 
lunacy, but wis .coiifmned to conflnomont forlife, He died in 
1841, at the ago of G9. His majesty wat nt twice on tho 
anmo day; in St, James’ Park in the morfiing, and in Drury 
Lame Theatre in tho ovening, His Majasty was, also > Siro at 
from an air gun in tho yonr bofore she date of Lord Kenyon’ f] 
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lettor, but, though a thousand pounds was offered for the dis. 
covery of tho traitor, I do not think any man was over convicted 
of . crime. 

TRA aon of Burns, thon Captain Jamos Goncnirn Burne, 
now a Major, I think, placed in my hands these letlors of his 
father, Tho hand-writing you aco is uold and manly, ‘The firet 
you will obacrvo ia addressed to Anthony Dunlop, Taq. 0 son 
cof Mis, Dunlop, of Dunlop. Uneloaed in the lottor is the 
aulogiaph copy alluded to of tho prefuee to Iloly Willio’s Prayer. 
Tho letter nddiesged to James Armour ia of peculiar and touching 
interest, as il was written not many days before the poet's death, It 
evinces a generous anxiety about hia gentlo partner, when ho him. 
solf was sufforing from what proved to bo a fatal ilnesa. It cloxos 
with a melancholy and too true foreboding of his own. futo-— 


Anthony Dunlop, Deq. at Downyer Douly 
Watlaca’s, Goorgu Stet. 
HR, 

Tnolosod you have Iloly Willie, and much good may ho de you 
L havo proflxed a amull profico, lke a lamp stuck before a Proahyterlan 
Pulplt to throw Ught not on tho subjool, that ts commonly Ught-prog, but 

‘on the apenkers 
L wish you a happy voyage, and nl) the auoocsa av honost ninn oan enjoy, 


Get woalth and powor, If poaelblo with graco 
Tf not; I wish you hofthor woalth nor place. 


Thoao, Sir, aro my wiekors forts my Inmost sal L would pray for you too y 
but Tike to obliga ovary mon hia own . > — 


ine Servant, 
Ronarr Dung, 


v 


St, James’ Square, Weds Sforn, } 


— 


PREFAOR ‘to HOLY wirtn's PRAYER, 
And sond tho godly in a pet to pray—Pape, 


argument, 
Gavin Hamilton was what tho work! oalla a good moral man, but a strane 
gor to" efectal calling,” or tho new birth ;” ao, was vory properly sume 


LITERARY OMIT-CHAT, 311 


monod before Kirk Soaslon, by the Rey, William Auld, a worthy trumpotor 
of tho Lord, for his irregulniltios of walk and conversalton, ‘Tho affair 
wont to tho Picabotory, vhoro tho unelroumsized Philistines ovorian tho 
people of G——-, another prloat of the Loud and Toly Willic, Uno Lovd's 
aoivant, wore put to shamo and derided by the childion of Belial, Ioly 
Willio hud hoon called to tha Presbytery Eldor; and his rightcous spirit 
bolng grieved at Mo telumph of the wiokad onos, ho prayed wito the Tord 
anying 


LUIVER FRoM BURNS TO urs RALMER-IN-LAW. 


To My, James Arnow , Mason, Manchline. 

Fou IlIoaven's aake, and ag you value the welfare of your daughter and my 
wile, do, my denrost Sir, wrilo to Fife, to Mra, Aumom, lo como if possible 
my wile thinks sho oan yot reckon upon a fortnight, Tho medical people 
order mo, ae I value my extetenoe, to fly to sen-bathing and counhy quar« 
tora, 80 It is ten Chousand changes to ono that I shall not ho within a dozen 
wiles of hai, whon hor hour comers, Whata altuation for het, poor gil, 
without a singlo frlond by hor in anoli a scious moment<—I havo now boon 
Awook at anlt wator, and though I think I havo got some goad by it, yet T 
have somo sceret fonra that his buatnoas will bo dangoroua if not fatal, 


R. Buna, 


Poor Burna! his wife wag dolivered of a boy, whilo his own 
corpse was lyfig in state fi hie.’ Hall of Dumſries! Whon 
T wos in Edinburgh, in 1838478 tho pleasure to dine in com. 
pany with the poot’s widow, at the house of Mr, Litehio, at 
that tine editor of the Sooteman. Sho was then in good health 
and spirits, but soon aftor J honre that sho became leas vigorous, 

‘Tho vonoinbla widow, (once tho ‘ bonnic Jeanie Armour”) 
died in the carly part of the year 1884. Sha was buried in hor 
husband’s mave. The poet’s body waa exposed to view at the 
time of his widow's intorment, and his countenance was in 9 atato 
of singular preservation, How inexproseibly interoating o sight! 

Tho son of Bute” (what a proud title!) ab delightad mo 
with tho taste and feeling with which on one ocension, ho sang 
somo of his father’s songs, tint I addrossed him the following 
sonnet, Ho deserved a better one, but ha rooelvod it-vory Kindly 
and was much pleased, he sald, with the two concluding lines. 
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TO CAPTAIN JAMES GLENCAIIN NUNNE: 


How droam-liko ia the yoice of natlvo rang, 
Teard on n forolgn shore ! ‘Che wanderer’ ear 
Drinks wild onchangment) Swifly fade tho dronr 
And cold realities Uhat round him throng) 
Whilo sweet home-ounds the ploaaant tranag prolong, 
The paat ix prosont and the distant near, 

Suoh song is anered ever—doubly dem 

When heard hy patriot oxilea parted tong 

From all that love hath hallowed, Dut a apell 
Wen yot moro holy broathoa in avory nota 

Now trombliug on my heart. A proud Son sings 
Lhe lay of Burned OW} what imaginings 
Awako, a8 oor a forolgn roglon float 

Thoso filinl cohoos of tha fathor's aloll. 


Lo-Wall, I havo road worse sonnets than that, nnd—dedfer, 

Re—TLho noxt lottor I shall produce is from John Thelwall, 
“tho patriot.” It is in v oloar unaffected handwriting, There 
is nothing remarkable in the contents, 

Juno 12, 1827, 
Daan Sin, 

I waa favorod yesterday with a oopy of the Zondun Waokly Review, 
whioh T looked through with the granter plonsure in conseyutonoe af having 
Tonrned in convorantlan with a lilerary friond on tho precoding avoutug, that 
Uo undertaking was youra, If I had known this anrilor, 1 ahowld have 
promod upon formor oorroapondonao to Rave made an opon tondor of my 
sorvicaz—It hoing my wish (o oxtond at proaont my literary souneatlon 
with roaygolable poxloilloals, ospoolally i tho orltlonl and pootioal dopart · 
monu. 

Tam quitting jual now my roaldonoo In Pall Mall, Want, but ff ony ans 
alalahoo of ming on bo acoaptable to your widertakihg, you will’ oblige we 
hy tho fayor of a Mno addrossod to 

. Your humble revyant, 
J. TuRIWAB.i. 

D. tu Richardson, Esq, 

LI recolleat somothing of this Thelwall, Lamb aska Colo. 
ridge in one of his lotters—'* Ze Vie patriot come yet 2” "Tyna 
looking out,” he adda, “for John Thelwall all dha way from 
Bridge-wnter, and had Imot him, J think it would havo moved me 
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almoat to tears.” “Jolin Thelwall,” said Coleridge, had some- 
thing very good about him. Wo were once sitling in o 
honutiful recess in the Quantocks, whon J said to him, © Citizen 
John, this is a fino place to talk treason inl’ Nay, Citizon Sa- 
muol,’ replied ho, ‘it ts rather a plnce to make a man forget that 
there is any nocensity-for tronaon,’ * 

Ri—When the Fronoh revolution broke out, Thelwall and, 
Horne Tooke were tho leuding orators of the political debating 
clubs, ‘They wore acnt to the Tower and tried for high trengon; 
but were both acquitted. ‘The trial excited a prodigious sonsa. 
tion at “tho time, A few days before it took place, Tholwall 
told Mr. Erskine, his Counsel, that it was his intention to do» 
fend his own cause, “Jf you do,” said Evakine, “ you will be 
hanged," —"" Then PU be hanged if I do," wos Tholwall's answer, 
‘Thelwall is the author of a vast number of pamphiets, on all 
aorta of subjects, He and Charles Lamb wore ridiculed for their 
pootry, in the samo numbor of tho Zdinburgh Review in the year 
1808, ‘Thelwall published an angry unswer, but Lamb, with more 
wisdom, held his tongue. No prudent author will attompt a reply 
to more ridioulo, Who,” snid‘some one, in referenoo to Gib- 
bon's attacks on Ohr latianity 0 on réfute a anoor ? 

Tho noxt lotter ‘is In & Ado, he manly hand, Itis from tho 
Right Honorable John Borlase Warren (Rear Admiral of the 





* Coloridyo In a lottar to Joaoph Cottle, thus aponka of ‘Lhelwally~ 
“Jahn Tholwall fa a warm-hoarted honest man; and dlangrecing as wo do, 
on Almost ovary point of religion, of morale, af politica and philosophy, 
wa like onoh other unoommonly well, Ilo isn groat favorite with Saa 
(Mra, Coleridge), Fnergetlo activity of mind ant of hourt, is his gront 
fonture, Ilo f# prompt to conceive aud still promptor to execute; but J 
think him doflotont in ihat pationco of mind whish oan look intongely and 
Nequontly at tho samo subjact Ilo bollovos and disbolloves with impas- 
alonod confidence, I wish to seo him doubling and doubting. Io ia in- 
tropid, cloquont and honost, Porhsps the only acting democrat that ts 
honoat, for the patrlota nro xaggod cattle, a moat oxoorable hord arroganls® 
booauxo thoy avo Ignorant, and Lonstful of the atrength of reason, boodure 
thoy havo novor tied it enough, lo know lis wonknosa.” 

n2 
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Bluo,) -The onvelope is lost, and there are no means of knowing 
with cortainty 10 what nobloman it is addrossed—~ 


4 


Foudroyant, at sea, June 0, VAG. 
Mr Dean Lorn, 

A outter hne this day bonght mo ordora, that may eventually oova- 
sion my rematning in the Woxt Muliea, in che evont af fouling tho Mroneh 
in thos sons; and although it may he a very flattering elroummtanan to 
have the command there, yet a continues of that elimate after Cie month 
of Soptembor, would not efther agree with my health or isy private cancems 
and conngotinns in England; and, after tho servioas it haa beon my gooil 
fortune to render my country, it lea snarifica which cannot renaonably bo 
expoatad of me, I do thorofore trust that you will have the goudnona to 
obtaly pormission for mo to return homo, whonoyer J may Jind tt convey 
nient aftor Soptombor, [ had flattorod myself with hopga that the atation 
off Madeiin and the Canarios would hayo boon still allowed mo; hut I rely 
upon your fetendahip, ta oxplain these poluta lo Loud Wowlok, that I may 
not bo kept in chat abominable ollmato agednat my biellnatton, 

T have the hana to be, 
With sincere regard, my dear Lord, 
Your alfvotionate & humble aorvl. 
Joun Bontane Wannin, 


Tu-~Wurren, I bolieve, received the thanks of bath houses of 
Parliament, for capturing lurgo Mrench xquadron in 1798, After 
the pence of Amiens he" waa made a Privy Councillor and wax 
also sont out as ambnasudor extraordinary and minister plouipo- 
tontrary to St. Potorabtrgh. Ha ia said to have eon the 
author of a work entitled 4 View of tha Naval Farce of Grout 
Britain, 

R.—The letter J now produce is from Sir Jamoa Mackintosh, 
writlon in England, after his return from Bombay, The hand- 
wriling is nent and legible, bué rather atiil-—~ 

Dutwieh, Vth Mareh, 1813, 

My Duan Lorn, 


T eneloge the notes to Mr. Porbes and to Mr. Ttieh at Nagdad, whieh t 
nientioned Lo your Lordahip. If Me, Forhea shawl romain for some tine 
at Bagdad to acquire Arable, I may ventuve lo any that he will dud Reh « 
vory accomplighed and fnteroating young nian, wall aoquatnted with the 
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languages and literature of Europe, and surpassed hy very-fow in Oriental 
altainmenis. 

T have rooolvod a voꝛy gracious communieation fiom the Regont ina kind 
note from Macmnhon, You will not wont: that I nm impatient to secure 
ao goat a treasme, and I vonture to requeal that your Lordship would 
hint to Maomahon tho Impoutmes of emly access. I should ba most 
happy to assiat Tis Royal Wyhnons's Librarian in arranging tho papera. 

Parton mo for again monttoning the namos of Lord Winchelsea, Lord 
Sponoor, and ord Bathurat, My oxouso is that when you aro gone, I, 


lose my chiof atay. — 
Tam, my doar Lard, 


Most faithfully yours, 
J. Maoxinrosn, 


To the Karl of Mola, 


R.—-Charles Lamb's hand-writing is the most miserable school- 
boy scratch, that you perhaps over met with from the pen of a 
gown man. Look, too, al the awkward folding of this letter, 
‘Waa thore not something irrogular and boyish in him to the last, 
in apite of his exquisite genius and subUety of intelleot ? 





Duan 

Tom voxod to say that Mis. —— has invited a fomala fiond to 
elu up our house, who atays over Monday, so that wo havo nota sofa to 
ofter your good sister, Emma has boon in lke mannor put off’ from Mrs, 
‘Win.'s x wack, tho houso boing visitor-fill, Wo onmo to town to soo hor 
off on Monday, but had business in tho olty, which proventod my calling 
wpon you, 

T thought to have soon you somo day, this or Inst weok, hore, but have 
no business that roquires ft before Sunday week, when perhaps you will are 
range to come with R-———-, who has partly promised, I sent you a boyish 
Joctorr Did you have it? Thank you for the colllers, which aro industri 
oua, bul heavy. Yours over, 

Crantna LAnn, 


LeThere is a comical letter of Lamb's to Miss LJutchinson, 
(in the colleotion edited by Talfourd,) in which he good naturedly 
ridicules his sistor's handwriting, and joatingly lauds hie own, 
“Hor figures,” he anys, ‘1, 2, 8, 4, &o. are not Agures, but 
figurantes ; and the combined poase go ataggering up and down 
ahamoloss aa drunkards in tho day-time, Her very blots ae 
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not bold like this,” (hore he insert n Inrgo blot) but poor smears, 
half loft in and hal€ serntehed out, with wnother amen in their 
place, Ilikea clean letter: # bold, free hand aud a fearless 
flourish.” I do not pretend to quote Lamb's words with exnat- 
ness, I suppose it wes hia conacionencss of wriling such 1 
mean, awkward, boyish hand, that mado him alive to the humour 
of finding fault with the want of freedom in his aislor's writing, 
* But look at some of those letters of Wordaworth, ‘Tho hand. 
writing ia still worse than Lamb’s, Observo this one, in parti+ 
culur. What a fearful scrawl! 


Sin, Keswick, 201h September, 1826, 


Lrooalved your slagant volumo,* tho accompanying misoellanen, and 
obliging lottor, Just before my aotting off for thia plage, and, agreeable ta 
your with, I loro no time in asauring you of tho avrival of tha parol, 

Thad not time to do moro than cast wy eye over your vohune, whieh 
oontaina, I poracive, aavornl piccos upon India, whitch T lind provionaly road 
with mych pleaaure In Uho nowspapora, Not dowbttng that J ahall fad 
many othora aa intoresting whon 1 roturn to tho volume, 

T romain, Sir, 
Your obliged servant, 

Dy In Rivhardson, Bay Wm. Wonvaworti} 
Tlowrah Cottage, Camberwell, 


Jamos Montgomery's hond-writing is more distinat than 
Wordaworth’s, but it is sprawling und inclegant. ‘This note, you 
800, Was wrilten more thin twenty yours ngo-— 


PROM JAMES MONTGOMERY, Req, 
’ Shgfletd, January, 14, 1896. 
Paar Sm : a eee 
Your little volumet duly arrlyodd. I have beon ro unwell of Inte that 

* Sonnets and athor Pooms, publisher in London, in 189%, 

4 In alottor to tho same addreis, dated pth Auguat 149%, Wordsworth myim 
“Ho nysuroil lt gave mo gront aallaſaellon to learn, that any thing of inna lnlerests 
your Hladu pupils; and ovory English author muat ho lngonsible Indood, If tho 
thought of tho vast auillenoe which fa opantng upon im tn the Laat and tho Woats 


and all para of tho wortd, dood not animate hin te do tho beat ho san in bis 
yooation.” 


1 Bounote and othor Pobina. 
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T have boon obliged to avold all correspondence which I could. It has, 
therafore, nol been acknowledged so carly as it deserved. I had before 
rocelved a copy, from your publishor, T presume, and given an extract in 
the frtz, I mako tt a rulo nover to write criticisms beyond a line or two 
In recommendation of any work in that newapaper, becatiso applications 
nro so frequent for auoh articles, tat I must refuse all or none. Para- 
grapha, purporting to bo roylowa, aomatimos do appoar, but when you mea 
moro experteneed author, you will know that those aro mere advertisoments, 
furnlshed by the publishors and patd for, T will tako an oppoitunily of 
offering my vondoks a further spoolmon of your Orlental geome, thany of 
which would graoo the bow of Iris heralf, wore sho yot goddess. 
Tam, rospootfully, your ftiond and servant, 


J, Monraonuny, 
D. Ty Uohardson, Esq, 


Howrah Cottage, Park St, Camberwell, London, 


Hore is a note from Leigh Hunt:— 
Kensington, June 28, 1846, 
Duan Sim, 
Pray aoopt my cordin! thanks for the honor you have dono my versos, 
and the ploanuxo you havo givon my hoart, in your kind and cloquont no- 


thea of mo on Tnoaday woek, 
Yours, truly obliged, 


Luron Hone, 
Lo the Baitor of tho Jorsoy TNmoa. 


LI suppose Hunt did not then Know that the oditor of the 
Jorsoy Times wos on old frond of his, 

TRI have a number of very kind and beautiful letters from 
Loigh Punt by mo, but this ono, bricfasil is, is sufficiont for the 
purpose of showing you his hand-writing, and how grateful he is 
for vory trifling favors. Whon annuthor, like Leigh Hunt, so lauded 
by tho first critics of the timo, thinks it necessnry to thank a pros 
vinaial editor for an honest notice of his works, it proves the 
simplicity, warmth, and kindness of his nature. You will observe 
that Hunt's handwriting is very like Southey’s, Lamb enid that 
Hunt's was so much tho samo ag Southoy's, that le had opened 
more than one letter from the author of Rimini not doubting 
it was from tha Laureate.—Here is ono of Soutlicy’s letters. 
Tho ponmanship is really clogant : 
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Keawick, 20th December, 1827. 
My Dear Sin, 

Thave not heen decelved in counting upon your good oflees, Thy 
hooks ave, T hollove, fow in number, but they aro of Intrinaia value, and 
have also a yaluo na belng the gift of their author, Bidedyk, one of the 
heat and winost mon whem it has over heen my good fortune to know, 
Thoy will therefore he woth much more lo me tl their ohargea, oven 
with tho rent added. ‘Therefore T abn) ho very much obliged to your 
house, if they will take them out of the honwe of bondage, and forward 
thon by waggon. 

Vorboyet told me ha would send of hia package (whiek will be a large 
ono) by a letter, which would bo about the ond of last month, Tle who 
has boon accustomed to wend large conaignmonte to your house, will, no 
doubt, despatch this tn the proper way, but it fe vory possihly that he may 
give mo no furthor notion, I think it may be expeatod any day lo arrive 
from Antwerp, whore it would be shippod. Right glad ahall £ be, to hear 
that Chey aro on tho canal, and still more glad to aoo thom on my ahelves, 
within ronolt for pornant and xeforence. 

Your moasago shall bo glvon to Mr. Wordaworth, when I seo him, or 
moro probably conyoyed to him through my eldest daughter, hefore thine 
time, for they are now both in Horefordahive. 

Thanking you most sincorely, once more, for the trouble which you 
havo, with so much cheerful good nature, taken for me, 

Lromnin, My dear Sir, 
Yours very traly, 
Ronner Sovriey. 


Yo Hi. Moxon, Esq. ~ 


I have some letters of Macaulay's thut are quite na onay and 
almoat ae clegant in tho handwriting as Hunt's and Southey’s, 
Obsorvo this brief note, on my sending him a copy of the poriadi- 
onla I was then conducting, and soliciting contributions: —. 


Governmaut Iouse, Saptember 80, 1884. 
Drar Sin, 

T havo not found time to de mors than look into the hooks whieh you 
have had tho kindness to aondd. What F lave rend, however, haa plonaad 
me much. Ido not know whether I have been fortunate in dipping in the 
TAterary Gazette, Wat, from the passages which atruck my oye, I sltoutd bo 
inclined to say that it is better conducted than any poriodionl work of tha 
sano class in London. T am truly obliged to you for these volumas, 

Aa to the Aengal dunual, 1 ſoar 1 enn promise you 10 nanialunco. I 
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should indeed be most happy to serve tho cause of Uteraluro in Indias nor 
have I any seruples about my offloe, I owe that oflec~I owed my intro- 
duation to public lif,—to my pon; and it would bo the moat preposterous 
vanity if I wore to conaider literary purauita as baneath tho dignity of a 
station to which literary pursuits alono havo raised me, But I have pro- 
mised Profoasor Naplor an article for the Edinburgh Review on Siv James 
Muokintosh'a historical fragmont, I am very impatient to perform my 
engagement; and it ia with diMoully that I can find ton minutos in tho 
day for that purpogo, ‘Lill this work ts off my hands—and whon (hat wills 
bo Lam quite unablo to say-—I cannot venture to promise you any thing, 
however short or triding, 
IT remain, 
Doar Sit, 
Your fhithful servant, 
T. B. Macaurnay. 
To Capt. D. ta Richardson, 


I.-I am glad to sce Macaulay so manfally and generously 
acknowledging his debt to literature, 

R,—Hore aro notelots from the Howitts. Though vory brief 
and containing nothing of importance they are interesting from 
their Quaker peouliarities. ‘The handwriting in both is nat, 
but not otherwise remarkable ; 


Nottingham, 10th ma. 12th, 1827, 
Unepuovun Fam, i 
Wo have to thank thoo, and our Mond Delta, for the favourable notice 
of ow volume which appearad in tho ‘London IWoeekly Review,’ As to 
flunishing an occasional contribution to that work, T may say that our 
good will is uot wanting, but Lama man of business, Gitorature is to us 
nievaly a luxury, a relaxation, and Tam jealoua of pormitting it to become 
anything more. Vor this rearon, J havo been under the necessity of dex 
clining variaus flattering solicitations from the periodienla, the few engago- 
menta of that natine whioh we already hava being more than wo can well 
meot, Wo howevor wish the work every success, and ff wo can at any Une 
tranumit you something, wo shall have plonsure in so doing, , 
Tam, vory reapootfully, thy friend, 
W. Wowrrr, 


LS,—If the Sonnet on the other side will auit your poot's corner, it is 
vory much at your sorvice, 
D, fh. Richardson, Esq, 
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NottInghen, Una, 1th, 128, 
Karguatny Fron, 

My husband having montloned thal I Intended to nvnd womething for 
the calumus of the Woekly Revtew, T naw ineloss the nee ION whieh 
Lhopo will moot thy avvoplayoa, 

Robort Milhouse hay geen the notice of hty lttle valine dn tie Weekly 
Reovlaws ho td muoh obliged for is inmertion, J hollevo it han alrondly been 
vurvlooalilo to the anle of tha wok, 
> EC ahall thank thee to send a copy af the Weekly Rrotew whonethe little 
artolea of ming ave insoited. 

With boat wishes for the sucoora of thy Mterary undovtuking: 


t Dam, thy friend, 


Many Uowrrs,” 
D. L. Itohurdson, Bey, . 
a* 


+ J must now introduce you to Dana, tho well-known Amerienn 
poot, His countrymen are yet divitled in opinion with respect 
to the rival” claims of Dana and Bryant to the throne of Ameri- 
can pootiy, Dane has more force aud originulity—Brynut more 
delicacy and grace, 


x 


Dyan Sin, 
After my having auflered so very long & time to go by, hafors anawering 


your letter, you will hmily belfove what natiatiotion your kind prosont pave 
me®ice Iu heing thus partleular, Feito ere Ui eonmon aourtuny 
demands, aide from what I ove you forthe pleasure your Lene have 
givunmo, ‘Lhoy have ala muoh Sntorested my trond, among whom | 
mut mention Mr. Allston, the arllal, of whem you have probably heard, 


— — — 





® A yoamngo la here omitted, 

+f Allston Is ono of tie Lest of tho Amorioan palntore, and ty tho alloat of 
thotr living poota. Ila poom of the Sylpia af tha Seasone la ful) of tmaginntion 
and ita platurorque offootw perhaps could ouly have boun produaud by ono, wha, to 
te gantort! powers of the Moet, adda the tate and whi) of an Artie Dana, lu 
another jeller, observes" 0 whieh you cout ylalt wef ite word only tn ag far 
ag concorns youratfa=to wo Allon, f oned Colt hin af 6 dreum (hae f faut about 
Coleridge, In whieh, dhough perfertly vonxelnus of Tua grent jutellupt, (was tow 
tawnrdy hn thet Med mos So,’ sald My, Allston, "tt wontd have heen, had you 
actully avon hin. And anal la the efuet of (ho peraunal presences of Allien pont 
all whe are worthy of knowing him’! »** “Me Bryant and J are old trlande 
we passodthres or four v voks together this aummur,“ Coloridgo lad n great vatvum 
for Alatun Couper, tn his Hagtandt, by an Amorn an, givoa a ourlyus angodoty res- 
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Aa I have nothing now of my own, allow mo to send yon.a amall volume, 
hy my elder son—Ziwo Years before the Afast, Lend youn copy of the Lon- 
fon Edition, the American publishors having pilited a very comse one, 
Favourable notloos, T soe, have appeared in somo of the London porlodionls, 

From having overlooked the beginning of the Doparture, Mr. Fonblanque 
ix punzlod to find a ronson for my son's unfortaking tho voyage, While 
my gon was In College, hls oyoa woro loft in such a stata by tho monales, 
that he was wnahle to look {nto a hook, Growing no battor, he mado wp 
his mind ho iry tho effeat of tho most lahorious kind of life at gon, saying, 
if any thing could cure him ¢haé would, and that if it failed, it wand, ot 
least, be a proparative for o lifo of nation, Wo haa ontirely rooovorod. — 
Te knew porfoatly well what ho was about, My Budpaneor® had no more to 





peoting one of Alleton's paintings. ‘ Beoing a beautifully coloured Httle pleture in the 
Yoom, I rose (0 lake a noavek viow of ft, when Mr, Coleridge told mo it was hy his 
friond Allston, It waa a group of horsomon, returning fiom the ohnso; the eontro 
of the light being a benutifal gray harao. My, Allston hind found tis horae tn 
aomo pletnre of ‘Titinn’s, and coptod It for a atudy ; Int, on Mr, Golorldge's adinir. 
Ing i graatly, he had puluted lu two or throo Agures, with another hovae or two, ad 
ay to loll a story and presented tt lo hia friend, Of this little work, Mf. Golerldga 
told (he following alnuular anecdote :—~A pleture doalor of gront alll tn hits aniling, 
woe tn tho habit of viaiting the poot, Ono day this person entered, and lls eyo 
foll on the pleturo for tho frat time, ‘Aa J Hye l’ he oxolaimed, ‘a yal Titian. 
Mx, Coleridge was then ongedly questioned, da to whore he had found the fowel, 
how Jong he had owned (1, and by, what moape (t camo into his posscsaton? Suddenly 
Che wan: paused, lookad Infently al ite ploturo// urnod Ata daox loudrel⸗ tt, ay to 
nortratiee the afoct of sight, and, raleing his nid, ao na lo Coot the surfage ovoy hie 
shouldor, he burab out into au oeataey of aatontamont, ‘It hus uot beon palntod 
twenty years!" 

* Daun's Jdecaneor lan very poworful and highly Imaginative production. ‘Tho 
opontng atanzas proaont n Hno deauription of fain apenory + 


‘Tho Eatund Moa ning loaguoa away, 
Along Us xolitary shore, 
Of craggy rok and anny hay 
No sonnd but gquan's rout 
Save whore the hold wild aex bird makes her home, 
Hor whellt ory coming trough the spurkling foam. 


Tat whan te light whida [lo at reat, 
Atul on the glausy, hoaving, soa, 
The blaox duok, with har glosry breast, 
Sis aoinging ilently : 
Vow boautifals no ripplos brank the roach, 
and eiivery waves go noſolan up the deaa · 
BQ 
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do with the aſſale (though a0 oonjooturad by a London editor) dian had tha 
Blind Ilighland Boy's oxpedition in tho Waahtuli--T ray Wnehtubs for 
as to the fong story of the big aholl brought all tho way over soa, wo 
nono of un belles a word of that, with all Mr Wordaworth's pains to 
maka ua, I havo been somewhat garutow, but Io thought that if the 
Wook intorostod you, you Might Iike very well to know  Httle mora than 
that told you whout the wiltor, 

Notwithatanding my procrastination, T hapa that you will write mo aden, 
should it ho but a few Ines, IT thould he glad to learn tint you havo ree 
ceived this, and how ta dheot te you a copy of my xdauntd adlition of Pooma 
and Proxy Writings, whenever £ publlah i With many tlumka for your 


Kind attontion, 
Denr Sir, yours, 
Rienann II. Dana. 


Boston, U, 8. dnnerion, 
May ith, 1842. , 


Capt. D. Ly, Riokardean, Caloutia, 


Thave a largo collection of interesting and valuable letters, from 
eminent living authors, in vogervo, aome of them very long ones, 
but I will not weary you with them just now,  Derides, many of 
them aie rather too private and domestic to be exhibited avon to 
you. ‘those I have now shown yau reveal no reereta, and are 89 
purely literary, that they might be published to the whole world, 
without tho least fear of oſſenoo to Uhove who pennod them, 
Agonstomed ne thoy mo to seo themselves in paint, Perhaps 
you muy like to onat your oye ovor a few of the bundle of 
small notes from burds who wore applied to hy the [ditor of 
Selections from the British Poote, for thoir permiesion to invert 
apeciinens of thoir pootry, in & second edition of that work, 
the new Copyright Act rendoring it naoousnry for Editors of 
selections to obtain the coneont of tho proprietors for making 
extrnots from unexpired copyrights: 


THOMAS MOORR, 
Sloper ton, Jannary 8, 1845, 
My Daan Sin, : 
laying boen absent some daya from home [have but Juat revelyod 
your letter, It would have givon mo muoh pleasure (on every noonunt) to 
de able to avslat your publication. But, alaal it haa never bout In my power 
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to koop a alnglo ono of my copyrights, ‘Tha persona yon must apply to aro 
Messrs, Powor and Co, 22, Buekingham-streot, Strand, and the Longimnna i 
youimay toll them from me, with perfect truth, that it would guatity me 
much to seo my nama connostad with auch a work aw yours, but T fear 
much that the olianoos of your auoooas with them aro fow and doubttul, 
T am, dear Str, youra truly, 
To D. Ty Richardson, Esq. ‘Tuomas Moonn, 
Gheenfleld House Jersey, . 
B8AMUEL ROGERS, 


January 18, 1845. 
Sir, 


You aro very wolcome to make extracts in moderation from my pooms. 
Yours truly, 
4g D, L. Richardson, Esq. S, Roduns, 


ALERKD TENNYSON, 
10, St. James's Square, Cheltenhan, 

My Drar Sin, Fos 8, 1818, 
Lam sorry to seo tho dato of your lettor (10th January.) It ia many 
along year sino I Uvod at Boooh Mill in Bavox, and your Tottor, has 
ronchod mo hore, I soarooly know how, I ahall write to Moxon by” thie 
pout to sond you my two vyolumaa, and I trust that your wark will progpor, 
au lt ought to do, ‘If It bo avan half as Inforosting an your Literary Leaves, 
T hope that you aro golting up your hoalth in Jorsoy, though I have 


umatlo pina * 
hoard Uhat tt la a rhoum p vor yours truly 


A. Trvnyaon, 
D. In Richardson, Esq. Jertoy, 


JAMES MONTOOMEMY, 
The Mount, Shefiekl, Jany, 28, 1845, 


Duar Str, 
You are oxooallingly woloomo lo introduse a fow apootinens of my pootry 


into your Intended volun of Selootlons. Wishing you tho auoooas whioh 
you known talents and approvad tnato convinco ma yor will woll deserva. 
Lam, truly, your ftend and servant, 
D. Jor Richardson Hq. J. Monvaomnury, 
Greenfield House, St. Hettore, Fur sey. 
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LRG HUNT. 
Keunington, Janu. 14, 
My Duan Rionarnaon, 
4 # & What nood T say to the Selections from my verark? You niny 
always do with thom and wlth me what you plone, # #8 fe 
Pray never think me, whether talking or nme, ar any thing but 
Your over obliged and aft elennte fiend, 
i F Larant Won, 
DL, Richardson, Fog 
“Greenhild House, Ste Ilnliora, Jerseys 


— 


SERIRANT TALPOULD, 


Se jeants Inn, London, With Jan, WA15, 
My Daan Sm, 

Ju reply to yout lotter of tho 10th inatant, which T havo fuat reasived, J 
beg to assure you that you aro at perfeat libenty lo make any use of my 
published woke you think fit, and that I shall tvol muoh honored by that 
which you propose respeating them. 

Lam afratd I have to ask your padon for a vory atrange neyleaty «you 
were 80 kind as to rend me from India a copy of a very delightful work of 
yours, for whtah I have not yet thanked you. Jt arctved while I wae on 
ona of my long alroulla; tho letter attonting it was milalalid, when T 
wished to reply to it T could not Anil tho adienn and the hurry and whirl 
of business she It ont too long fiom my thoughts, Lain glad, howover, 
to halieve, from your Inte conmumlontion, that you havo forgiven Uile very 
vlamenblo Mattention anil wil} allow my to snbeortba myaelf, 

* My donr Str, very truly yours, 
TON, Tanrouan, 
Dy Ta Richardaon, Faq. 
Graonfiold House, Jorasy. 


— 


WALTEN BAVAGR LANDOR. 

7 Bath, Fob. 18. 
My Dean Str, 

Woll knowing your disaormnent, and fearing only your partiality, Lam 
for fram any objection to your wiahea, Tndeed, Jonn desire na higher hos 
nor, In the prosent or any futuro age, than you are nboul to cantor on mo, 
Hard Treoeived the hook you sent me from Indla,# J should fnatantly have 
expreanel my gratitude, Perhaps ne man Is to hoe quite halloved who ox 


© Mr. Landor reevived the hook soon after Nils Joltor wae written, Bee page 130 
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proauos a contempt for his own poctiy, but I swear to you I should not foot 
auingle pang If all mino were lost irvecoverably, My invention and oner- 
ay,~ the two main props of poetry, und Leth of which Lelong to no poot of 
our days excepting Keats,—-me to be found in my proge only, if indeed 
thore, hut there J imagine them ta be, Possibly you may not havo mot 
with my Intor attempts at vorse. Thoio is an Idyl printed about a year age 
in Blackwood at the end (if I remember), of an Imaginary Conversation 
between Southey aud Porson) and L bollave another, a sort of soquol, will 
appoar in Wood's noxt Magazine, Mx. Ward infoims me that thie oxtra, 
ordinary and admirable writer is dying, and oxproases a wieh for tho little 
assistance I oan give him. I devoted ton ontive homs to trahsorlbing a 
thing—which J hope may do, 
Boliove me, my dear Sir, vory sincerely youra, 
W, 8 Lannon. 
D. L. Richarison, Esq, Jersey. 


JOANNA DAILLIE, 
Hampstead, Jan, V4, 1846, 
Daan Sin, 

T have had the honor of rocelving your latter with a request for por- 
misaion (o inaert in your next edition of ' Sc lections from the British Pouls," 
somo extincts from my Aisoollanooua picaaa, whigh T poadily grant, Y 
shall sond ns you desire n spare’ copy pf my “Rugitve uarsoa,” agit’ You 
may choose from thom’Wwhat you Ike lsoste’ Iain sorty to loarn that bad 
honleh tas baon the aauso of your roturn flom idlay I hopo thé mild alr 
of Jorsay has ontirely rostorod you, and wislyng you.all the good wishes of 
tho sonton and sitcocas (o your preaont undertaking, 6f which there oan bo 
Tittle dawbs from the vary grant approbation your formar edition hag at- 


traalad, 
T vonaln, doar Six, vory alnooraly yours, 


J. Barnum. 

Dy La Rohardeon, Legs Jervaay, 

L.-—-Mooro's hand-writing is nent, but rather too minute, Ton- 
nyson’s might take its place beaide Leigh Hunt's or Southey’s, Tal- 
fourd's haa nothing peculiar about it, Jonnna Baillio's is timas. 
oulino, and Landar’a is wild and wilful, as if ho scorned the 
writing-master, and took a pleasure in setting all his rules at 
deflance, 
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No, XXX, 





ANQLO-INDIAN BOCIETY, 

JL da not wonder at Lord *s contempt for mans 
kind, [lis strong sagacily must have easily penetrated the 
designs and divguisea of sycophanta and intriguers. Men in 
power hava fine opportunities for the sludy of human nature, 
Sir Robert Walpole used to say that ho knew the price of avery 
patrigt in the House of Commons, 

C.—-I do not deny that persona in high atation with an ox. 
tohaive patronage at their disposal, must bo shocked with oxam. 
plos of mounnoaa and hypocrisy; but do they not also see mae 
instances of great merit than mon in private Hfe? Individuala 
of extrnordinary talent and information, and even of extru- 
ordinary disinterestednesa, of genuine patriotism and heroic 
courage, aro often brought into personal contact with Uhe legislators 
of a large country. If the mon in power geos nore aervility ond 
buuonoas, he also acos more intellact and enorgy and perhaps more 
virtue than aro usually mot with in the nurrow circle of domostio 
life. Tlis acono is more diversified with lights and shadows, 

J—DBut the shadows grently predominate ayer the lights, 
The scone upon the whole is gloomy enough. 

G1 do not think so p—thay who are beat acquainted with 
mankind, and oan take the widoat viowa, have generally (le moat 
favorable opinion of human nature, It is your shollow amart 
observor—your aouto but not wise worldling—who is moat 
suapicious of human virtue, 

S.--Fuat as. People who judge of mankind fiom some pax 
culiar point of view or from their own limited personal know. 
ledge of cerinin clueaes (na ix the cnse with lewyors and party 
politicians) form partinl and erroncous judgments. They are 
like certain printers who represent not genoral or abstract no- 
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ture, but local or accidental peculiarities, Rembrandt, though not 
a bad painter, but, on the contiary, a very fine one, in his way, 
yet had his powers contracted, from having beon bon and bred 
ino mill, which admitted only one peculiar light, by which atone 
he studied, A student of the moral world may have beon exposed 
to a similar aeaident; he may have been born and lied whore all 
the light was in one direction, 

J. think “ the stornest painters” aro “tho best.” “Swift 
and Rochefoucault saw more of the innermost springs of the 
human heart than such fanciful optimists as Lamb and Hunt, 
whose speculations are pleasing poeliy, but indiffaent philoso- 
phy. T always liked [nzlitt better than cither of the two lat. 
fer wrilers, because he was “a good hater,” had a keon senso 
of the folly and bascness of the world, and an understanding 
too hoalthy and vigorous to indulge in Utopian dreams of 
human perfectibilily, [ow noblo is the hearty satiie of Dryden ! 
How delionte and truo tho irony of Popo! Tho heavy flail of 
Churchill thickons the air with chaff, Even the pious anil 
gontle Cowper could ovince upon certain ovcnsions “ the strong 
antipathy of good to bad.’ Did-not these men rand, himati 
nature better than Hantmnd Lamb ? 

$.—By no means, Dryden, Pope, and Churchill knew saotery 
hortor than Lamb and Hunt, but they did not know Amman nature 
half so well, As lo Cowper; with all his personal amiabilitios, his 
nuburahy aeute and observant mind was narrowed by a gloomy 
seclarinniam., ‘I'he sweet-souled Shakspenia know more of human 
nature than all athor nuthors put together, and yel what tiuthful 
and charming portraits of humanity he has given us! 

C.—Religious scctnrinns cun never be regarded as fair judges 
of human nature. Who would estimato the character of rine 
kind by the judgment of a rigid Calvinist? His inmginition ig 
disensed; ull his feelings ore morbid. Ho hates wickedness 
a great denl more than he loves goodness. THe Aunts a orimitial, 
He takes a keen pleasure in the pursnit and oapture, He is 
proud to be in at the death and dissection. Ho wauld by out of 
his eloment if he were not in a spotting country. 
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S.-I love Leigh funt for his ‘ Aumanitios —— they are 
quite genuine, though he is porhnps too fond of ringhig that 
favorite word in our ears, It would he a glorious world to all, * 
could all men look upon it in the light dint he docs, 

J—Oh, whet can a closet-sludent like IIuut know of human 
life? It is tne that he has resided fong iu the prontest oity in 
the world, but he hex lived in solitude m the midst of mighty 
-orowda, 

8. Men who live in compmative solitude me gonernlly bettor 
observers Umn those who mix with the busy throng. A epoatntor 
sees more of a battle than the combatanta, and can judya of it 
bollor. Men of the world act mush and think litte, men in 
retizemeant, aot little and think much. If the retived thinker has 
fower objects for study, than the man of the world, he has more 
loiauxo for calm and concentinted observation and reflection, 
Jt ia not essential to a dramntist’s success (hat he should have 
boen a busy actor himself on the great atuge of the world, Sensi. 
tive, aludious, silent observera seem to aco through the more 
mon of the world by oa sort of intuition, and often amuse 
themsolves with reading the seoreta of his henrt, while he {fs 
rogarding thom with pity und contempt, for their appnrontly 
oltildish ignorance and simplicity, 

> Cem-What do you think, S——«, of British Indian Society ? 

B.⸗lt is vaatly inſoriox to society in Pngluncl. 

Ci—-Woll, J confess this used to be my own oplnion bafore 
+P revisited my native lund after on absence of 0 quarter of a 

ntury: f then found chat human nature fa human nature in 
mat atracts of London gs it ie in Moao of Caloutta, and thot the 
fowde differenco which I wna ncoustomed to soo between an 
“Englishman in India and an Englishman at home wae all illusion. 

§.—You are mistaken in regarding it a an illusion, It wus 
no such thing—~ 


Manners with Sortines, humours ttn with olimaa, 
‘Tonota with hoaks, and pringiplos with times, 


Though the general groundwork or original character of an 
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individual romain the samo, it may be so modified by oiroum- 
stance as to he amiable or repulsive accordingly, in spite of the 
firat bent, whatever that may have been, What J complain of 
in this socioty is a sort of cardiality of manner without a cor~ 
rosponding cordiality of heart. We are all very intimate and 
familiny with each other, but there is little or no friendship. 
When gentlemen here have mat two or threo times they address 
exch other by their sumnames, as if they had been acquainted 
for half a century; but if thoy were wishing each other good-bye 
for ever, there would be no more emotion between them than if 
it wore for a separation of an hour, 

C.—Thore is some truth in what you say on this point, but 
how oan it be othorwise when every one knows every one ? Is itnot 
extravagant to expect that a man should have a thousand and 
one Jriends, and feel equally for all. Are friends so very plenti- 
fal evon in England ? 

B.-No j-—but there strangers of a day do not put on the aspect 
of old friends, No disnppointmont is experienced, In England 
an acquaintance of years will continuo to commence his opistlos 
with a freezing but honest Sir, It is this resorve whioh gives 
such a zost and value togexpressions of n warmor nature. 

O.-I believe that there are quite as many true friends to be 
obtained in India as in England—porhaps moro, but I confess 
that the fashion of universal familimity rondors it more difficult 
to distinguish them. In no part of tho world is a man in distross 
more readily assisted with the precious metals, which Englishmen 
at home distribute so grudgingly even to their nearest and dearest 
relatives, and tho rendiness of sid is not confined to peouniary 
gifts, but includes much active zenl, and the cordial kindness of 
a good word in your favor with the distributors of patronage, 

$.-Oh, yos! all this is true enough. But I would rather 
have the genuine affection which glows beforo an English 
Chriatmas, fire, oven when limited means provent the hand from 
obeying the dictatos of the hoarl, than all the oasy kindness of 
an Indian acquaintance whose eleemosynary gold roquiros ns 
slight a solf-sacrifice ns the expenditure of his breath, The man 

> 22 
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in Caloutta who gives his gold and his good word, will, perhaps, 
forbear to oross Une threshold of your door for yenrs, Uhough you 
live in the next strect, and will content himself with giving you a 
kind nod on tho day you cmburk for a diatant shore, without the 
rerotost prospect of another meeting with him in this world, 

C.-But the mistake is yours, and the disappointment of your 
own seeking, if you will look for a friend in every tequaintanae, 
Rugard wn acquaintance ay an aequahitance only, ond then toll 
me if such a generous aseoclate 0d an Indinn acquaintance is often 
met with within the dim walls of London? ‘The sort of Bngliah 
friendship that thrives in a domestic snuggory, in our dear native 
Ind, ig ag rare aa it is valuable, ond nothing can he more cold 
tnd ouutlous and resorvod and repulsive than Englishmen in Eng. 
land, inthe publio streets and in coffee houses, und steamers and 
stago coaches, und in large assemblies, aud in the genoral inter+ 
course of life. A stranger in England fools himaolf a sort of out+ 
enst and a suspected man, Every one seama afraid of him, 
Whorever he goos he is an intruder, and poople regard him with 
that sort of look which seems to imply that, for aught they know, 
he may be a sharper ora vagahond. No man in Féngland drenme 
of asking a favor fron another undegsume yeurs of iutimaoy, 
Avaingle interview in Unleutin gives w man the courage to solicit 
an onaential aervlou. 

‘Bee Well, and aupposo J woro to admit all this? Te would not 
infro my eave nt ull, J am not talking of more familinritios and 
courtesies and occasional kindnews but of /rieadsdip, and J maine 
tain there is infinitely more of this priecless quality in england 
than, in India. It ta indeed more diMeult to get into a zogial 
cirole there than hora, but when you do gain admittanoe into an 
amiable English family, you are charmed with the genuiie inter. 
est which is token in every thing that concerns you. If the 
hand of sickness then fall upon you, or sorrow ley prostrate all 
your mental enorgies, you discover the charm of fomale sympa. 
thy and attention, and the cheering and elevating inftuence of an 
honest and manly-minded adviser, 

C~You have been a great many yours away from your 


— 
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native land. You loft i¢ young, This explaing your delusion. 
‘Lhe young heart is wnauspecting, Depend upon it you often 
mistook the nppenrance of affection for the reality. The com. 
monest little hypocrisios of social intercourec are os credible as 
Holy Writ to an innocent and inexporienced mind, 

Si-Ah, but tho fiends of my youth are the friends of my 
age! ‘They are unulterod. ‘Time and distancg have éried them 
and they are not found wanting, P 

C.—Rather you should say that time pnd distance hayo pres, 
sorvad them. You are good friends because you aro not neigh. 
hours, and because you share the same old associations. Had 
you all along lived in the samo houso or atreot, and gradually 
‘worn away old impressions by intermediate ones, and encountered 
those innumerable small causes of coolness which beset all inti- 
mate friends of long atanding, you might have looked upon them, 
with vory difforont cyes at this hour. 

8.-Oh no! I cannot believe it, 

O,—You try Indian Sociaty by too severa atest, If you had 
lived all your life in England, you would hayo compared the 
associates of your middle life with those of your youth, ns all 
other people in England,do, and of course your decisign would 
have been in favor of your first friends, ‘This is natural onough, * 
But now the associates of your middlp life—your countrymen |: 
in India—have to stand a alill more severe comparison, bognuso 
yow carly lifo, in addition to tho charm which alynys hangs - 
around tho morning of existence, is rendered unepoakably moro 
enchanting by those tender and beautiful droams of the distant 
and the past which long oxilo always engenders. ‘The first sweet 
illusions of life in your caso were preserved unbroken, becrusa 
you did not remain long enough in England to see how much 
hollowness there is even in the beat society of your denr Father- 
land. ‘There is nothing between your golden-hucd morning of 
life in your native country, when Innosence and Happiness wore 
your companions, and a stato of oxile which depresses the heart, 
and a degroe of worldly discernment which shakes your confidence 


in those around you. 
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.—My dear follow, you may argue tho point ns long and as 
ingoniously as you can, but you will nover persuade me thatthe 
society of Indin is to be compared for a momont with that of 
Tnglond, the most domestic and affectionate in tho world, ond I 
think, if it were worth while, I could give you philosophical reasons 
why it ie impoasible that English people hero should be other. 
wise Chin they are. Thoy aro mora birds of pasenge—fellow. 

| travellora—fimiliny and kind cnough whon together, but indiffers 
ent and forgetful when divided. 


— ñnNin —— — 


ENGLAND AND BENGAL, 
IN TWO PARTS; 


AND 


OTHER POEMS. 


he following pooms, with a few exceptions, have boon written nt 
intervala helweon the publication of the second odillon of Literury 
Loeavor anc the date of the present Volume. T hava reprinted the frat 
picee from the former work, bocanae it seems Lo me ay suilalle a compa- 
nion to Evanann ann Bunaan No, % thot Twas reluctant to keep 
the twa pooma soparale, [have alae reprinted twe or three aimaller 
paving, which I have altered and enlarged, 
7 D. L. Re 


ENGLAND AND BENGAL, 
No, 1, 


AN UNGHISH LANDSCAPE-—~TITE BANKS OF THT WANs, 


T stood upon an English hill, 

And saw tho far meandoring will, 

A voin of liquid silvor, run 

Sparkling in the sumntor sun ; 

While adown that groon hill’s sido, 

And along tho valloy wido; 

Shoop, liko small clouds touchod with light, * 
Or like little bronkora bright, 

Sprinklod o’or a amiliug goa, 

Seomed to flont at Hborty. . 


Sonttored all around wero sean, 

Whito cots on tho meadowe green, 
Opon to tho sky and breozo, 

Or pooping through tho sholtoring breos. 
Ono light gato, loosely hung, 
Laughing children gaily awung 5 

Of tholr glad shouta, sluill and oloar, 
Camo upon tho atastlod oar, 

Blondod with the tromulous bloat, 

Of truant lainbs, or voicos sweot, 

OF birds, that take us by aurpriao, 
And mock the quiokly-soarohing oyos. 
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Nenror sat a bright-hairod boy, 
Whistling wilh a thonghtloss joy 

A shophord’s crook was in his hand, 
Emblom of a mild conmard 5 

And wpon his Founded cheek 

Woro hnos that vipynoil apples atroak, 
Disvaso, nor pain, nov rorowing, 
Touched that small Aroadian king 5 
His sinlona anhjeota wandorod froct— 
Confuaion without anarchy, 

Tappior he upon hia throne, 

Tho breozy hill—though all nlono— 
Than tho grandest monarchs proud 
Who mistrust tho knooling crowd, 
For Ao no‘or tromblos for his fato, 
Nor avons Donoath tho cares of winte, 


On a gontly rising ground, 

Tho lovely yalloy‘s farthest bound, 
Bordored by an ancient wood, 

Tho cots in thicker olustors alood 
Anil a church uprose lotwoon, 
Hallowiny theo ponaoful aeone, 
Distanoo o'er its old walla throw 

A roft and dim aorulunn hue, 
While the aun-lit gilded apira 
Glonmod ox with oolostial fire | 


I havo orossad ‘the oooan wavo, 
Tlaply for » forcign grave, 
Ilaply noyor moro to look 

On a British hill or brook ; 
TIuply novor more to hoar 
Sounda unto wy childhood oar ; 
Yot if somotimos on my soul 
Ritter thoughts beyond control 
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Throw a shado more dark than night, 
Svon upon tho montal sight 

Flashos forth 0 pleasant ray 
Brightor, holior than the day; 

And unto that happy mood 

All sooms boantiful and good. 


Soatod on a bank of greon, 
Qnazitig on on Tndian aceno, 

T have dreams the mind to cheer, 
And a fonst for oyo and oar. 

At my foot a rivor flows, 

And its broad faco riohly glows, 
With the glory of tho sun, 
Whose proud saco is noarly run, 
No'or hoforo did son or abroam * 
Kindlo thus bonoath his boam ; 
No’or did migor’s oyo hohold 
Auch a glittoring mass of gold) 
’Gainat tho gorgeous radianoo float 
Darkly, many o aloop and. bont, 
While in pnoh tho figuros scom 
Like tho shadows of a draam 3 
Swiltly, passively, thoy glido, 

Aa slidovs on a frozon tide, 


Sinks tho sun-—tho anddon night 
Falla, yot atill the scongia bright, 
Now tho firo-ily’s living spark 
Olanoos through tho folingo davk, 
And along tho dusky stream 
Myriad lamps, with ruddy gloam, 
On tho small wavos float and quivor, 
As if upon ‘tho favored river, 
And to mark tho anorod hour, 
Stare had fallen in a showor. 

u 2 
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For many a mile is oithor shore 
Mhwminad with a countless store, 

Of lustros ranged in glittering rews ; 
Rach a golden edlumm throws 

fo light the dim depts of the tide 5 
Ant the moon, in all her pride, 
Thongh homutenedy hor regions glow, 
Viows u sven as faire below.* 


Novor yot hath waking vision 
Wrought a picture moro Elysian ; 
Noyvor gifted pout soon 

Aught mora radiant and gorene | 
Though upon my native shore, 
Mid tho hollowed haunts of yoro, 
Thoro aro sooncs that might impart 
Doaror pleasure to my heart, 
Scones that in the sult light gleam 
Of Youth’s unforyotton dream, 
Yot the soul wore dull wid eolil 
Phat ite tribute could withhold 
Whon Noliuntibont'k magie wand 
Wovos o’or his romantio land t 


— — — — — — — — *2——— 


Thin donoription hax raferonce Lo tho night of same relighoun ſoatlval. 


ENGLAND AND BENGAL. 
No. II. 


AN INDIAN SUNSET——-A DREAM OF DNGLAND. 


Tum aotting sun is broad and bright ;— 
Tho clouds, embathed in golden light, 
Firm as otornal mountains scom, 
Though unsubstential as a droam, 

Liko a aun-lit frozen sea, 

But lovoliox far, how silonily 

The groon carth sleopoth ! Hach amall air, 
That loyod with tremulous lonflots fair, 
And won with its unconscious art 

Tho fragranoo of tho voso’s heart 

IIath sunk to roast, Iiko childvon gay 
Suddouly slunboring ‘midst their play, 


Tho troos in tranquil beauty stand, 
Touchod by swoot Muchantmont’s wand, 


Tondvils, thrilled with lightost air, 

Hang motionloss as painted hair 

Of snints from hallowed panos that smile 
Upon tho hushod Cathodral aisle. 


Sun-kissod lucid loaves aro soon 
Flushed. with blood of golden groon, 
Bright os slumbering fontures fino, 
Blushing with a droam divino, 
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Longthenod linos of light and shade, 
With more thin Art's swoob magte laid, 
Streak tho righ earth's broast aovone, 
With brightest ovango, decpost groui. 


Radiant cloudlots in tho wort, 

lmaxos of bliaulſul rent, 

Wear thoso strange Gransendant lites 
Chat movk the Painter and the Mave y 
While upon tho glassy luke, 

Whore no ripple dares to break, 

Liew each soft roflueted dyo, 

Fixed as in tho breosloas aly. 


Now that sky and Iako soom ono, 
Tho land botwoon is like a zono, 
Or panoramic gardon friv 
Tlanging lightly in mid air, 


Rovorontly turn away 

From tho quivkly sinking day, 
Wateh not the proud lord of light 
Tass to subloreanoan night, 


Mark his ablomn birthplace din 
‘Whoro tho spootral shadows awin, 
And tho bat with anddon alir 
Startlos the thoughtlul wandoror. 
Or in dusky grove behold 

Tiny altars of living gold, 

Darting, twinkling, Ul cagh bough 
Liko o spanglod yoat doth ahow. 


This lanil is not my father-lond, 
And yot I love it-—for the hand 
Of Gad hath loft ite mark sublime 
On Naturo’s faco in ovory climo ;—~ 
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Though from home auil frionds wo part, 
Naturo and the human heart, 
Sill may soothe tho wanderor's caro— 
Ant his God is overy whoro, 


Boneath Bongala’s azure skios, 

No vollios sink, no groon hills rise, 

Liko thogo tho vast soa-billows mako— 

Tho land is lovol as a lalco.* 

Bul, ch! what gainta of the wood 

Wavo thoir wido arms, or calmly brood 
Each o’or his own deep rounded shado 
Who noon’s floreo sun tho brooxo hath laid, 
And all is still, On ovory plain 

Tow groon tho sward, or rich tho grain! 
Tn jungle wild and garden wim, 

Opon lawn and covert dint, 

What glorious shrubs and floworols gay, 
Bright birds and lordly boasts of proy! 
Tlow prodigally Gunga pours 

Tlor wonlth of waves through vordant shores 
O’or which tho sncrod poopul bonds, 

And oft its skololon lino oxtends 

Of twistod root, woll-layed and baro, 

Tlalf in wator, half in air! 


Fair sconos! whero broozo dnd aun diſſuso 
Tho sweotest odours, frirost hues— 
Where Day his beightost aspect shows, 
And. his gontlo sistor throws 

+ Tfor softost spall, on silont plain, 
Stirloas wood, and slunboring main— 
Whoro tho Ingid atanty sky 
Opous most to mortal oyo 





* Tho lowor part of Bongal, not ſar from Caloutta, Ja hore desoribod, 


add 
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Tho wide nid myatic dome serony 
Meant for vinilants unerun, 

A dronm-like temple, aiv-huilt Indl, 
Whore spirits pure hold festival | 


Faiv sees} whonae envio Art might steal 
More clams thun Maneg's reais coven) 
Whore the tall pulin to the ky 

Lifts it4 wreath triumphantly — 

And tho bambu's tapering bough 

Loves ita ſluxilo aieh tu throw— 

Whore sleops the favored lotus white, 

On tho still Inko’s bosom bright— 

Whore tho champav's blossoms shine } 
Offorings meot for Brahma's ahrino, 
Whilo the ſragranoo flontoth wile 

O’or velvet lawn and pliunsy tide 
Whore tho mangas (ope Testows 

Night at noonilay cool repaxe, 

‘Nowth buening heavens -10 hash profound 
Bronthing o’or the shaded prowl - 
Whore the mi dirinul mewn 

Of palont folinge, xoftoxt lem, 

And tho amall leafed tamarind 

Promblo at each whispering wind — 

And tho long-plinned eoouns «tart 

Liko the princos of the Tand, 

Nonr tho hotel's pillar elim, 

With enpital richly wronght and trim 
And the nogleated, wilt aonail 

Drops her yellow ringlets pale 

Aud light airs annnnor cilimrn threw 
From tha hala's broust of snow—~ 

Where tho Rriaroau baninn ahados 

Tho crowded gluit, while Indian maida, 
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Untouched by noon-tide’s burning raya, 
Tavo tho slock limb, or fill tho vaso, 
With liquid life, or on tho head 
Replace it, and, with graceful tread, 
And form orect, and movomont slow, 
Back to their aimplo dwollings go, 
[Walls of carth that stouily stand, 
Noatly smoothed with wetted hand— 
Straw-roofs yellow ones and gay, 
Turned by time and tempest gray—] 
Whore tho merry minahs oowd 
Umbragoous haunts, and ehirrup loud— 
And shrilly tale tho parrots greon 
Midst the thick loaves dimly scon— 
Aud through tho quivering foliago play, 
Tight as birds, tha ayutivols gay, 
Quickly aa the noontido beams 
Daneo upon the rippled stroama— 
Whore tho pariah howls with foar, 
If the whito man passoth noar— 
Whore the bonst that mocks our race 
With tapor fingor, solomn face, 

Tn tho cool shado sits at onso, 

Calm and grave an Socratos— 
Whoro tho aluggish builaloo 
Wallowa in mud, and hugo nnd slow, 
Liko magsive qgloud or sombie van, 
Movos tho land Jovinthan |— 

Whioro boncath the junglo's soroan 
Closo-onwoven, lurks unseen 

Tho oouchant tiger; and tho snake 
Mia aly ond sinuous way doth make 
Through tho rich moad’s grassy not, 
Lika a miniature rivulot— 


* Tho Dog of Vongal, 4 The Wophant. 
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Where small white cattle, scattured wile, 
Browse frym dawn to oven-tidy ⸗ 

Whore the riverswatered. soil 

Koareo dumands the ryat's boil; 

Ant tho vice flold’y onerald light 
Oubyion Itulian mendows height - 


Whore leaves of very shape and dye, 
Tlorsoms varied ax the aky 

Tho ſanoy kindle flngers fur 

That novor cleswd on aught but air; 
Noarts, that noyer heaved a aigh ; 
Winga, that novor loarned to fly 
Cups, that no’or wont teblo round ; 
Bolls, that novor rang with sound ; 
Goldon crowns, of little worth; 

Silver stows, Mal abvow tho earth ; 
Filagreo fino and curious braid, 
Broathad, not Iaborad, grown, nob marlos 
‘Trogaus lilo the boama of mori, 
Without a thought of trinmph worn 4 
Tongues that prate nots muny wn aye 
Untoughs midst hidden things to pry 5 
Bravon trumpotn, long and Ivight, 
That novor aummmoued to He fhe 3 
Shafts, that novor plorood w wile, 

And plamer, thet novar waved with pride ;~ 
Scarooly Art a shape may kubiy 

But Natura hore that shape gan show. 


Through this aoft air, o'er thin warm aud, 
Starn deadly Winter never trud 
Tho woos thoir pride for conturion wear, 


« And not e living branch ta bare ; 


Fach flold for over bonats ita Lowers, 
And ovory season brings its flowors, 
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Rengola’s plains aro richly groon, 

Tfor azuvo skios of dazzling sheon, 

Tlor rivors vast, hor forests grand, 

Tlor gardona lovely,—but the land, 
Though donr to countless oyos it ho, 

And fair to mino, hath not for me 

Tho charm ineffable of oma 

For still J yoarn to geo the foant, 

Of wild wavos on thy pobbled shoro, 
Dear Albion ! to ascond onco mora 

Thy snowy oliffs ; to hoar again 

Tho murmur of tho circling main— 

To stroll down each romantic dale 
Belovad in boyhood—to inhale 

Frosh lifo on bare and broozy hille-— 

To trace tha coy rotroating rilla— 

To sco tho clonds at summor-tido 
Dappling all tho Jandseape wide 

To mark tho varying gloom and glow 

As tho aoasons como and go— 

Again the groon moads.to behold 

Thiok atrown with silyory goms and gold, 
Whoro tino, bright-spottod, largo and slook,. 
Browso ailontly, with aspoot mook, 

Or motionloas in ghallow stronm 

Stand mizror'’d, till thoiv twin shaytbs socom, 
Foot linked to foot, forbid to sever, 

By somo atrango magio fixed for ovor. 


And, oh! ono moro I fain would soo 

(IIoro novo acon) a poor man. /oo, 

And valuing more an humblo namo 

‘But stainloss than a guilty fame. 

Tlow sarod is tho simplost oot, 

Whoro Froodom dwolls—~whero sho ia yot 

Tlow mebifghe palnoade:..Wherg’s. tho apot 
va 
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Sho lovath moro than thy amalt isto, 
Quoen of the ssa? Whore hath hor amilo 
So ativrod man's inmoat native? Where 
Avo courage fiem, and virtua fair, 

And manly pride, so often found 

As in ruils huts on Vnglinh ground, 
Where o'ou the xerf who slaves for hive 
May Idudlo wich nv frooman's fre? 


{low proud a sight to Hngligh oyon 

Avo Bngland's village familios | 

Tho patriarch, with hia silver halr, 

Tho matron gravo, tho maiden fair, 

he rosa-cheoked bay, the aturdy lad, 
On Sabbath day all neatly olad—~ 
Mothjnka J goo thom wond thoir way 

On somo rofulgont morn of May— 

By hedgerows trim, of fragranco raro, 
Towards tho hallowod ILouay of Prayor! 


£ can love all lovoly landa, 

But Mngland most; for sho command, 
Aa if sho hore « parent's part, . 
Tho donroat movomonta of iny hoart, 
And hore J may not brontho hor name, 
‘Without a Uni through all my frame. 


Novor shall this honet bo cold 

‘Lo thee, my country! till the mould 

(Ox thine or this) bo o'er it aprond, 

And form its dark: and silont bod 

T nova Uunk af Iline below 

But thy swoot hills choir groon Konda alow, 
Of Jove and bonuty novor dronm, 

But English faces round mo gleam | 


— 
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P'on now tho charm of English skios 
Fancy’s wizard glass supplics, 
Bononth tho visionary light 

Familiar sconces grow fresh and bright. 


Across tho smooth lawn in tho sun 

T sco my own sweet childron run ; 

I soo thoix laughing features fair, 
Thoir soft bluo oyos and flaxon hair. 
Their distent father’s frionds of yore 
Stand amiling at tho cottago door, 
With ono whose fond but oarnost air 
Rovenls a rapture touched with oaxo; 
Whrilled as with a swoot surpriso 

A mothor’s heart is in hor oyos | 


Ah! thoso mo imagos and droama 

Moro dear than foroign groves and streams, 
Though fair as landsonpos bade to shine 
Bonoath tho primal light divine t 


— 


WOMAN, 


Ta day-god sitting on his wostern throne, 
With all his ‘gorgeous company of clouds’— 
Tho gentle moon that meckly disonshrouds 
Tlor boauty whon tho solar glare is gono— 
Tho myriad oyos éf night—tho plonsant tono 
Of trnant rila, whon o’or tho pebbled ground 
Thoiv silvor voieos romblo—tho oalm sound 
Of ruatling louvos in noon-tide forests lono~— 
Tho cheerful song of birds-—tho hum of beos— 
Tho zophyr’s danco that, like tho footing fino 
OF moonlight fnys, searco prints tho glassy sens,— 
Axo all onchantmonts ! But oh, what aro those 
When musio, pootry, and loyo combine 

In Woman's voioo and Hhonments divine | 
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TO LAIIA PENNOO; TIE GOD OF WAR, 


A KIOOND WAR Lyntd,* 


L 
Guat God of Battles! Oh, forgive 
(for thon our wants and wonrknoss saw.) 
Tf wo a0 long havo soomotl to livo 
Rogardloss of thy glorlous low 5 
Our hords wore fow, guy felda ware bare, 
Our bravest warriors bowad with caro, 


u. 
But now Tato scowlath on tho foo, 
And Famine haunts each cob and bower, 
And somo tho fuvor-blauts lay low 
And somo the gaunt wild buvgte devour: 
Unnoryod is many inunly Imb, 
And mony a daring oyo is dim. 








® Trofor tho rondar lo Captain 8, C. Alaopherson's Toport upon tho 
Khoonda of tho distrlots of Canſam and Cuttaok, ani to tho hitvresting 
articles upon tho aubjoot, in the Galoutéa Quarterly Review, for ourloun ane 
valuable {information respooting (hts mont singular poopie, The Khounitx 
allll offer up human snorifloos to ono of thelr doltlos, (tha Barth Cuiltlvuu) 
a custom to which the British Indian Government are endeavoring ta put 
aatop by oarneat romonatranca and perstadion, Thure ia every reason te 
holievo that this laudable objovt will ho apeadily attained, by n continuance 
of tho aamo mild but atondy and dotorminod polloy whiolt has hitherto lu- 
finenced tho intorcouray of our Polittoal agonts with the Khoonila. 

‘his war lyrlo and the lyrlo that follows aro veralfled from literal pron 
tranelatlona of genuine Khoon poem, 
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ur— 
Oh! Lahw DPonubol Lori of strife | 
Oh! watch thee wenpons as thino own! 
And at cach mark of mortal life 
Direat the shaft and hurl the stono ; 
Moke wide the wounds on ovory frame, 
Dofaco tho doad, tho living maim, 


mM 
Oh ! Jet our pondorous axos fall 
Liko blows of death from tigor-pawa, 
Or erush bono, flush, and garb, and all, 
Aa ’twixt the fioroo hyona’s jae ; 
Lot army not ours as brittle bo 
As long pods of tho karts treo, 


v. 

Bach aim misguido, umervo oneh hand 

Qf thogo lo moole our might that dave, 
Mako all their wonpons light as sand, 

Ox mows bloanoms borne on air 5 
Or lot our wounds quick dey again, 
Ag blood-draps on tho duaty pluln. 

’ 


Vi 
May ovory axo wont xuildy huo 
Aw homo wo como from vietury’s fluld ; 
And whilu ouy women, proud and true, 
Their stoves of sweat vofroshmont yiuld, 
May neighbouring Bosutios soul our bowors, 
And youn to mix their blood with ours. 


vn. 
Our war-gajned woolth Lot all behold, 
Braas vossols, horda, and seantod leaf, 
And maida progont to paronts old 
‘Tho trophies of our struggle brief ; 
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And fowl and huſſaloo and shoop 
Thy shrino in sacrod bloud shall stoop | 


vill. 
Oh! Laha Ponnoo! ol of War! 
Not now the favor now wo ornvo; 
For thy fioveo smile, like lurid stay, 
Oft lod to strife our fathers brave; 
And wo thoiv gona, whon danger lows, 
Still hail chair honovod God and ots! 


— 


TO BERA PENNOO: TIE PARIII GODDESS, 


* Sho is considered the source of all evil, physleal and ioral. 


A KIOOND INVOCATION, 


[ This invocation precedes a human sacrijivo. | 


1 
Gonoras of Harth ! Deoud xoureo of itl t* 
Thy just vovongo o'brwliolinn wa still 
Wor ritos mrpaid 5 
But oh! forgive !—Our atores ave auill, 
Our loauonoil moans uneortain all, 
Donloil thino aid, 


e 
iG 


Goddosa thot taught mankind to fool 

Polaon in planta, and donth in stowl— 
A, fourful lorvo— 

Forgivo—foryive! and ne'er axain 

Shall wo neglect thy shrine to ajpin 
With hunian gore ! 
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ur. 
Let plonty oll our land o'drapnoad, 
Mako groon tho ground with living broad ; 
Our pastures fill 
No close with enttlo sido by sido 
That no bao spot may bo dosortod 
Prom distant hill. 


iv. 
Anil whon unto tho broad flat pool, 
‘Thoiy thirst to quonch, thoir sides to cool, 
Our hords are lod ; 
So nam'rous make thom that ne form 
Of fish or frog, or toad or woun, 
Survivo their trend. 


v. 
So All with ahoop onoh amplo fold 
That ho who digs man-deop the mould, 
Thoir compost raro, 
Moot not a alono. May awino nbound 
Until thoir plough-lico snouts tho ground 
For sod proparo. 


VL. 
Bo fi our cots with childhood’s din 
Tho voloo bo rarely hoard within, 
And no'or without; 
Bach thateh with erowded poultry hido, 
(tivo jars that bnitiae the fountain’s sido 
With motal stout. 


Vil. 
Oh! Bera Paxxoo! onco again 
Dratoet ite in tho grove and plain 
From bonats of prey ; 
Nor lot aly annka ov tiger hold 
Wright children, savo in atorios old 
Of fathors groy. 
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. vill, 
Oh! make it onch man's only caro 
Voarly to build a aloro· room fair 
For goods unapont ; 
And wo thy rites shall duly pay j-— 
Lo! ono bought victim new wo «lny— 
Quo life promunt 1* 


—— 


STANZAS, 


— 


[unos ax uxrxuptasnnn NovRt.] 


h 
"Tis ono briof wool, sinco thon and T 
Sat hand in band, ani sido by sido; 
Now oach beholds a difforont sky, 
From crowdod streots, from waters wit, 
Though round mo blue waves brightly rell, 
And o’or mo hoaven’s hrouil arel ts lulr, 
Sull lingoving Hina my faithful soul 
Yo solonn London's misty nir. 


u. 
‘Mid that vast oily’s oounllous walla, 


* Ono amall dim room is dear to yao 3 


For deopest gloom iuulioodod falle 
Whore mutual hoarta love's vistous uoo. 
And hours Dysian oft wore mina 
Whon tho aiok day grow din as night, 
Por still that star-like aye of thing 
Would kindle with an inward light, 


* the violins aro all purchased, An unbaught lilo is wppoxed ta ho an 
abomination to the Deity. The prloo of a human vietlin varies from fifty 
(o a hundred lives—that ia to say, a hundied living brutes, cows, plga, or 


thoop, 


1844, 
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UL 
I mix with othor mon, but find 
Thoir Mmouglits and mino avo not the samo ; 
Tho cloud of eave is on my mind, 
Tho ourao of sicknoss on my framo 5 
And saddonod and rosoryod and Jone, 
T fool liſo's burdon hard to boar, 
Save whon awdot Woman's gontlor tone 
Bronthos moro than magia in mino oar. 


aa 
Whon thino unrivalled boauiy shone 
Within tho doar though dusky room, 
Like Oynthia’s on hor silver throne 
Thy brightoning brow disposed tho gloom ; 
And whon thy fond and playful wile 
Wath ohoatod griof of all hor aloro 
Oh, novor tono, or touch, oF amilo 
So thrillod 2 lovor's framo boforo | 


v. 
Lady, those farowoll tonra of thino, 
From lovo'a own hogyon a akorod showor, 
Wore liko tho fablod fount divine 
Whose ovory drop hoonmo a lowor ; 
Hox fair wud proolous fancios roao 
Bion whilo I valehod thoao bright toora start, 
Aud now whove'or thy wandoror goos 
Ilo boars an don in his heart | 
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THE FRIEND'S QUARKEL. 
L 

Fam Lady as though friendship ’schain avom broken, 
It holds, with wonted foreo, this ſuitliful hoart, 
L fain ronerva’s delusive veil would part, 
And loan if haply yot sume lingering token 
Of old vogard and tondorness supprost : 
Remainoth lurking In thy gentle branat. 


It. 
Fate with no hoavior blow nor keonor sting 
May omush or gond us, whon the gonial powor 
Of friondship fails and trifles af an hour 
Rond ach doar link that from our oarly spring, 
Hold us in pleagant thrall, Cho oup of lito 
Boars nought sv bittor as the drops of atrifo ! 


ur. 
Alas! T may not mpot thee in the orowil 
Unmoradl—for in thy aweet fruitliar face, 
Tho hallowad pret hath left a rtavtling trade t—~ 
At onoo, with suddon impulao, fond and proud, 
My bosom hoaves— unvonxelously my foot 
Appronch theo, and my lipa thy namo repent t 


Iv, 
But oh! tho deadly pang, tho fraoxing chill, 
Whon hy tho calm gazo of that alterod oyo 
Tho spell fa broken | Lady, if tie nigh 
That meats thino car could aay what feolings thrill 
This troubled honrt, or what my aad looks monnt, 
Mothinks o’on thy atorn coldnoay might rolont. 
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v. 
Toannot think that all our mutunl droams 

Woro ſalao an twilight shadows, nox boliovo 

‘Chino heart could change, or warda like thine decotve 
And atill a travellora for the sun's bright boama 
Up-gazo in hope, though clouds may Jour awhile, 

T wait and watoh for thy returning smile, 


— 


THE LOVERS QUARREI. 
r. 

Anp can’at thou loavo mo thus? Oh, any farowell / 
Fon grant one gracious look before wo part 
For ever—~nnd tho troubled thoughta that swoll 
So fonrfully in this o'orburthonod heart 
Shall own 8 momontary lull aorono, 
Liko sun-soothod billows blustoring storms botwoon. 


It 
AUill thia nvorted oyo %-—this silonoo aold—- 
hia aullon cloud upon a brow ao fair— 
Chie Hfeloas langour of tho hand I hold 
Without tts will~thia apivit-froozing six, 
Novor hofore by frqmo ao lovely worn— 
Phia dumb robuke-—and (his ourved lip of scorn? 


ithe 

Alas! that eyo and brow and lip nnd hand, 
Lato ministrant to Love's unclouded honvon, 
Avo lost to mo. I may not now command 
B'on tho kind word (o parting strangora givon, 
Nor ono rolonting look, although tho Inst, 

In Ova donth-hour of all the tondor pret. 
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w. 
Tlow frail is language vlion, aa dork os dontli, 
Tho panting hoart ite mailed woos would apenk 
Sloop'’s night-maro strugglo, or the bubbling bronth 
OF drowning marina, is not more wouk ; 
Or oven thou soft pity’a pang should’at loarn 
And congo to stand go statue lilo and storn, 

v. 
‘Tia but a dream ! ( cannot bo that thou 
So tondor once and trno, ao bright and warm, 
Gon’at boar a frozon hoart, hough on that brow 
Storn Wintor aoom to roign, Alas! what dharm 
May bronk this dreadful tranco--oneo moro minke known 
That bluo oyo’s liquid glow, that lip's love-tono ¢ 

vi. 
Oh, sunshine of my day—my star of night ! 
Quoon of my waking hours, and of my droama 
Tho ono porvading image !—if thy light 
Pass from me now, as pars tho solar beams 
Down tho flushed wost on foroign brows to shino, 
Whaé woro the darlenoas of tho rave to mino ¢ 

vil. 
Art ailont still 7—-Oh doaroat Lady, epoak, 
Nor mook mo like tho doad! [f ever tono 
Or look of ming hath roused that apirit mack, 
Or turnod a soft and loving hoavt, to atono, 
Forgivor-forgivo j-— bow mo ta tio diat, 
And with ropontant throos to maroy trust. 

vul. 
Lo! tho dark oloud dissolyos, and gracious rain 
Falls gontly from tho dimmed coruluan oye | 
T hoar that soft molodions voico again, 
Moro awoot than atroamlet's laugh or sephyr’s sigh, 
Oh, Love's divinost Prisstess, never moro 
Try my hoart's faith with auch dread ponauos sore ? 
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VALLI DES VAUX.* 


Aty—Tha Meeting of' the Waters. 


L 
Ty Tdroam of the past, at fair Faney's command, 
Up-floats from tho blue soa thy small sunny Innd ! 
O’or thy groon hills, awoot Joraoy, ho frosh hroozos blow, 
Bul ailont ond warm is thy Valléo des Vaux ! 


I 
Phoro alone have 1 loitorad ‘mid blossoms of gold, 
And forgot that tho gront world was crowded and cold, 
Nor helioved that a land of ouchantinont could show 
A. valo moro divino than tho Valléo dos Vaux. | 


MW. 
A. fow white little cots, calm as clouds in tho sly, 
Ox as till anila at aon, whon tho Nght hrooaos dia, 
And a mill with ite wheel tn he brook's silver glow 
Form thy hamlot of hoauty, uwoot Vallév dos Vaux | 


iv. 
As that brook prattlad by lika an infant at play, 
And ach wave au ib pouavd stole» moment away, 
T thonght how acronoly a long lifo would flow, 
By tho awoot little brook in tho Vallée dos Vaux. 


Vailay of Vallivs. 
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LINES TO A SKYLARK. 
Wannennn through tho wilds of air! 
Frooly as an angel fair 
Thou dust leave the solid earth, 

Man is hound to from his birth. 
Suarea a eublt from the grass 
Springs tho foot of lightest laaa— 
Thow wpon v cloud cnn'at loap, 
And o'er broadest rivora aweop, 
Climb up heaven's stoopost height, 
Pluttoring, twinkding, in the light ; 
Sonring, singing ; till, awoot bird, 
Thou art noithor soon nor heard, 
Lost in azure flolds afar 

Liko a distanco-hidden star 

That clone for angola bright 
Broathos ita musio, sheda ita light. 


Woarblor of the morning's mirth | 
When tho gray miub rao from oarth, 
And tho round dows on onoh spray 
Glitter in the galden rey, 

And thy wild notos, awoot though high, 
Fill tho wido corulonn aky, 5 

1s thoro human hoart or brain 

Can rosist thy morry atrain 7 

But not always soaring high, 
Making man upturn his ayo 

Just to loarn what shape of love, 
Rainoth music from ahove j— 

All tho aunny oloudlots fair 

Floating on the agure air, 
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All tho glorios of the sky 
Thon loavest uuroluetantly. 
Nilently with happy Treant 
‘No drop into thy towly nost, 


Though tho frame of man must bo 
Bound to oarth, tho woul is froo 5 
But that freedom oft doth bring 
Disoontont ani aorrowing. 

Oh! that from onah waking vision, 
Gorgaous vista, gloam Elysian, 
Trom ambition's dizzy hoight, 
And from hopo’s illusive light, 
Man, like theo, plod Jark, vould brook 
Upon a low groon spot to look, 
And with homo-nffoutions blest 
Sink into ng calm oa nost! 


—N wees 


STANZAS, 
Lany-—long yours hove gone | 
Sinoo Inat wo anid farewell, 
Vot sll thy voico's tono, 
Roloyed of yoro so woll, 
May hush tis hoart’s ropining 
Whon hopes are most doolining. 


n. 
Still broathos that voioo bonign 
Tn momory's twilight hour : 
That star-like eyo diving 
Tinth still porsuasive powor, 
Through distance dim rovoaling 
Tho roul of thought aud fooling. 
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nL 
When lifts was fresh and pay 
T foved that atar to hail ; 
And sought its aavred ry 
Whon othor charms would fril; 
“? would uhasten reckless glaclnosn — 
And soothe and ayoolon sadness, 


mW 
And o’on that stern despair 
Which scams to adorn rottof 
Thy awoot matornal caro 
Tlath changod to gontloat grief; 
Thy mild and mournful emiling 
Tho sofloned heart boguiling. 


v. 
TL wander far from thoo, 
Yot do not dwell tho loas 
On oll thou hast dono for mo 
With auch truo tondurnose ; 
For time and Ustanes never 
Tho links of loyo may Hover, 


vi. 
Though 'noath hese foreign aleios 
Through dronrisst wilds I airay, 
Thino imago still shall riso * 
To cheer mo on ny way j— 
"T was o’or my exadlo bonding— 
"T will bloas my lifo’s dark onding ! 
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STANZAS. 
+7 

Tiana wide tho caaomant, doareat— 
Oh, what a sight is hero | 
This sky ia far tho oloaroat 
T’vo soon for many a yoar. 
It well might tompt tho curious eyo 
Its still corulean deptha to try, 
To pioveo ita ylovions voll of light 
For dronm-liko hints of socrots bright ; 
But though it moro transparent oom 
Than glassy lako or shallow atronm, 
Tt mocks us like tho purplo aoa 
That alrouda yast worlds of mystery, 


i 
Yot why nood mortal vielon 
Thue strain ita bounded powors 
"Na no auch hard transition 
To turn to Warth'a groon bowors | 
To watah the white sheap on tho hill, 
Or whitwr awana on lakelota atill—~ 
Or neo the village boys at play 
With tirsloas limba and apirite gay— 
Whilo tho awart laboror wipos his brow, 
And aged mon, bonoath tho bough 
OF aged onk, the luxury share 
Of elumbor in tho noon-tida oir. 

xa 


362 


MIRURLLANKOUS IOKMS, 


mh, 
ITow swoot is his condition 
Whose calm heart Imows sontont 5 
Mo Andoth righ provixion 
Of all for mortals moant. 
We nood not svok forbidden loro 
‘Mid suonos that own a sanetioned store 
Of pleanures puro ond Knowlalge bright 
For minds that yourn for truth and right 5 
Tho boo that hume o'er Indian bowers 
Ta not so bloat with shoicu of ſluwors, 
With nll tho soul of aweotnoss riſo 
As man with moana of montal life. 


Ww, 
Now shut the casomont, dearest, 
Mathinke sweat aleap ia nigh, 
‘Cho hour that most thou foareat 
Is passing gontly by 5 
Pair Natura’s smile hath dona ita part, 
A aummor fooling galma my heart, 
Zon now, there heavy lids would elora 
And lock my soul in blast ropone t 
Thon lclun md, sweot ong—whoil no tours 
For mo, nov chorish fruiduas fours 
T know tho strong life in mo atill 
Can more thon wart its fuvor'a will, 
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COBOPS; OR MIE GREAT PYRAMID AT 
GIZMIL. 





Wrar forms majestic, oneo to funo well known, 
(Somo yet romenibored in thoi slop of death,) 
Inve stuod whore T now stand { Tfow oft tho broath 
(For agos hushod in dumb sopulchval atono,) 

Of potont king, rapt bard, or ango soreno, 

Tn this lone son of sand, so wido and bare, 

A human charm hath thrown upon tho acono, 

And broke tho dreadful silengs of the air | 


Mino tho solo heart now boating at the bare 
Of this vast pilo—etornal mount sublimo 
Uproarod by mortal hand | My atvainod oyor taco 
Tho top-moxt stops against tho bright bluo sky 
Until my panting epivit yours to olimh 
Tighor and highor still,@hia may not Ingb— 
Al no! tho woight of mortal mystory 
Bringa mo lo oarth.— i 

~—— Tho futuro and the past 
Growd on tho proaont, like blont clouds on high, 
When the winds moot, or wayes upon tho son, 
Or dim howildering droame, confisod and yaat, 


No daily sight is hors—no gammon sound— 
To disonchant tho pals oarth’s trance profound, 
Thu sonao of solitude, tho solemn [car, 

Whon lonoly things olorno opproas the brain, 
Now make ino igh @ human vuico to hear 
And greet some kind familiar face again, 


Egypt, 1843. : 
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TNE ISLAND OF PENANG, 
1. 
Tezann upon tho mountain's brow 
T drink tho cool fresh mountain browse 
T avo thy little wown below, * 
Thy villas, hodge-rows, felda and treos, 
And hail theo with exultant glow, 
Gext or Tim Onunran Szast 


1h 
A clond hnd sottlod on my honrt— 
My frnmo had borne porpotunl poin —~ 
T yearned and pantod to depart 
From dread Bongala’s sultry plain — 
Fato amiled,—Disenao withholds hia dart 
T bieatho tho breath of life again 


mt 
With lightonod hoart, olagtio tread, 
Almoat with youth's yokindled flame, 
Lroam whore lovoliost soonos outaproad 
Raiso thoughts and visions nono could namo, 
Save those on whom tho Muses shed 
A apoll,‘& dowar of doathless fame. , 


wy 
I feel, but oh! could no'or pourtray, . 
Swoot Talo! thy charms of land anil wave, 
Tho bowors that own no wintor day, 
Tho brooks where timitl wild birds lave, 
Tho forcat hills whore inaoets gay | 
Mimio tho music of tho bravo | 


ny 


* George Town, { Tho IHl-trumpoter, 


a 
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v. 
I seo from this proud wiry hoight 
A. lovely Lilliput below | 
Ships, roads, groves, gardens, mansions white, 
And troos in trinily ordered fow,* 
Progont almost a toy-liko sight, 
A. miniature xoono, « fairy show | 


vi. 
But lo! beyond tho occan atroum, 
That liko a shoot of nilvor lies, 
As glorious as a Poot's dream 
The grand Malayan mountains viso, 
And whilo thoir sides in sunlight boom 
Their dim heads mingle with tho skios. 


vit, 
Mon laugh at bards who live in olouds— 
Tho clouds beneath mo gathor now, 
Or gliding slow In aolomn avowda, 
Or singly, touched with zundy glow, 
Lika mystio shapos in suowy shrouds, 
Or Incid voila on Bonuty’s*brow. 

mM 


VIL. 
Whilo all around tho wandoring oyo 
Beholde onohantmonta rich and raro, 
Of wood, and watov, carth, and sky 
A panoramic vision fair, 
Tho Dyal breathes his liquid sigh, 
And ninglo floaty upon tho sir! 


Ke 
Oh! lovely and romantio Islo ! 
Tow oold the hoart thou couldst not plonse | 





* Nutmog and Clove plantations. 
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Thy vory dwollings soem lo amilo 

Liko quiot noals nid zummor brew f 
Jloavo thy ahores—but woep the while — 
Gu or win OnmnraL Snax ! 


Penang, Dee, 1842. 
— 


SONNET, 
ON RETURNING 'T CALOUTTA APTHR A VOYAGE TO TI ATRATTS OF 
MALAGOA, 


Unmnaanovs woods, groon dolla, and mountain high, 
And bright cascndes, and wide ooruloan sons, 
Slumboring, or snow-vroathed by tho froshoning brews, 
And islos liko motionless clouds upon tho sky 

In silont stmmor noons, lato charmod mine cy, 

Until my soul was stirred like wind-tonched trova, 
And passionate love and apeculilosy costasion 
Up-raisnd tho thoughts in xpivitaal dopthy dat lie, 
Doar seonog, yo haunt mo ali! You L behold 

This anltry city on tho lovel ahora 

Not all unmovod ; for hore our fathors bold 

Won prowl historio famos in days of yore, 

And hore avo living honrts that no’or grow cold, 

And many a friendly hand, and opdit door. 


Caloutia, January, 1843, 
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SONNIELS. 

HY A DNITIAI-INDIAN EXILH TO 18 DINTANT OTILDREN, 
I 

My sad hoart sickons in this solitudo— 
JJom is no longer homo,—yot oloquont 
Avo those lone walls of by-gono morrimont— 
‘Tho noisy pranks of that small blithosomo brood 
hat call mo father 1 Momorios gad intrude 
Like silont phosts, whoro lato tho air was rent 
With shouts of joy—whoro merriost hows [ spont 
With morriont playmates in thoir morriost mood ! 
Dear human links that bind mo to life's ovr! 
Swoot stars chié piores the dark cell of my heart | 
Cloarer than in a glass, o'on now boſoro 
Mino eyes yo come as when so grioved lo part 
T shod the bittor toar :-—ah! Fanoy’s art 
ranseonda tho wondrous skill of whaards hoar | 


Ih, 
Not mivrorod shapos—-realieies yo soom | 
Swoot ono! ab this glad momont I boltold 
What nover famed Italian painto# old 
ATath rivalled or the poot's printed dream— 
A living piotura! Bho whoxw soft vyos glean 
With goutlo lovo--who, coy, hnt ah, not cold, 
Drops their fair lida whon slrangers’ Jools are hold — 
Bits at tho sido of ono whoso bliss suprome 
Ls all maternal. To tint mother's kneo 
Tho youngost girl, half-plonsod, half-frightonod, Miva ; 
For lo} my chorub boy, with tnnocont gleo, 
Mauls his frank fonturos for a gay aurprizo! 
Loud laughs the socond-born ir oliurms avo throo — 
Rone chooks, and chorry lips, ae oyaa 


> 
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in. 
Uhoar the waves upon the anil aon ahora 
And ah! my visionary group hath fed ! 
To mo those dear exixtenaces aro deal 5 
For distance in a death that all deplore 
Who part as wo have parted, never more 
To meet qa we have met alas! fnatead 
Bach with a sadder heart, graver head 
So different, though tho aame !——Parchance before 
Their cottage white my pratilora ara at play l— 
Thear the waves upon tho snd aea-shore | 
Thoso billows voll betweon us,—~who shall say 
They'll bear my troasuros baok——that they'll rostore 
A family to.o fathor, weak and gray, 
Who goon must sleep bononth earth's grassy flooy ¢ 


Caloutla, July 12, 1842. 


ony 


SONNET. 
‘Tan thoughtful and the xonaitiva have haura 
Of care unsponkadls and mystorious gloom, 
When like the gasp for Wreath within the tomb 
Of buried life, a stifling pain o’orpowors 
Tho struggling soul. Qu all things horror lowora, 
And ‘nonth tho doop aeneo of the hideous doom 
Of doath, of life tho vanity and fumo, 
OF hope the guile, tho brayost spirit gowors, 
Whon thus our honrta doapair and woop and quail 
And fecl all friondship vain, and xeom alono, 
Yot yoarn for sympathios that nought avail, 
Oh God of Teaven! from thine awful throne 
Look down with pity, and forgive the groan, 
As human fortitude boging to fail! 
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SONNET—TILE POET, 
O's tho true poot’s lifo thore vomoth novor 
‘Pho frost of ago, NIis ardont sou) aublimo 
Doftor the potty tyrannies of Timo, 
And proudly laughs at onvious Death's ondoayour, 
Though wanos tho floahly frame, his spirit over 
Jn warm and radiant as tho oloudloas olimo 
Of Paradiso, whon carth was in her prime, 
Anil nono o’or dreamed thut fife and love could sover, 
Though in tho cold world common hearts may froono. 
And doom tho pootry of lifo is dead, 
Tho Muso's favored son no dosort aves, 
No wintor fools, IIor stmy amilo can shod 
A Uving bonuty on tho Jonfloss trons, 
Aud All with smmor thoughts a hoary hogd. 


— — 


LINES. 


ADDNGHSED TO TWO SISTERS, AND WITTEN IN THBIR ALDUAL 


Barats frogant bowers, and clouds of glorious ho 

Rich moadaws in the yollow aunuot sleoping— 

Proud bivds on radiant wings ivough regions bine 

O’or hill ond vale their aourso majoutiy kewping— 

Gay buttorllios, with gold and purple dotted, 

Vluwors of the air for which oarth's flowers soom modo,]-— 

The caughant mountain like a leaperd epotted, 

‘Neath freoklod alclos, with sunshino and with shodo- 

Tho vast doa-wayos-tho shining loyol Iakom · 

Groon nooka, whore timid Peace ig,0ftou,hidloge~ 

Wild oghoos that a myatio muglo mako 

Tho gound of waters through the lone wood gliding~ 
¥2 
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The rosy morn, bright noon, and oye soreno~ 
The twilight dim, by which the day ia houndad— 
Tho awarthy night, ao like an Hthiop Queen, 

In spangled vost, and by dark hoata currounded,— 
All sights and sounds that charm the eyo or oar, 
In loveliost Inndsanpos and in sweotnnt hours, 

TIavo ſtrod my soul with foolings deop and doar 
As o’or thrilled pasaionato bards of Joftior powora. 


Those ave onchantmonts oxguiaite and true, 

And seem to breathe a bright immortal story 

Of happinoss and Tdon } for tho huo 

Ts not quite gone of that fair garden's glory ! 
‘Tho Maker’s hand is soon in all around, 

Beauty and matohlous ort a God rovonling, 

And blind and dull as moles beneath the ground 
Phoy who for those have noithor sight nor fouling, 


Yot hill and dalo and ocoan and tho sky, 

And living things that own not mind's rolation, 
Though lovely, noyor to the heart or ayo 

Avo donvost, fairoat of our Ctod's ovoation, 

Thought Iindloth thought, and soul ix linkod to aonl ; 
Wo yearn for interchange of every Cucling 5 

Wo pont for sympathy—tho rim—the gout 

Of oarthly dvoame and of all human dealing, 


Ulove the hill and dato, tho son ang sky, 

Tlovo thoi happy tonante,—buo oh t novor 
Could this warm heart ronounoo communion high 
With spiritual lifo—from Iman convoran aover | 
I pasa from clime to climo, from adeno to scone, 
And sadness steals upon each farowoll hour ;— 
“Nia hard to look with stoadfast eyo serene 

Hor the last time upon a bird or fowor i 

But nover have T gazod on human ſaoo, 

And know ‘twould scom a dream upon tho morrow, 
(A distant phantom diMoult to trnco] 

Without « ponsivo sigh, or tonr of sorrow, 
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Oh! thon, yo sister spirits, fair and kind, 

With morrimont and song my sad heart chooring, 
‘When glidos my bark boloro tho southorn wind, 
And lilo a cloud the land is disappoaring, 

Beliova mo I shall fool, alas! too well, 

This bittor truth—low painful is all parting ! 
Yot while I broathe my lingoring, Inst ſarowoll, 
And whilo into mine oyos dim toars aro starting—~ 
»Pwill surely somathing sootho that hour's omotion 
To think this simplo lay my namo may savo, 
Whon I am wandoring far o’or Innd and ocean, 
Or haply shimboring in tho gilont gravo. 


Penang, 1842. 


FAREWELL STANZAS. 


1 


No hrightor form o’or flashad on post's droam 
‘Than thino, dor Indy, virttous as thou’rt fair, 
Puro og tho frat gush of n momftain siroam, 
Sorone and soft as is the summer air, 


i 
T’vo drank. tho magic of thy voico in song, 
T’vo watchol tho piotnroil wondors of thine hand ; 
Not awootor sounds tho vooal woods prolong, 
Nob foiror huos onroho the sea nnd land, 


mh 
A galaxy of charms—n pricoloss dowor— 
Wit, gonius, worth, and lovolinoss aro thino ; 
Tf fortune on tho orowd such gifts could showor 
This world might soom unspoakably divine. 
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IV. 
But briar and barren wood and poisonous plant, 
Ontnumber and o'orgrow the fruits and flowers ; 
ho finer apolls that hallow and cuchant 
Tho progsuro of the vulgar throng o’erpowers, 


ve 
Thy sweetly moulded form—thine angel faco— 
Tho music of thy voico—tho blended air 
Of artloas inneconce and montal praco— 
Tho radiant spirit Vimo itself shall aparo— 


vd 
Oh! the dear momory of charma like these 
Uan no’or deaovt and disonchant tho hoart | 
Tho wandoror’s soul ite distant idol scos 
And not in utlor darknoss 1 depart. 


VIL. 
From day’s onamourei eyo yon western hill 
Conconls tho sun, but not its lingering light, 
And thus tho govoring sercon of distanue still 
Thino imago leavos till death's all-curtaining night, 


Penang, 1842, 
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MORNING LANDSCAPE IN PENANG, 


A VIBW PROM “(NE @RVAT HILT.” 
Day dimly broaks. From this aorial hoight 
1 downward gaze in wonder ; for tho zoono 
Tlath wildly changed! ‘The sylvan villas white, 
Small winding paths, and shadowy groves sorono, 
Tho miniature town, tho soa so bluo and bright, 
Tho spook-like ships, the little islets greon 
That yestor-evo in smiling beanty lay, 
Silontly basking in tho mm’s last ray,’ 
Mayo vanished all—ns if thoy no’or had heen, 
Savo in tho dreams that bonutify tho night 
But molt away bonoath the morning light 5 
Or aw somo lovely vision mado to pass |, 
In shifting huos ngrosa tho Wixprd’s glass, 


Trom tho brond bago of this calmenountain high 
Q'or grove, o’or town, o’or ocunn's sovoring stroam, 
And o'or wido plaing beyond, to whoro tho sky 

Ta piovoed by hoary Kodah, (lord aupromo 

OF all Malayan hilka,) tho white clouds lio, 

Vaayor on Jayor, like longus of alainiosa mow, 
Opaque and fixod, an if iu vain would blow 

Tho summor winds, in vain tho solar ray 

Shino on dhoir frozon forma, 


While thus tho soono, 
Liko Daatorn bride bononth a jonlous zordon, 
Curtaincth its varied charms, a skyanger’a ayo 
Might pase tho dogolato blank regardless by; 
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Or traco, from this hill’s foot to far Malay 
A. degort lone ‘neath wintor’s droarlogt day, 
And make the two lands ono, “Dwers hard to doom 
Pho blue sea lies betwoon-—-that this fair Tale, 
Though now eo like a Lapland wild sho som, 
Boara on her plain and valley fruits and Lowers 
Of taslo and color matehloas, xoorot howors 
Whore Ilissful lovora moot, bright odorous trons, 
(By careful Avt disposed in rogular filo,) 
‘That forst to faintnoss the onamoured broozo, 
And sunny road, and cool umbragoous nook, 
White cot, groon hodge-row trim, and gardon gay, 
Oft taught by ſairoat hands its boat array, 
And foathory forn, tall palm, and silyor brook, 
And doathlose auramor hues | 

Wait, Strangor, still, 
And watch tho gradual light on yondor hill; 
Por there the God of day with goldon wand 
Shall riso and touch tho enchanted sor and land } 
Tho snoweliko shroud shall molt; the living acono 
Out-burst in beauty 5 a8 when Night's fair quoon, 
A (Cond up-gaxing votnry to bognilo, 
‘Unfolda hor sloudspayilion with a amilo ; 
Or as whon somo coy maidon lifve’hor voil 
From lovo'a own heaven, ancl lots hor fonturos bright, 
‘That malo tho wondoring ata above grow palo, 
Beam on tho soul in all tholy binehing Ught ! 


Tia thus with human Ifo! Ita prospoota fair 

Oft, mantled in tho dull mist of dospair, 

Scam loat otarnally. Bue brighter hours 

Roturn, like bluo skies after summor showors, 
Whon groon loaves shino and fragranoo filla tho air, 
Lifo sparklos, and its vapours far off rell 

Boneath the sudden sunshine of tho soul! 
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And thon wo blush Lo Unk how coward fright 
Soou in a passing cloud the ghost of night, 

Ov deoma when fight and life © moment gover 
Tho sun of hope hinth loft this world for ovor, 


Phoro is no zoono in natura, if wo soan 

lt rightly, that may zeom umnonnt for man, 
Profuse and fair, to charm tho thoughtful oye, 
Thor living auths, hor pictured prodopta lio 
Qn earth and ocoan and the starry sky. 


— 


THE PARTED LOVER TO IIIS MISTRESS. 
L 

Nov without cause chase bitter tears, 

Doar lady, at our porting fell: 

Wlion boding thoughts, like solomu acore, 
Low-whisporad ‘twas ow last farowoll 3 

Ilow andly sinco that fatal doy 

A hundred moons havo passed nivay ! 


mn 
Wo fool Uſo's aweotoat droame ara o’or, 
Wo xo tho Atlantic watora vast 
Votwoon us röll, and nh! no moro 
May hopo, that billowy barrior paat, 
fo moot agitin on English land 
With lip to Jip, and hand to hand | 


I. 
Within tho samo wid world wo stray, 
The anmo bright planots aiill behold, 
Wo aon the aame bine conn play < 
And hear ita inyatie ninsio old 5 
But oh, tho mutunl smilo and word 
No moro is goon, no more ay ard t 
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W. 
And yot we love! Still lives the ſlamo 
int made ow: montal sky Ko bright, 
Bult, though its vital warmtl’s the annie, 
Wo mourn, alas! ils Joasened light 5 
Ax whon the sweot moon drops hor veil, 
And vlowdl-divided stara grow pale, 

v. 
Undying wishes, wonk and vain, 
And pession's thorns without ils flawers, 
Nevp yearnings, ſrauglit with spooaldons pain, 
And mournful momoriog, are our; 
Without tho wild hopos love imparts, 
Without tho oalm of vacant hearts. 

vi. 
Oh, that my Musao could breathe o atrnin 
OF truthful powor, and o’or tho aoa 
Send all dhat stirs my heart and brain, 
A living, speaking throng, ta thoo— 
Tho dvenms in mind's lone dwiliyht loxt, 
The thonglits in trowel silonee tost, 


Vi 

But thors are Hiduglite no bard may tell, 
Dreams that Mao doubtful miadgwa come, 
Aud nono olor broke the myatte epell 
That makes our deapont feolinga Auni⸗ 
And written words ave wonk aa oly, 
And no’or Tait homan bosom bars, 

YI, 
Aud thus is loneliness nore ane 
A double solitude! Tho lok 
Thy proasurs of the hand~-tho tone 
That love's soft tromor awoatly shook—. 
Fate now denieaand what ave aparad 
But thoughts untold and drewma unshurod ¢ 
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1%, 
Alaa! we live and love In vain! 
For what for us hath life or love? 
Tho solid oarth, the moving main 
Divide us, and tho stars above 
Mook plonaures past—hopo’s vantghod storo— 
With which wo waichod thoir lights of yoro! 


— 


DEATH. 


“T Toave you and all my other concerns, in tho hands of that God who 
will cortainly do that which 1s boat for ua both; but I can agaure you, that 
if my prayers, ani tho prayora of x groat many axcollent Mrionds hoe about, 
can koop you a fow yonra longer from honvon, you will not be there very 
HOGI Currespontence ang⸗ Dlary of Philip Dodirldge, D. De 


L 
We woop and tremblo at tho doom—~ 
“Aho dreadful doom of donth 
"Lis and amidst tho fair oavth’s bloom* 
To ylold this mortal broath | 
Tho brave may proudly bear, the pain—~ 
That soo must poss oway— 
But oh! to think that no’or agnin 
Doar fonds with oagor hands shall groot, 
Or fond hoargs sharo Love's convorso awoot, 
O‘orwholns us with dismay { 


th 

"Tia Luo that trusting falth is told 

Of worlds boyond tho sky, 
And fow thore ara ao blind and bold 

As daro such orood dony 5 
It is not that an after alato, 

Orda or- Aoypeful sooms 5 

ma 
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Alas! wo shrink from future ſato 

Nooauao wo may not brook the thought 

That houra with Lifo's eulvarmonta franght 
Avo umoturning dreams | 


nh 

‘Wo find onch onvthily bisa alloyed, 

Rach amily forotolla a tony, 
But mortal broaxté would xoon ho cloyed 

That novor felt a fear j-— 
Tho boauty of tho brightest beam 

Ts deoponed by tho shade 
Pairoat tho atars through darknous glonn— 
Tho brond red. sun of ovon-tide 
Agsumos a more imposing prido 

In flonting clouds arrayod, 


Ww 
Porfootion hath not relgnad on earth, 
Nor ruled the human mind; 
‘Wo pant not for divinor worth 
Nor raptuves mare vefinad ; 
A mortal worknoas makes un cling 
TS mortal farm nlone 3 
Wo fool wo cannot coldly fin, 
On Lotho's dark inantinte atroam 
Tho charms of Lifo's familiar droam, 
Anil lurn to koonos unknon. 


v. 
Ts this thab fills the final hour ac 
With mournfahwwsa and dvend ; 
Lovo’s tondor tioa and friondabip's power 
Avall not with tho dend ! 
And though wo meot to part na more 
AWoghall not bo tho anmo 3 
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Tho things thot linked our hontla of yore 
Tho damp cold hand of death divides, 
And nought in holior .calma abidoa 

Of this torrosli lal frame, 


vr. 

Thy radiant folda, Ptornity! 

Tho droamor's broast alarm, 
Thoy echo not a human sigh 

Nor own » human charm ! 
Thy skios tho dazzled soul appal 

And too sovoroly glow ; 
‘Thoit huos no mortal days rooall ;— 
And in thy bright and boundloss space 
Whoro only spirits dwell, wo traco 

No fonturos lovod holow 


vit. 
Oh, visions wool: and idlo ſoars 
That floshly hoarts boguilo, 
At which mothinks hrough pitying tows 
Angolia ſaoos smilo ! 
Wor that darle curtain drawn aside 
This world and joavon botwoon, 
Ilovw all tho paintod mists of prido, 
Doluaive hopor, ‘hnd fanoios vain, 
‘Would lado like twilight’s shadowy train, 
WNonth day's bron aky surono | 


. VIL 
Tor Io who bronthad us into birth, 
And plaood us hore bolow, 
Who mado the dull molo under oarth 
A. xonao of plonanro know, 
Who bado tha bea suck lusolons life 
*; Fromgplants, that-poison boar, 


380 


MISCELLANROUS PORME. 


And gave to Man in folds of strifo 

A taste of ponca—in honvonly bowors 

‘Will auvoly giant diviner poworn 
Divinor blige ta ahara, 


IX. 

With God shall God-like spirits dwell, 

With Cod-liko rapture plow, 
Nor on moir dim desortad coll 

Ono glance regretful throw + 
And as tho man out-grows tho child 

Each carih-fiacd soul mature, 
With Lifo’s mean gauds no moro boguiled, 
Shall proudly riao o’or mortal dreams, 
And sonttor, like 9 sun, tho stoning 

Of this low poll impure ! 


—— 


goNNp. 
Wirn liſo and myatory all nature teome i 
A. solitary lonf—a bronth of air 
An inh of common’ oarth—-thoir burdour hear 
Of tiny nations, ‘Tho sun's glory bonme 
On aoonon minut, moro atrango than atrangoul. dranmna, 
And novar shinas unfolt, No apot {a bare, 
No momont uilont. Liſo ja ovory whore t 
And this vast world ia buslor than it sooma, 
Oh! what a proud magnifleont shore * 
Hath Man, tho noblost living thing ho soos | 
Yot Soiones sontis, by light tnt Clad heatowad, 
A. world of othor worlds, and haply thoae 
Hoyo giovos that ring with holier harmanion, 
And boings with sublimor aims ondowgd, 
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TUE FINAL TOAST, 


A MASONIC SONG, 


h 

«Ann your glassos chargod in tho Woat amd South?” tho Wor- 
shiplul Magtor orios ; 

“Thoy avo chargod in tho West,”—“Thoy ave chargod in the 
South,” aro tho Wardens’ prompt roplios 5 

“Shon to ow final toast to-night Cull glasses fairly drain— 

CTLAPVY TO MGET—BORRY TO PART—IAPPY ZO MMT AGAIN 1”? 


Ih 

Tho Mason's aooial hrothorhaod around tho fostive board, 
Rovonl a worlth more prooious far thon solfish misor’s hoard; 
Thoy frooly sharo tho pricologs atoros that gonorous honrts contain— 
IIAppy TO MEBT—-BORRY TO PART—ITAPPY TO MBNT AGAIN {"’ 


ee | er 
‘Wo work liko Masons frog and true, aud whon ot task is done, 
A. morry song and choering glass ore nob wuduly won } 
And only at our faxowoll plodgo ts plonswe touched with pain— 


CTTAPPY TO MBRT—-AORRY TO PANT—TAPPY TO MBWT AGAIN |” 
4 
Iv. 


Amidat our mieth wo dgink «To all poor Masons o’or tho world” 
On ovary shoro our flag of Jove ts gloriously unfurlod 

‘Wo prize onch brothor, fair or dark, who boars no moral ainin— 
“TLAPPY TO MENT-—-GORRY TO PART—JIAPPY 10 NEES AGAIN!" 


v. 
Tho Mason ſoola the noble truth the Scottish poasant told, 

That rank is but tho guinoa'a atamp, tho man himeolf’s the gold; 
‘With ua the rich and poor unite and oqual rights mointsin— 
TLAPPY TO MART—-SORRY TO, PART-AfALPY TO MBBT AGAIN!" 
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vi. 
Dor brothron of tho mystio tie, Uhe night is waning fost— 
Our duty'’s dono—owr fonst ts o'or—thin wong miusb be our ladb 
Good-night—Cvod-night—onev more, onee more, ropont the faro- 
woll strain— 
“TLAPPY 10 MBET-—SORRY TO PART—IAPTY ‘lo stunt Avan 1!" 


on ay 


SON NIE meyers 
O pisrayt shapo tnecon ! O voico unhenrd ! 
O mind unknown ! and liko a dream ta mo~~ 
A awoot vaguo droam of heaven—-whilo I to thoo 
Am loss than air, a vision, or a word ! 
Tho magic syllablosgof thy namo havo atirrod 
My soul—ond Fanoy auddonly 
Wido opos hor gloaming doors, T soom to #00 
A radiant ayo that hath not yot inaurved 
‘Tho ponalty of caro, I hear a tono 
Of musical mirth.—Ah! thas fair feo is thine 
If sho who gavo thoo lity, not birth alono 
Bostowod, but linotnonts so Jiko hor own, 
A. fow moons moro,eand this swoot droum of ming 


May oliango into roulity diyino ! 
— — 

© This Song lina boon not to musio, and may bo hat of Mowers, Burking - 
young and Company of Caloutta, 
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SONNET. 
Daan O— olid friondships avo a woloome homo 
Yot mournful ovor, for o'r bright yoars flod 
‘Wo muso, and all up ſaoes of the doad, 
And ploasuros past and many an onrly dronm. 
Thon tho long voyago on Lifo’a myatio stream 
Booma all too briof—wo turn and gazo a-hoad 
And watch tho dim night gradually sproad 
Whilo yot our wake is tinged with goldon gloam, 
Tow bland tho breozo, how bonntiful tho wavo, 
Wo novor Colt aa now, whon o’or tho sky 
Swoot day hogins to fale, and tifRo's awiſt (iio 
Tlath brought ws noarer to that oevan wide-— 
Rlornity—of morta] droama tho gravo— 
‘Vaal tronsury of tho things that may not diol 


— 


THE ADOPTED SON, 


A NOMI ANERIOAN aNDODOTE, 


L 

A yarn youth ‘neath « forsign sky 
Stood enluily 'midat the foo: 

Ono rod man rnisod his hatehot high, 
Anothor bont his bow. 


Nh 
A double doth, through honrt and brain, 
Throats that young horo truo, 
Though palo hia brow, his lips rotain 
Proud ourve and mddy huo. 
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Mm, 
Tho arrow drawn unto tho hoad— 
Pho hatehat in the air⸗ 
An inatané moro, the lifo-fload red 
Shall atoin his Maxon hair. 


iv. 
Oh, wondrous moyomont of the heart 
Ab naturo’s soft aurprino! 
Bohold tho oldor savage sturt— 
‘The tears aro in his oyes | 


v. 
Ilis looso bow drops—a liſo 3s gainod— 
Ho breathes a ang command— 
Tis comrado’s hateliot shinos unatainod, 
And sinks his elackonod hand, 


vn 
io strangor’s aon is Coir and hruyo,“ 
Tho old man said, and sighed, 
“ My dwart is vacant—in the grave 
Now sloops a Fa(hor’s pride, 


vn, 
“Boa mino—bo ming, thou noblo youth ! 
Thy blood shall not be shed, 
So thou replace with Mal trath 
Pho long-lamanted dona.” 


VI, 
hoy lond tho fair-haired captive now 
To woods and waters wide ; 

Vo Joarns to bond tho Inuintor’s bow, 
Tho light oanoo te guide. 
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ix. 
Old Wintor gona, and Spring roturuod, 
The red mon sought again 
ho foreign tonts, and lloreoly yonrnod 
Tho batilo-nxo to slain, 
x. 
Tho chioftain took the youth asido, 
And shod a atorn man’s tonrs 3 
* My aon,“ ho said, “ thou onnaé not hido 
Thy truo hoart’s hopos and foars,”” 
xu 
 Boyond ow woods and lakes and stroams 
Thy homo-sick ſanoy strays, 
And other facos hawt thy dreams, , 
And scones of othor days. 
XL 
«@hy dobt lo ma is moro than paid 
Whilo gratoful love aurviyos 
Thou would’st not hurt this old gray hoad 
To anv a thousand lives, ' 
xit. 
 T gave thea life—I glyo theo moro— 
A boon divinoy for— * 
Thy leooddom, mino bo ns boſoro 
A aley without a atar, 
xiv. 
tho sun divides tho cloud of night, 
But mino it cannot part, 
And though tha Spring soom warns and bright, 
“Tia Wintor in my hoart. 


XY. 
“Tn yondor whito-walled onmp ts ona 
Whose olaim Y muat not share }~ 
Go—thot Ade aoul may fool bho sun 
And Spring's dolightfu nir |.” 
: a3 
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TOE LIFE-DEBT PAID. 


A NORTE AMURIGAN ANTONOTH 


i. 
Worn followod word—frown anaworal ſrown.· 
Out-burst the tompost diro— 
Liko motoors ewift bright war-blates shuns, 
And dark oyos flashod liko fro | 


th 
Thoso foos wore {rionde—from days of yoro 
Scomod ono thoir double life 
Yot in tho fraotion of an hour 
Phoir hearts wore turnod to atrifo. 


It, 
Though floreoly fought thor warriors twain 
Soon consol their xtxugylo drund p— 
A dimmoad axo amdlcoa with blood ant brah, 
Tiow liog a liſoloas hond | 


vy, 
That sight hath touchod tho viotoWa hoart, 
Bo noble though ao storn, Y 
Yot nono may ado tho tont-drop start, 
Ox sign of caro digoorn. 


v. 
But griof is on his suul,—Bofore 
‘Tho doad man’s home he standa 
Prionds of my friogd 1 Ads lily ts y'er, 
But mino is in your hands, 
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YL 

© Aw Criendship’s blood my worpon stains 
Tho slayer’s shall he shod ; 

Oh, that Uo lifo within thono voing 
Might pass into tho dead | 


vit. 
FT atzk hut ono brio? moon’s ropriavo, 
‘Vo raugo the woods ones moro, 
Lot ono who no’or made mortal griove 
Should want hor wintor storo.”” 


vill. 
Tho mourners signod their grave nssont— 
Plio moon rolled quickly by-— 
Motionloss a8 « monumont 
Stands ono proparod to dic. 


Ik. 
Tho atorn crowd whispor—' It te weld,” 
Tho sharp axo riacth now—- 
Oh! novor hidoous daath-atroko foll 
Upon o onlmor brow f 


— 


SONG. 
1 
O'rr the lako’s amihng aurſnoo, whon kissed by the moon 
On groon hills at sun viao—in still woods af noon 
Tn inlos, friry-haunted—in cavos on tho shoro— 
Hath tho poot oft heard myatio music boſoro. 


u. 
But novor, Oh, novor, have tonos such aa thino— 
So ontranving and draam-liko—so truly divino-— 
Bronthed a glory around, or with magical art 
So bowildorad his spirit or moltod ‘his hoart. 


NISURLLANKOUH POMS, 


WW, 
Tf tho fragrance of Spring when the duw's an tho ground, 
And tho fair hues of flowora wore furnoil into sound— 
If tho rich glow of sun sot-—the gay tints of morn, 
Could speak a awoot languago to scones thoy adorn-- 


w. 
Tf tho looka of tho lovely—if virtue and worth— 
And oll that is lvightost and boat on tho carth— 
Wore but made in ono musigal apoll to combine, 
Tt would soom, dear Bnohantvoss, an oolio of thine ! 


—— 


TO A LADY. 
— 

Ox! wore I, fairost frond, a poot trio 
T would not wish a proudor thoma for praiaa 
When worth liko thine, Vot whon auch meod fa duo 
How poor must seom tho most moladioua laya | 
It ia not that thy floxilo ſtguro gives 
At onch awoot change tho lino Unt printora love 
Tt ia not that tho soul of boauty lives 
In that largo fawn-iko oyo 5 nor that abovo 
Jts liquid light tho bow of Ouplid bonds ;—~ 
Nor that onoh lovoly linostnont trftnecondes 
Tha common mould ; nor that thy voleo's tone 
Ta rausio’s maggie wm Ob! not these nlona 
‘Would fix for fa onch ſrlendablp of an hour : 
But this thy proigo—-thot with such sovereign pawor 
As would inabriate tho vulgar brain, 
Unconscious of thy glory aa a flowar, 
And guilolesa ogo child, thy gontle reign 
No’or gayo o rival's hoart n passing pain, 
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LIBERTY.+ 
X,* 

Tim court of Orrnuaston is ovowdod— 

Tho palo mob have arouchod to his powor— 

Tho ſaoo of doar England is clouded— 

Tho slayo mocks hor comfortless hour; 

Tho noblost aro goailed to madnoss, 

Tho wiso, and Uho fioo, ond the bravo: 

And Lusuevy rising in sadness, 

Liko a gpivit disturbod in the grava, 

Roproachfully oxios, through tho gloom of tho night, 
“Tlavo tho raoo that I loved so dosorlod thoix right?” 


Y 
Oh, no! If tho bagost, axe howing-— 
‘Tho coward, tho courtior, and slayo— 
Yot atill thoro nto hoorts that ato glowing, 
And hands that aro ready to anvo 
And fatol and briof ta the glachndas 
Of thy fooa, mighty Quoon of tho Son! 
‘Tho dospots that urgo thom to madnoss 
Bhall fool tho royonge of the froas 
While Linurry hails tho triumphant ondoayor 
Of tho raco aho hath loved so, and will lovo for ovor ! 
a ge nn na 
* Wrilton many yonra ago, 
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SOLITUDE 
1 

T wakn from dioama of plonauroa past, 
That oamo from alumbor's nyativ land 5 — 
Phoiv light yot lingora—liko tho last 
Swoot flush of glory, warm and bland, 
When sinks tho sun behind the hill, 
Vot loavos his pathway brightonod still. 


Ih 
But as black night a shadow flings 
O'or lingoring daylight’s Intost gloam, 
So ravon caro with obon wings 
Bolipsoth oach diylnor dvoam, 
"iL om th appoars a tomplo lono, 
Tho lights all quonohod, tho guosts all gono, 


IW 
Taigh for somo familiar ſaoo, 
\; aigh for tonos that’ griof contral, 
I mourn tho golitude of place 
Bué moro tho solitude of soul y 
For whon love lightoth not the gloon 
Tho lono hoart livoth in a tomb! 
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SYANZAS, 


1O A TDADY, ON NAORIVING FROM HAR A BEAUTIFUL FLOWER, 


iL 
A nmnp of graco—n graooful gift—and gracoful is tho givor ! 
Liko oax-rings on thino own fair hond, those long buds hang aul 
quivor ; 
Fach tromulaua tapor branch ts theilled—futtor the wing-like 
lonyos— 
Soy thus, to part from theo, swoob maid, the floral spirit grioves! 


a 

Rudo gada iu brags av gold oncluant an untaught dovotao— 

Pate marble shapos, rich paintings old, avo Art's idolatry ; 

Bat nought o'or charmod a human breast Hko this small tromb- 
ling flowor, . 

Minuto nnd dolioato work divino of world-oroative powor. 


Ws, 
Thia flowor's tho Quoon of all onrth’s flowors, and lovoliost things 
appoar, 
Linkod by soma goorot sympathy, in this mysterious aphoro ; 
tha giver and the gilt scum ono, and thou thyself act nigh, 
Whon this glory of tho gardon groota thy lovor’s 1aptured oye. 
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MYSTERY, 
— 

Tiers is strange liſo in Unings inanimate, 
Or things so called, and in this mortal state 
An immortality! Thoro aro no bounds 
To lifo but Myerery, and that surrounds 
All forms of oarth, and, with its dvoad control, 
For over checks tho proud impationt aoul, 
Whoso aims ot hiddon things avo groapa ab air, 
‘Whoxo ongor gano ie but a blind man's stare, 


Bawilderod with blank nothingnosa—(n donao, 
Objootloss glavo)—-how oft a horrid sonso 

OF Jonolinoss and litllonoas provaila, 

Whilo the frame Womblos and the apivit quaila. 


But, oh! thia dvoam-dolirium may nob laui 
Wo wake—nud whon tho hideous apoll is past 
Tho myslory remains, but not the fom i 
Wo know that Cod himeolf ia ovorywhoro | , 


And whilo this faith oan animate and bioas 

Wo fool not lono, forlorn, and fathorlors, 

With humbled thought, onlin hopo, and swoot contort, 
‘Wo tongs to algh for things for mar’ unmoant, 

But walt tho uplitUing of tio Bintan vat 

By hands unsoon around tho wide world ont. 


’ 
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STANZAS, 


— 


1 
1 nove on aummor mornings bright 
Lo soo tho sun’s upriso, 
And watah tho clouds, lato hid in night, 
Assume o thousand dyos. 


ar. 
T love to avo tho mondows groon 
Bodroppod with goldon flowora, 
And hoor the low winds ordop batwoan 
Tho porfiumo-bronthing bowora, 


lig 
J lovo to aoo tho luoid stronm 
Btoal all unrufiled by, 
And, fair a8 Panoy's frirost, droam, 
_ Rofloat a softonod sky. 


iW. 
T lovo to hoar tho sudden sound 
Of birds amid tho troos, 
Tho aoar lonvos rustling on the ground, 
Tho plonsant lnm of hoos, 


v. 
T lovo to #00, liko hills of snow, 
Tho whito wmoving olouda, 
And thin gray vapors gliding slow, 
Liko allont shapos in alttouda, 
63 
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vt. 

lovso to hear o’or oohaing datos 
Tho ologo air thunder-riven, 

1 Joyo to honr tho roaring galos 

That lift vast sons to hoaven, 


vit, 
All nature's vights and sounds conmmond 
My soul's quick ayinpathy, 
‘The soft, the mystic, and the grand, 
Ifavo oaoh a charm for mo. 


Vill, 

And yot T novor sayttho acono, 
Tho sound I novor hoard, 

So fair ax Woscan’s ſaao aorono, 

So swoot ns Woman's word | 


IX 
Tf prison walls shub out tho sky, 
Yot bade not hor dopat, 
Til soo a sun in Woxan's oyo, 
An Ndon in hor hoart,* 


— — — — — 
# Thaso voraoa aro little moro than anothor voralon of the tending 


thought in the Sonnet on page 347, They wore waltton to plonaw ni trier, 
who objected to the Sonnat form. 
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LINES ''O TILE MEMORY OF DAVID TLARE* 
[vo ne nuorrm BY A INDU.] 
O's the vast waste of watorse—from o land 
Small but ronowned—n proud undaunted band, 
Surrod with tho thirst of conquost and of gold, 
Camo—tradod—triumphod ! IListory novor told 
Of monaroh-morohants—horoos wandering far— 
A atrangor talo of traffic"ox of war. 


But can tho busy mart, tho battle fiold 

Tho doni ost woalth—-tho biightost tulumph yiold ? 
Ah no | o’on now our gonorons rulers claim 

A. proudor guordon and a puror fame, 

Though gold was gainod and martial glory won, 
Choy Inow thoir uobloat task was not bogun. 
hoy hold our lands, but"oould not hold our hearts, 
Till, changing force for Ihudnoas, arma for arta, 
hoy proffered the rich wisdom of tho Wost, 

And poorost minds with priccloss ‘tronsuros blost ! 


Tn this divinost duty many « heart, 

With holy zoal, hath woll sustained its part— 
All these our guidos—an honor to tholr land-— 
To ous 0 blossing-—gratoful love command ; 
But in tho glorious list, hoyond compa, 

In types of light, behold tho namo of Hanu ! 


Ah, warm philanthropist! ah, faithful frond | 
Thy lifo devoted ta one gonesous ond— 

To bloas tho Hindu mind with Britieh lore 
And trath's and nature’s fadod lighta rostoro 


* Writton at the requoal of several Native gontlomen.a 
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Tf for & day Utat lofty aim was srost, 

You griovod, like Titna, that a day was lost. 
Alona! it is not now a fow brief hows 

That falo withholda—a honvior yrivf’ o'vrpowors 
A nation whom you loved aa if your awn ~ 

A lifo that gavo the lif of life is gono | 


Yot oh} my countrymen, why weyp in yain ¢ 

Lf aught may onuao an cavth-l ved apivit pain, 

"Sia whon it soos in fond hoarts loft bulow 

An unrosigned and unavailing woo, 

Bo sighs ahovo tho gravo hrouthud forth no muro, 

Tho gods avo donf whon mon tho past doploro, 

But lot a friend's trae matt (heat ho provod 

By imitative zeal i aote ho loved, 

IIis momory thua with loftiost lessons rifo 

May woll comploto tho purposo of hia liſo, 

And while oar IIindu youth Mind's bloxsings shave 

Thoy’ll loan to vonorate tho nume of aun! 

— N 
SONNET, 

Tae world jx boautiful’! Oh, deavowt ſelond. 
Tts glory pass not with rogardloas ayo - 
Graon folds, bright stronme, doop valor, and mountains high, 
Rainbows that oor tho wide bine ysonn bond 
Their many-coloyed arch, tho stare that sond 
heir mystic Hight through countlons longuos of air~— 
Aro thoy not all unutlorably falr ? 
Onn art’s proud triumphis o’or with these content % 
You gazo on palacos and crowns, and own 
Suoh baubles please, You baw to mortal kiuga, 
Forgotful of their King, whore gloriows vhrono 
Mocks man’s conooption, Alas! onrthly things, 
Savo thoso suggesting nohlor, lonvo thoi atinga 
In Ut and hoart when youth and hope ave flown ! 
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STANZAS 


TO A LADY SINGING. 


L 
T onosn my willing oyos, but nob to sleop— 
Tho world is all shut out, but ‘tis not night—~ 
Though toars unbiddonwtayt, I do not woop-— 
My soul ia rapt in visions of delight. 


It. 
Thy voivo is liko tho musio of a dream, 
And droum-liko is its powor, Thad silvor apoll 
Enthrals tho honrt with happinoss aupromo, 
‘With thoughts too awaot for mortal tonguo to toll, 


ur. 
0, giſtod Indy 1 0, onchantross, fair | 
0, honiod lip ! what witchorios ave thino 
Tho soul of muajo bronthos upon the air, 
And worka a wondrous miravlo divine ! 


J 
Ww 


“Na aunrizo upon Hdon ! What a burt 
Of light and beauty, glorious as of yoro | 
Tho lund a lovely women lost ua frst 

Ono of hor loveliest daughters oan restore. 
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° 
“A MISERABLE SCENI” 


‘Cun silvor clash of fountains, 

In shady vallios heard— 

Tho sheop-hell on the mountaina 
Tho song of matin bird— 

Tho glassy foot of Oooan 

In the whito oliff's pebbled cavo-- 
Tho flutloring awoot, commotion 
Whon winds the groon wood wave-— 
Tho sound of rushing 1ivera— 
Tho murmur of small rills, 

Soft a8 tho voieo that quivers 
Whon tons tho glad oyo filla— 
Lond trumpots from high towora-- 
And Jutos on slooping lakos-—- 
Lovo’s whispor in olowo bawurs-- 
Joy's laugh im aunny brakos— 

A proud young mother singing 

To plonso hor playful ohild 
Shuill shouts o'r groon bills ringing: 
Of boys with rapture wild,—* 

0, musical contuadiations 

Of Discontont and Sploan, 

OF tho Bigot's gloomy fictions 

Of ‘a misorable scono 1” 


MIBORILANHOUS POKME, 390 
: 


STANZAS. 
‘Tim radioné dewn, tho yonr’s frosh spring, 
Now loaves and oponing flowors, 
Ato lovolior than tho lovoliost thing 
That broathes of lator hous. 


Tow beautiful tho first swoot light 
To human foatwos given, 

For infant innocence is bright 
With glory brought fiom [Tonvon ! 


Tho goldon locks, tho smooth fair freo, 
Pho round limba slook and small, 

‘With witchory of uncongoloud graco 
Tho gazor’s hourt onthral, 


A lovely ond a loving child | 
Phot ainilos in sinloss glao, 

ETath oft tho apornost breast beguilod 
To awoot idolatry. 


Whon like a cherub from abovo, 
hua winilod my own glad boy, 
My fond honrt ovo flowad with love, 

And almost ached with joy. 


And Oh! hia aistor angols fair 
With all thoir winning ways 
Would make mo quite forgot that care 
Could darken mortal days. 
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MISORLLANKOUA TOMMS, 
. 


Thoso forins have passod boyond the ana, 
And now no wore T hear 

Light langhs, like happy harmonics, 
Fyom soma divinor aplioro. 


In ailont vonma my low trond waker 
Fit aounela for sorraw's mood ; 
nu ongh my soul's cloud no aunboum hroaka 
And homo's « solitude ! 
Caloutta, 1840, 


— ⸗ 


SONNET, 
— 

Tr ia not loar that Alle the poal's mind 
With imagos of death, but love profound 
Por all that trond tho flowor-ombroidered ground, 
For all that float upon tho wave or wind, 
Such lovo broods ovor on tho Jot assigned 
To mortal life, Tho charms of sight and sound— 
Faces divino - groon fella —anl ville chat bound 
O'or pobblos bright, or in dim covorts fnd 
A, tono responsive in tho whispering treat, 
All naturo—all mankind—all broathing things, 
Avo precious to tho Muso, ‘To payt from thoau 
Ta pain unapoalcablo ; and Doath whoua wings 
Shut out tho sun, and mako tho warm bload freoxo, 
Won o’or tho undying foul ny anion flings. 


MISORLLANROUS vonus. 401 


STANZAS 


— 


COMPOSED VOR A RHOITATION AT A FAREWELL PANTY. 


L 
Tne young and old—tho high and low 
Tlavo all « human hoart j 
Tho coldost of our kind guuat-know 
Romo form or soono at which to glow, 
From which ‘tis pain to part. 


u. 
Piss things—a bird flowor— 
A. rivor, grove, or hill, 
Tf linked to plonsant droams, havo powor 
‘Whon fato prodlatms tho farowell hour 
Tho tondor honrt to thrill, 


tg 
A. sooiio that chaims no strangor’s oya— 
Tho slitplost houschold waro— 
May brontho porohanoo of bliss gono by, 
Or Did tho ponsivo bosom sigh 
With rotroapactivo caro. 


w. 
Tf common things thus atir the hoart— 
Tf ovory heart onduros 
Some touch of pain whon doomod to part, 
What panga through tondoror brosate must dart ! 
What pangs, donr fulonds, aro yours f 
D8 
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MISCRLLANKOUA PORMS, 
cy 


v. 
Tho oharma tho twilight paat dndoara 
For you no moro may amilo ; 
You look your last through farawoll toars 
On doaroat frionds of happicat yours, 
On Oconn’s lovoliost Islo,* 


YI, 
Yot griovo not a tho ungrateful griove 
With idlo discontons ; 
To hope no cherished thing to loayo— 
A lasting wob of bliss to woavo— 
For man waa novey moant, 
om 
Maca 
Yo neod not weop, ns somo. may. woop: 
ho pase us Uo the wind, 
And while tholr distané course thoy koop, 
O'or sultry loud. or billawy daop, 
Leavo no doar trago behind, 


vm. 
Oh! Took around this ſoatal board 
low many a heart is hore 
Tho troaauroa of tho past to hoard, 
Your doods of kindngas to record, 
Your monary to rovoro*t 


Penang, Dooombor, 1842, 4 
i 


“ow Roviygis oof 


MIRGHLLANKOUS PORE. COR] 
2 


STANZAS, 


— 


h 
Tow honutiful aro hill and dalo, and meadew, grove, and rivor! 
Tho bright wavos olngh with silver sound, the green loaves shino 
and quiver, 
Thonr the sheop-bell’s distant tono, the birds aro loud and gay, 
And fragrance floating on the Dygoao proclaims apptoashing May! 


m 
Yow bonutiful aro hill and dato, and mondow, grove, and rivor | 
Mothinks on this Arcadian ground ‘swore bliss to dell for ovar 5 
Not fairor hitos could Fanoy’s solf to this awaot mono impart, 
To charm tho printor's rapturod oye or poot’s panting hoart | 


Mh « 
Yow bonutifal avo hill and dao, ‘and mondow, grove and rlyorl 
Oh! what a rich domaln hath nfs | Tow bountooug is tho Giver! 
If from this onrthly paradlao might onrg and stn bo dilvon, 
Oh who for swootar homo would yourn, ot soske a happlor honvon f 


a 


Sn amend 


AN ACROSTIC, 
Tian eho not an aapoot fine, 
Alr and fonturos half divino ; 
Riohos misora could not monsuro, 
Raroat of tho boat honrt's tronsure ; 
Tunocones and frlondship true? 
Eh! anya Tarnisr, toll mo who? 
This, swoot Lady, thie is you f 


404 MIHORILANHOUS FORME, 


THE RIVER VOYAGE. 


— 


Slow atoals our Indian hoat 

Up rain-fod rivor wido ; 

Against tho vbroono wo font, 

Against tho rushing tido ; 

And broast tho atriſo of wind and atroam 
‘Without tho oonquoriug aid of gloam. 


n. 
Swart forms in longthonod flo 
Along tho groon bank wind, 
Tho tight-deawn goon* tha while 
To shouldorod bamboos joinod ;—~ 
Pationtly ‘nonth tho burning sim 
On plod thoy *till tho day is dono, 


m, 
A toilsome jownoy thoirs, 
An onsy voyage ours, 
And yot fantaatio onros : 
avo oquallzod tho dowors 3 
Tholrs tho light hoart though heavy limb, 
But ours tho wonrlod soul and dim, 


— — — — — — 
* Tho ropo from tha mast· hoad to the traokors on shore, 


MISORLEANKOUS PORMB, 405 
’ : 


LINES 
WRITTEN IN AN AIDUM PRESENTED TO A LADY BY THM aurnon. 


Lany, whon o’or those lonvos thy bright oyo strayoth, 
Soy, onn thy hoart forgot tho frlondly givor ? 
"'Whon on tho stronm of lifo that no’or dolayoth 
Our barks part company, porohanco for ovor, 
Say, wilt thou thon romombor ono whoso sorrow 
At tho sad thought of sovoranco, is sincoror 
Thon many a bard's who griof’s low voloo may borrow 
And oharm with swootor sounds tho chontod honror ? 


Timo rushoth onward Ike a rapid rivor 5 

Againat its furious fore no mortal wadoth 5 

And liko a wave on which tho sunbonme quivor 
Booh bright-fnood plonsuro lifts ſts form and fadeth, 
hero i no poxmanonoo for otrthly glory 

Or onrthly blias, and donrost frionds must sovor ; 
Tho fatr, tho bravo, tho youthful, and tho hoary, 
Itnvo provod alika that joy is stablo novor. 


And is thoro no donr rosting plaoo for fooling 
Amid tho giddy whirl of lifo's mutation ? 

Ah, you! for lovo’s and friondship’s fond rovoaling 
Tho truo hoart is a fixed and holy station. 

Vl sok not thon for Fortuno’s awoot boguiling, 
Nor foar hor frown, if thon’lt romombor mo 5 
Whilo in thino hoart fair Friondship aittoth smiling 
Lady, Uk think oxultingly of thoo. 


408 MISCKLLANSOUE PORAIH. 


STANZAS. 


— 


h 
Tm: gndldon throbs, tho starting tears, 
Tho twault of the soul, 
Whon aomo bright dream of happier yoars 
Is akroudod in tho storm of foara, 
Can stoic pride sontrol a 


, n. 
Somo oaras tloro axo that nono may atlll, 
And thoughts that nono may share, 
And incommunicable i,» 
And pangs that ailont hosoms thrill 
Aro thono wo lonst oan boar. 


ML 
This clouded Jifo is doubly dark 
fa him who#o path fs lone 
And ho whom Iopo'a {ny-ylimmoring spark 
No'or londa to Faith's unfailing mark 
Ts quickly overthrown. . 


iv. 
To goos witht wild Lollrogs oyo, 
And airſhon with dwepl deoitus 5 
IIo may not minglo aigh with sigh ; 
To him affootion’s soft roply 
Almost a mockory scoms, 





MISCELIANEPUS PORME, 407 


A MASONIC SONO.æ 


I 
Tlow anorod ia tho myatic Craft, 
That o’on In foreign Ianda, 
With tios of true fratornal lovo, 
Can join opposing hands ! 


Th 
Tho blood-red arm of xuthloss war, 
As struck by spol tlivino, 
Falls norvoloss as 9 child's bofore 
Tho Mason's scorot sign. 


oun 
Tlo finds ’mid foroign orowds a friond, 
A homo ‘nonth ovory sky ; : 
Tis countloss brotlion no dr ‘disdain 
Thol kindvod; nox deny. 


: ™ 
Tor that vast family aro tought 
Po form ono, social band, 
And bear tho unbroken chnin of love 
To onrth’s yomotoat land. 


v. 

No narrow hounds of orcad or olimo, 
Of languago or of huo, 

Contrast tho Mason’s sympathios 
Whon auſldring brotlivon’ auo. 





* Sol lo music by W. JL. IIamorton. 
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MISORLEANROUR PORMS, 


vi. 
To all alilko, in voal or wao, 
A. brothor’s smilo is shown, 
Whose hearts tho aamo gront fathor love, 
Thro anmo Croat Mastor own ; 


vin. 
Who broatho to one Grand Architoct 
Tho anno aubmigsive prayor 5 
Who live within tho compnasus, 
And ‘not upon tho square, 


pone ween 
e 


SONG. 


— 


L, 
Onl Lady, in that voico of thina 
Ta magio most onthralling j-—~ 
Yot, Syron, all thoso notes divino 
Avo bué to run oalling / 
Ah mo! 
‘That tonos like musio of the aphoros 
Should ohoat tho truost honrt that hoars l, 
Ah me! ; 


Me 
Oh! Lady, conse those liquid notes, 
‘Tho aout of passion wooing j-—~ 
Yor novor thy rich muale flonts 
Exoopt for man’s undoing ;~— 

Ah mo! 
That sounds so awoot and soft as those 
Should bronk for ayo tho heart's repose | 

Ah mo! 


MIBCMLDANKOUS YORME, 409 


SONG, 
of 

Aa quickly as tho light loaf amvere 
Whon Zophyr haunts tho bower ; 
As quickly as tho noodlo quivors 
Bononth tho magnot's powor; 
My truo hoart vibratos of the sound 
Of thy awoot voico divino, 
And yoarna with tondornoss profound 
To blond itsalf with thine, 


Ih 
Not long tho storm-voxod stroam gould dally 
Oi you rough mountal ' 
Zt swiftly wound into ‘the val 
Its vordunt Biase of vost 
And thus o'or wild ambition’s hoight 
Full soon I consed to ronm, 
And sdught with theo tho oalm delight, 
Tho bloat roposo of homo, 
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MIACKLEANROUS PORMA, 


« 


STANZAS, 
{rn skioa may wear thoir brightest bluo, 
Tho flolde thoir freshost groon, 
And things of overy form and hue 
But brontho of biies seyave | 
Yot oll that sights like thono revont 
This and hoart mab diet, 
Por oh! 1 cannot choosd hut foal 
Tn lovolioat aconos alone ! 


Tf thus whon light and glory bloas 
hia sivangely varying aphero, 

J may not taste tho Jovolinoss 
Sineo no kind hoart fa near 5 

When o’or the landscape shadaws stont 
And low winda deoply monn, 

Alona! how anddor atill to foal 
Tn that dark how: alone f 


Awhilo J hannt tho glittering halls, 
‘Whoro youth and banuty shine, 
Whoro gorgoous mirrors on bright walls 
Rofleet oach form divino 3 
And yot my heart I coldly seal 
And inly woop nd groans 
Por oh} ‘tia lori ĩblo to feol 
In joyous crowda alone / 


MIBCRLLANMOUS ORME, 411 


Tf thus J hear amidst the pay 
Whore soft oyes magie dart, 

Whore night is mando moro bright than day, 
This solltudo of heart, 

"ia wordy to hémo’s alill roof to atonal, 
Where ones was hoard the tone 

Of lovo and Joy—nand than to ſeol 
Bun thero—o'on therealong ! 


— — 


SONNET, 


2 


Wrn life and myatory all nature tooms 1 

A solitary lonf—n breath of nir 

An inch of common carth—their burdens bear 
Of tiny nations, ‘Tho aun’s glory boama 

On seonos minuto, moro strango then shrangost dronma, 
And novor shinos wifelt. “NG aot is bio, 

No momont elloti, "tf 8 dvary whoro ; 

Ani this vase wéild'Is budloy than iE sooms, 
Oh! what « proud maghifeort sbodo 

Hath Mon, tho noblost ving th thing ho acos | 
Yor Soloneo sons, by light that God bostowod, 
A world of ofhot worlds, and haply thoso 
Lavo groves that sng with hollor harmonies, 
And boings wich sublimor aims ondowod. 
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MIRORILANROUR POMBE, 


A LOVERS THOUGHT, 
"Cte uo that wo no more May mast, 
Our paths avo far apart} 
I may not hoar thy Ips roponé 
ho dictates of thino homt ;— 
Yot though divided thus wo stray 
‘Wo shavo lovo's goldon droam, 
As ’nonth tho samo wibroken ray 
Tho clouds, though patted, gleam ! 


—ñif 
STANZAS FOR MUSIC. 


h 
"Ne hard to say that wo must parl— 
Ab lonst ‘tla 80 to mo} 
For long and faithfully wy honrt 
Ttath pinod with love for (hoo, 
Oh maid, too deoply doar | 
For thou with grooting onlm and bland,” 
Onnst lightly pross my brombling hand, 


And part without ton, 
u. 


Alns! how oold all xindnoas aooma 
To honrta that passion burns, 
Snvo that which kindlos Jovo's bright draama, 
Or sigh for aigh rotwne { 
Thy tranquil smiloa repol-— 
Oh, didat thou fool ag I fool now, 
Thon couldat not wonr so oalm brow, 
So oalinly say, forowoll ! 


METRIOAL LEVITIES. 


a 


THE RIVALS, 


— 


1. 
I wiett, Mamma, you'd toll ihat man 
To koop his monoy—~ond his dlatanco ; 
For lot him tongo tho All ho onn 
Tlo'll novor conquox my roalstanoo. 
Tho slyly pinohod my chook one day 
(Tho wrotoh l) and tricd 10 look most charming, 
Whilo I folt any thing bué gay, 
And thought his fondnoss quite alarming, 


ir. 
" Gomo now,ꝰ“ said I, «I'll toat your love 
[Tho rich old hunks looked plonsod and tondor,] 
‘ALI Doarost |" orlod ho, Darling | Dove t 
What sorvico could I fall to rondor 7” 
«T eare not for your purso or placa,” 
Said I, ‘(for thoso could oharm mo novor; 
But grant ono favor-—hide your faco, 
And lot ws say forowoll for syor.” 
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METRICAR LIVIIIKB. 


Mh 
Tio atarad and atammored—stampod and awaro-— 
You would have thought ho'd kill your daughtor— 
“tyes sound and fory—nothing moro— 
Txoopt of English words a duughter. 
At last I hoard the dolt oxelain, 
“T Imow your heart’s in aoorat chiming, 
Tho preigo of ona whose wealth in fame, 
A. palo-frood Poot, proud of rhyming." 


Iv, 

“ako that!" T oriod, and boxad his ony ; 

Ho paused, and soowlod im anllon fronzy ; 
“Your mothor, Mias,“ anid he, * shall hoa 

OF thia, and of your doar Mackonzio 1" 

And then ho boltod from tho roam, 

And bangod tho door as if ho'd broak it: 

Bue what oaro J for ql his,fumo ? 

Lot ono who layos his money take tt, 


v. 
You know, Mamma, my Honrt’s my own, 
And thot awoot bord the old brute montionod 
Ts but.a friend. THis worth is known, ” 
No othoy man, though Infbod or ponsfoned, 
Thongh dovked with ribbonds, goma, or gold, 
Could ovor wako in mo the fooling » 
‘With: which, I ailon old. 
hd a 





Vi. 
T do not love hint—Iut."tis wweot 
To hoar divine words bronthed divinely; 
And Olt itis a honvonly trong 
To soo his face light up so fuoly ! 


MANNOAL LEVITTES, 418 


What thought ts in his forehead high t 
What gontua in his glaneos glowing | 
And ronlly whon J hear him sigh, 

T foul as if my life wore going ! 


VIL. 
T do not fove him, but I own 
T liko his tondor voraoa dontly, 
Anil somchow whon I'm all alono 
T fool his nbgonoo most aovoroly. 
Porhnpa, indeod, ono day, who knows, 
But in somo silent walk and shady, 

\ Tlo mag brontho forth n lovor’s vows, 
An T bocome a, Poot'stady 1 

vill, 

T wish, Mamma, you would not quiz, 
You vox mo with your wicked amiling $ 
You think Tm emitton with bis 
And that hia Musa is 
‘Woll, havo i¢ oll L you 
And, sf tb wil ator tk 
T'll own ho fa tho Tost of won,” 
And that his hoor. would bo a troaguro, 






x 

 Bohold the gontlo minatrol:comos | 
‘You Tovo onch Sthor, and you show it,” 
(Gxelaims Mamma,) ‘80 no moro fumes 
Chovloa, tako hor !—Mary, horo’s your Poot l- 
Exohango your vows and Anugh' ‘Ab ROLYOW,. 
Indulgo in lovo Ys daliadois fvonay,*: 
And Mary shall ho styled to-moproiy.2: 
Tho protty Mra, Charlés Mackonzio.” 


416 MRPRICAL URVITINS, 


. 


STANZAS, 


ON ALATA ATIEMPT TO BIIOOT THE QUIEN. 


‘Mia Quoon’s luokloas soldior for twolvo-ponea a day, 
Asa butt for a bullot must atancl, — 
But ho’s not of tho same flosh and blood you will say 


As tho Indy that rulos o'or tho land, 
e 


But tho faiv ono horaclf, though sho alta on  throno, 
Ts oxpoxod to on onomy’s lond ; 

Hach pot-boy that sports an old gun of his own 
Gan tnko a pot-shot at hor hond. 


Yot whoro’s tho gront diffronco 'twixt Soldior and Quoon ¢ 
Tho difforonco ia all in tho pay ; 

Tita is Joss than two guinoaa a month it fa soon, 
And hor’s is a dhoussnd a doy! 


That tho Iost's a goof salary all must confosn, 
And yot I suspoot thore ara many . 

Mon, matrona, boys, maidons, who Would not tako loas 
To stand tho pot-shots of a zany. 


And roally tho faly living targot displays 
A coutng Hint ghatme thb boholdoy : 

John Bull muaé not grumblo at whot ho now pays 
For ho'll no’or got a hotter or bolder, 


Catoutia, July 18, 1842. 


METRICAL LuVITIS, M7 


A BIT OF DOGGREL. 
ON MBNTING AOA LADIES ON TTR 8IDN OF A MOUNTAIN IN 
PENANG AT A JATH HOUR ON A STORMY BYBNING, 


A pats and fooblo invalid 

Rodnood to lifo's oxtromost neod, 
Tho rod blood aingnang in his veins, 
Passod from Bongala's aultiy plaing, 
And sought on lofty Bol Rolino* 
Tho vigor of a mountain horo. 


Tho acarch waa vain—tho chanoo saomod lost, 
Tlont had porformod tho oſtoot of froat— 
Tho stioam thet from the Loart ones leapt 
Within its purylo ghaynola slept 

"Iwas foarod that honlth and cheerful apinit 
No movo that mortal might inherit, 


Ho Who onoo faintod in tho am 

Now ahivored in tho shado,—ho won 
But change of ili from chango of seono, 
Tnovonsed by Sadnoss and chagrin, » 


Ilis noighhour (a just British Ondi,) 
Tn concort with his courteous lady, 
Wook pity on the lonoly man, 
And snid—“ Peay cheor up if you enn, 
And, Just as ofton ox Fou'ro ablo, 

Bo pꝛoaont ab our aoeial able.” 


— — — — — — 
* ‘Tho Lill tu Ponaug an whioli tho Covornmont Ilouso ia alluglod. 
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MRIRIGAT, LEVITTNS, 


Siok na ho was the poor wroteh amilod, 
And folé his inmost hoard hoguiled 
Though bleak the wind, and o'r the hend 
OF tho old hill a dim fog apread, 

And night's thiek ourlain like a pall 
Bogan upon tho sceno to fall, 

Tle theow his cloak upon his shader, 
And strove to fool loas chilled, and boldor 3 
But his tooth chattoral, and hia mind 
Misgavo him, as through fog and wind 
Ilo toiled his way, and missed it tou, 

And wondored what on oarth to do. 


é 
Suddonly flashed upon his sight 
‘What aoomod a vision of the night 
A troop of spirits of tho alr 
Trombled his Hinbs—up-roso hig hair! 
To pausod—thoy nonrod him~-and at onco 
hoe mystery cleaval—the slekly dunes 
Mistoole familiar forma and bright 
For awful ghosts that haunt tho night, 
Though novor lovelior shapos ware Hoon 
In aunlight on a zummor groon. 


Caloutia, July 18, 1842, 


METRICAL puvretus. 419 


A SECOND BIT OF DOGGREL. 
‘ON A AROOND MUBTING WITH TIM SAME LADIES UNDER 
SIMILAR ORCUMSTANOHS, 

Tr vain was pouring, 
Tho wind waa roaring, 
Tho mist hung oyor tho mountain ; 
Tho forost grongod, 
And the wild boasts moaned, 
And thundorod tho swollen fountain ;— 
And o’or the drond zoono 
Liko on Dastorn quoon 
Whon sho fonds hor dark hosts to war, 
‘With a troop of clouds * 
Liko ghoats sh sifroudd 
Camo the Night id hor obon oor ! 


A siok man sot 
*Nonth his lonaly shed, * 
* With an old groon hat 
On his hoary hond 5 
And a clonk round his shivoring framo was onst, 
For « brokeh lattio lot in tho blast. 


Strango forms ho had mot on tho bloat hill’s side 
Dimly through midnight mist dosoriod, 
And tromblod his limbs, and. up-roao his hair, 
For ho doottod they rodé on tho atormy air j—~ 
But this wild night, botwoon four walls, 

While tho storm without 

Mado tho horrible royt 
That the stoutost hoart appala, 
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METRICAL, LAVITIES, 


TIo sab alono 
As slill ag a stone | 


As tho ſioroo winds battled 

Tho casomonts rattled 

With sounds of foar 

On his startled car ; 
And tho lightning flashed through tho glittering vain, 
As ho lovkod through the lnightonad window pane, 
And ho saw what had nearly turned his brain | 

Tho spirils in whito 

Of a formor night, 

Dimly desoriod on tho blonk hill's sido, 
Now frozo his blood again, 


Tho oronking door ilies open wido 
Anil in tho whito-robod apirits glide, 


“ Avaunt yo fends of myatic il, 
Fair as yo seom yot foarful atill 1” 
Tho sick man foobly riod, 
“ Whovo shall I stray ?—whore hall I dwell 1. 
Yo oroas my way-—yo haunt my coll 


And thon tho samo onchanting, voloo 

That bado his soul before rafotua, 
And mado him laugh away his forr, 

Like tho silvor sound of a pobblod atroam, 
Or tho mualo hoard in o Wisalal dream, 

Foll awootly on hia on.” 


‘Tho poor sick man though charmod was wild, 
Bowildorod as a chontod child, 

Ilo know not whether to laugh or woop, 

Or if ho himaolf woro awake or nalean ¢ 
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IIo could not toll —he was under a spol ; 
And, lal in doubt anid half in dospair, 
Tlo naid——" Ave yo forms of earth or air ? 
Avo yo bont on doods of good or il? 
Tf ministors kind, 
Why in wist and wind 
Do yo wantor nt night on tho stormy hill? 
Why cross my path ? 
Why haunt my coll ? 
Do yo come in lovd ?—do yo como in wrath 7 
Oh quickly toll ! 


“ Mothinks T sco fomilipr forma, 
Mothinks T soo familiar facos 
But why thus glido through nightly storms 
Whoro many an ovil phantom paces ? 


s¢ Yo amilo like swootoat frionds of mina, 
Yo look like hoings half divine 5 
But flonds on drond dosigns intont 
Assumo what shapo thoy will, 
Whilo forms for holicat goodness mont 
Convonl domontas ill.” 


To said—and, thon tho foohlo wight 
Foll baok, and faintod with offright. 


At this the lovely ladies gazod 

On tho stok man’s fro, na if amanod j—— 
Toh touchod with tapor finger fair 

Vor forchond hotwoon hor parted halr, 
And with a algulſſannt adlomn air 
Bxclamed—« Tia wan ws ona 1” 
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MATRIMONY. 
A. spruor bean gives a belle a ring— 
Awhilo that bonu will by her dangle 
Liko an apron atring § 
But goon the bello bogins to jangle, 
And the ficklo beau to wranglo, 
Thon oh, whit a thing, 
For vain repontant toars 
Tho matrimonial noose appoars, 
Like a thorny laurel 
Lined with many o sting ! 
Then how tho lovors snarl and quarrel ! 
Porhaps about their parses + 
(Proving matrimony 
Truly matlor o' monoy) 
And with oulting words, 
Sharp as any swords, 
Pointed ne Pope's verses, 
Ench othor maim antl manglo. 
Maoh yonr but worse and worao is, 
And with bittorost outsos, 
Thoy think of that clozo tio 
Which makes so many sigh, 
From which thoro’s no retront, 
Which only tro love can mako awoot, 
And only doath can disontangle, 
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PATHETIC STANZAS, 
10 A TADY, ON MER JOOOSELY DEOHINING TO INVITH TTR AUTHOR 
TO DINNER, ON ‘TR PhRA THAT INR TANG WAS PUL 


CA Parody on the Beggar's Potition.) 


L 


Prry tho sorrows of a poor oll man, 

‘Whoso ahrunlcon shanks oft bear hin to your door ; 
Say nob you cannot ask him whon you can, 

Nor say your tablo hath not one place moro, 


iG 


A. bond na risbly sproad—a roof as gay— 
Fach swoot domoatio comfort—onco wore mino, 
Bub now that wife and bahos aro for away, 
"Nia migory indood at homo to dino | 


biG 


Tlard fa tho fate of a lono marriod man 

Whonro aleillul houss-wifo tronda a distant shoro, 
Whilo ho, sad wretch, muat manage as he enn, 
And ail tho plonsuros of tho past deplore, 


™ 


Thoso Inntorn jaws my wrotohodnoss bosponk ; 
This hairloss hond snys coming yonrs aro fow ; 
This sunken oye, wonk voico, and pallid cheek, 
Show what bad cooks and contamahs may do. 
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v. 
Your mansion alunda on fasiionalle gronnd, 
Tn Middloton Stroot, hohind Ghoweinghow Rod ; 
Pia vich with ovary charm of wight and xonnd, 
"Lis chaorful ITospitality’s abate. 


vie 
But hove in Piddlodunga (diese choir eyow !) 
Too Int coppor-colorad atrangera grin, 
And hoar on foatal days the boisterous aries 
Of drunkards danaing to the tom-tom’s din. 


Vil * 
Oh] ask mo to your hospitable dome ; 
Oh! say no moro your plengnnt table's full ¢ 
Oh! tnko mo from my owl datoatod homo, 
Por L nm lono and misorably dull! 


vu, 
Foast mo with tupseo mutehleo, fiosh as morn, 
And pastry light as air, and dowy fratt; 
Lot fominine froos awoot your youn lem, 
And lot mo honr piano, voioo, and flute. 


Ix. 
Oh! bid mino oagor oava drink hoavanly souncds, 
My lips aly neater, nono but thou enwat make, 
And fnnocont mirth, that thought and, cava aonfornds, 
My aldos with laughtor's awoot convulsion shake, 


X 

Pity tho sorrows of a poor old man, 

Whose shrunken shanks oft buar hin to your door ¢ 
Say not you eannot ask him when you ean, 

Nor any your tablo hath not yno plage more | 


Hiddledunga, April 20, 1842. 


. 
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A*LOVER TO HIS MISTRESS, 
Onunn oroaturo 
Tair of foaturo, 
Cold by naturo, 
Thus you troat your 
Lovora ovpry ono! 
Woll rovonlipg 
Want of fooling, 
Calmly stoaling, 
Tlonvt's wild rooling 
*Noath tho dooda you’yo dono 
Dooda diagracoful t 
All your ſaoo full 
Of such graodfuk 
Oharme divino! 


Souls boguiling 
‘With swoot smiling,” 
Is tho atylo in 
Which you ahino ; 
But though protty, 
Wike and witty, 
Yow'vo no pity 
For a blovding heart! 
Yon'ra 9 debtor 
For a lottor, 
And you'd hotter 
Writton balm impart, 
Ox with oursos, 
Wonvod in voraos,” 
a3 
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Or, whaé worra is, 
Truth in prose, 
IN oxposo 
Your wickod wiles ; 
And tell paoplo 
Who may sloop iJ] 
Aftor your awoot muiloa, 
That aguo follows tho flores ſoror 
Of tho haarts you wins 
That you'ro like a lovely river, 
Which, bright outside, but cold within, 
Makoa tho bathor ahivor, 
a 


— 


STANZAS. 


— 
WRITTEN IN AN ALUM, 


I oaxwor tan thoso varied loaves 
Without a tow, without a sigh, 

Yot though my dorkonod spirit griovor, 
Loily-—I sanroo could toll thoo why, 


« Tantastic fool 1" tho fair ono anys, a 
« Such cavos aa thino I'll no'or tako part in, 
‘Tho griof your idiot Mugo diaplays 
Ja all ny oyo and Botty Martin," 


* 


APPENDIX 
or 


MISCELLANEOUS PAPERS. . 


BRIEF NOTES OF A BRIEF TRIP. 


"TH OVERLAND PASSAGE PROM BNOLAND TO INDIA. 


May 8, 1845.—Loft St. Ilollor's, Jovaoy, at $ to 10 a.m 
Touchod at Guornsoy at noon—Arrived in Southampton Dooks 
abt tod rw 

I mado tho passage in ile Wonder, a beautiful littlo fron 
stoamor of 140 horso powor—hor tonnago 400, Sho can bo 
mada to run 19 or 20 knots an how. Sho was seldom at much 
moro than half apood on our little tip, becauso sho had mot with, 
an aooidont which had slightly infwrod tho machinery, The 
onbing aro vory clogantly Attod up, and sho fs compact and com. 
fortablo, with two oxcoptions—ono is that tho pagsongor is obliged, 
in tho roughoat woathor, to pass up to tho dook from. tho ondd 
and divo down again to roach tho private bortha, whioh, at at git, 
ospoolally in rain and thiok daxknoss, is no trifling lhaquvonionod 5 
tho othor, is the oxtrome vibration, ogonstonod by hot elaochoing 
too amall in proportion to hor powor. , Tho passoygoys — 
aſſooloil with St, Vitne’s danoo and, aviton sonted nt tale; 

Uko no many Ohinoso figuros shaking thoir honda in niilgon, 





® This Journal may bo rogarded ass kort of aupplont to the Anglo⸗ 
Indian Paseugo, publlehod by Mosars, Maddon and Maloolm, London 
Tho places donoi lboil in that book aro horo oithor passed over altogothoy oy 
tonchad upon vory slightly. I mako no apology for tho oxtromioly sixpor, 
flofal oharaotor of thla Journal, for wliat aan bo axpaotod from tha notes of A 
travollor whirled ovor aon and ani with an almost bronthloas rapidity,? 
Tor advieo to overland travellers, and mumorous minute but anh dotutic 
Tyontura to roſor tho xoador to the Anglo· Incllan Passage, wie) 

* 


430 OVERLAND VASSAUI 
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Woary and half doad with sickness and catrome sold, wa wore 
all vory anxious (o got on shore, but tho Custom Tous officors 
and their Regulations are more rigid and severe ab Southampton 
than at any other English port, aud whon an ofeor camo on 
board, though he at once gave us porminsion lo land, he for some 
timo rofusod lo allow any pasnongor lo take a vingle article on 
shoro, oxovpt tho olothoa upon his back, an 1b was too Into to ro- 
eoivo and oxaming our luggayo ab tho Custom Tous. This 
OMicor wan a short, thick, yrizzlu-hoaded, abrupt, oonsaquential, 
vulgar follow, ‘ho sloward introducod him with * Horo’s tho 
gontlonan who will oxamino tho passangorn’ luggago,“ T'll 
oxaming no Inggago at this timo of night,” sald tho officer; “IJ 
only como to #00 that no passongor Jands with contraband goods 
abouthim.” Atlasi he conaonted, flier numerous and urgent on- 
tronties, to oxamino onrpet bags, that passongora might take their 
immailinto nocossitios on shoro with thom, A pasaongor, onqqui- 
ringly pointed to his portinantonu, in which woro all tho articles 
of his tollot ; ho had no carpot bag. 0m dd it DM oxamine 
that to-night,” anid tho Jack in oſſioo; 30 booauso tho unhappy 
pasaonger’s traps wore onolosoil in loathor instond of carpot, ho 
was provyonted from landing them, though ho had wishod to start 
by the fist drain for London on tho following morning, Anothor 
passongor was vory onrnost in calling spoaly attontion to his 
onrpot bag. ‘Tho offcor plangad a knowing hand into its miscal- 
Innoous gontonts. Altor diving to tho vory bottom of the bng, tho 
oMoial digits, ao woll praotisod in thoir duly, bronght up soveray 
onptiros, Inoxprossiblos, shirts and stockings, onch auooinotly 
rollod up, ono aftor tho othox, wore madd to unfold a talo of 
smuggling, Inf§o coro of ono roll was found n paokot of sogars, 
in anothor a pound of ton, and in a third, a pint of brandy. 
* You havo an clogant little supply of prohibited articlos in this 
bag, Sir,”? said tho ofleor, “and as tho bag is so woll stookod, 
T aupposo wo shall And your Jargor luggago turnoid to still boptor 
account, All thoso little articlos alrondy discovorod must go to 
tho Custom Touso, whore you can attond and olaim thom to- 


* 
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morrow. In the meanwhile, you may go on shoro with a Hightoned 
bag.” I novor in my lifo anw a man look so truly foolish and 
uncomfortable as our polty amugglor, Tlow strango, that for ao 
paltry an advantago or profit a man should risk so mortifying 
an oxposurol I do not bolioyo that our follow prssongor had ay 
oxolaonblo articlos in his larger pnokagos; but ho calculated that 
@ oarpot hag would cacapo oxamination. Tho gontloman who 
ownod tho portmantoan again urged tho officor to oxamino it, and 
enquired whothor thoro was any essontial difforenco hotweon a bag 
and a portmanteau, thal ono should be pasaod and tho othor 
stopped. “Don’t talk to mo, Six,” was tho answer, “ don’t talk 
tome. I go by the regulations,”” * 

Thad two favorite English larks with mo, and I wishod to 
tako thom on shore, as J was unwilling 10 loavo thom to 
tho tondor morey of tho cats on board, and o enreloss stoward. 
Tho officor at frat vefusod to pass thom, but whon it was vory 
rospootfully wrgad that ho could sco at a glance oyory corner of 
thoir ongos, and that their wings wore too amall to concoal articles 
of valuo, and their thronts too narvow to swallow pairs of Pronob 
glovos in walnut sholls, ho was graciously ploasod to put his, 
aign manual on tho cagos with a piooo of chalk. {0 rominged 
mo that thoro waa a duty on birds, but did not pross for pay- 
mont of it, Tlondod, and got into ay omnibus, which, ovon at 
that lato houy, was wating to tnko paasongors from tho stonmors, 
to tho difforont parts of tho Lown, A ourious illustration of thé 
sharp practise of the Custom Touao myrmidons waa presontod 
on this occasion, Mhon I arrived at tho hotel to which T had 
divootod the coashman to drivo mo, and was stogping out of the 
yohiclo, & man domanded tho duty for tho birds, It was only 
a fow ponoo. 

At 6 ofolagk,.a. at. ,tho following morning (Wodnosday, May 
7th) T visttod tho substantial wollsbuilt Custom Tlouso in tho 
dooks, and, I must say, that I found the offleors considorate and 
polite. ‘Tho oxamination of my trunks was vory superficial 
little moro than u mero matter of form, ‘Those pooplo scom to 
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Know almost intuitively whon it ts necossary to ha sovero and 
whon they may bo polite, A fow minutos aftor they hoi posrod 
my trunks go olvilly, they ovorhaulod anothor paaaongor’s pnok- 
agos with vory little coromony, ond thoix diaoovorios soon jus. 
tified thelr fraodom, 

Loft Southampton hy tho Fast Zrain ot II A. a. -arrivod at 
Nino Blms at } to 2p. at—tn loan than 3 hours! Chis fa tra 
welling indool! And yot, though J pnarod ovor tho ground 
with such amazing rapidity, thero was no aorb of discomfort, 
T oould xond a nowapapor's amalloal print, ov mark the poculiari 
ties of tho sconory, without tho lonst diMeulty, What clook- 
work oortainty of timo—what magtoal spood—whatl porfoot onso 
in this modo of travolling! It iq aortainly ono of tho grontost 
marvels and trtwnphs of this aciontiflo ogo s and yot, porhaps, 
thot which now oxoites our wondor, will in anothor contury ho 
thrown into insignifionnes by a thousand mightlor mirnolos* 

As thus, aftor my long absonco from Tugland, I smoothly 
glided, as ina elodgo, ovor tho Jovol iron rond, with auch onso 
and magical rapidity—from tho protty and chootfi town of 
Southampton to tho giontost oily of tho oivilizod world gayo 
way to ohild-liko wondor and child-like oxultation, What a 
quiok gucoossion of lovely Iandagapos grootod tho oyo on olthor 
sido! What o gardon-like air of untvorsal cultivation! What 
boautifid, amooth slopos! What groom, quivt mondewal What 
nich round troos brooding ovor thoi ailont ahndowal What ox- 





*or Rall-Rond travelling tho roality la quito, dierent from tho Iden 
that doedttptions of ft had lof upon my mind, Unpovtlont aa tis aorl of 
transit may ‘aootit*to somo tninie, J confoes I find It oxcite and anttaly tho 
imaglnatlon. Tho wondrous spood--tho quiak ohango of aoona—tha porfoot 
somfort—tho lifo-liko oharnotar of tho power in mation, tho invisible, and 
myatorious, and mighty atenm-horao, urged, and guided, and ohoakod by’ 
tho hand of soianoo—the eautlonarz, lang, alvitl whistlethe begutifdl 
grey vapor, the broatR of the great animal, floating aver tho folds by 
which wo pasa, somotines hanging alallonary for a momont in Ufe aby, and 
thon molting away like « vision—firnish auMotontly congonial amuadmont 
for a pootloal mindod ohaorror. * 
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quisito dark nooks and romantic lanes! What on, agpoat of 
unprotending happinoss in tho cloan cottagos, with thoir little 
wim gardena! Whatan air of tranquil grandow and rural 
lusury in tho noble mansions and glorious parks of tho British 
aviatoorncy ! Tow tho love of nature thrilled my blood with 
a gontlo and dolicious agitation, and how proud I felt of 
my dear native land! It is, indeod, n fino thing to bo an Dng · 
lishman. Whaothor at home or abroad, ho is mado conscious of + 
tho olaims of his country to rospoct and admiation, As I fod 
my oye on the lovoliness of Nattro, or turnod to tho miraclos of 
Artand Scionco on every hand, [ had always in my mind a s0- 
oxot roforonce to the effect which a visit to England must pros 
duco upon an intolligont and ohgorvant foroignor.* 


* In tho following triluto to the loveliness of my Native land, (seo the 
Rasay on Childvon,") T referred to my visit to England in the year 1824, 
Upwards of twonty yema ago!) The conaviousucss of my being equally 
opon to similar Improsafona in a more advanced porlod of life, makes mo 
rojoloo to think what oxquiaite foclings and associations may survivo the 
wrook of many hopoa, when ovon youth and health aro gono:— When T 
rovisited my dom native country, aftdr un abaonoo of many woary yonrs, 
and aftor a long dull voyage, my hourt was Mlocl With ufruttdinble “doliphie 
and admiration, ‘tho land doorhad & porfont paradise, Tt waa th the apring 
of tho yont, ‘Lho bine vault of heaven, over which woro soattorod a fow 
silver vlouda—tho oloar atmosphora—-tho balmy vornal broozo—tho quiot 
and plow oaqno oaltlo browsing on luxin iant vorduro, or atanding knoe-doop 
ina oryatal Inko-“tho bluo hills sprinklod with snow-white shop, and somo» 
thno paillally anadod with fvandorlng clouds—the moncown slowing with 
golden buttoraups and bedropped with dateloa~-tho trim hodges of orlap 
and aparkiiug holly--the sqund of near but ungoon ilvulets—anil tho songa 
of follage-hiddon bidg--tho white cottages almost buried amidat treea, like 
happy human nosts—tho ivy-coverod ohuroh, with its old groy spiro, * 
‘pointing up to hoavon,’ and its gilded vano gleaming inthe light—tho sturdy 
ponsanta with thoir Instruments of hoalthy tofl—tho whito-oappod m trove 
bloaching thelr nowly-washod garmonts 1h tho dun, and throwlng thom Uko 
snowspatahos on groon alopea or glosdy garden shrype—the aun-brownad 
village girls, resting idly on tholr round olbows at small open onscrnonta, 
tholy ooa in awoot kooping with the tialHeed flowora—tho rosy ghfldran 
loitoring about the cottage gates or tumbi{ng gaily on the warm grass ;— 
all formed a combination of onolinntmonts that would mook the happiest 
imitative offorta of hummn art! 

n$ 
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In travelling through the agricultural districts of England I 
wondored whore the pauporiam and misery wore hiddon, of which 
every ono has heard so much. I suy nothing of thom until [ 
entered the largo manufacturing towns, or their immodiata 
nolghbourhood, 

Whon J lookod at tho smiling cottages In tho country, J 
thought T sould live dolightodly on the smallest income, ina 

e soit of Arcadian ratiemeut, but whon I got into tho reatloss and 
mighty heart of the over-grawn motropolis af Hngland—of the 
woxld~-and witnossod the aigna of oagor toil and fovorish rivalry, 
and obsorvod tho doaporato stitygglos of go many thousandy of 
intelligont human beings to aupport a baro onimal oxistonco, J 
folt my own feoblonoss and insigpificanca, and agknowlodgod tho 
nooosslty of roturning to a ficld loss Aorecly gontoslod. "Though 
ovorwholmad with a zonsq ot tho guontuose ond, grondour of this 
unnivallod city—thongh, na au Bnglighman, Tam proud of ite 
mighty and otornal structures, and tho goniws, and ablonoo, and 
brevory, and virtuo at aro found within its comtloas walla— 
though Tam sonaiblo of ils ondloss varioty of attractiona for 
both tho frivolous and tho thoughifsl—I confogs it is not the 
pmtof tho world in which Tehowld bo boat plonsod io take up 
my bods for life, evon supposing that I possoayod tho goldon 
key which opons tha door to su many onjoymonts in a grant 
city, s 

Alay 20¢h.—At 3.2.x. plarlod ons more from the Southamp- 

tondpcka on my roturn to tho burning plaine of India. I om. 
parked on tho Groat Liverpool Tho Pilot loſt us in the ovens 

Ang off the Nogdloa, Whot o atsango climate ia this! = Whon 
wo ant down to dinner ab 4 2. a. thovo wae o hot aim above us, 
Whon wo loft tho tablo thao wns a hoavy’ fall of hail, with n 
olouded sky and a bloak north-oast wind, In tho morry month 
of May, too! 

21st-—Boautiful day—bright and balmy, 

221,-—-Dilto—dilto. 

23d.—Sightod tho Spanish congt oarly this morning, A, fino 
bold mountainous country—~plongant to contomplate andor any 
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olroumatances, bit ospecinlly from the dock of a vessel at gp, 
whon tho oyo is tired of moro sky and wator, 

Tho passongors havo not yot booomo socinblo, Thay know 
not each othors’ namos and profossions, nor indood is ow wor- 
thy Captain himaolf yot nequaintod with more than four or fiva 
of us. Tlowovor, two or throo of tho bolder faood of our party 
lalk protly frocly at monls, to a oirolo of allont listonovs and alose 
obaorvors, A military Captain to-day vonturod on dn old joko, 
and onquired if our Naval host know how it was that « Captain 
of a ship at son gould havo frosh oggs whonovor ho wished, 
Our good host was nonphissod and ropeatod tho quostion,  Be- 
caus,” roplied tho Military Joo Millor, ‘ho cnn always lay te 
(ivg)” o 

Tlow monotonous is lifo at son! Wo havo a fino oloar dack, 
‘but wo soon grow tired of tho samo monsmad walk ; and, how. 
over brlof tho voyage may ho, it always seoms too long, wnloss 
thoro {a lovemaking or coquetting botweon tho sexo, or mon of 
thought ond obsorvyation aud congoninl minds aro happily 
brought togothor. ‘Cho offloors of this ship, like thogg of most 
othor shipa, load a strango, dull tif, Thoy aoem only to Kill 
timo—to wasto oxistonco, von tho passongors thiemsolvos, 
howovor studious or oontomplativo of land, are gonorally idlo and 
yostloss at son. Bvory ono acoms to fogl unsottlod on ship-bonrd, 
avon those who spond their life-time on the wavos, A sailor 
appears to mo in tho obndition of n boing who 1s out of tho na 
turgl aphoro of sooial oxistonoo, A man who has beon ehut up 
in a jail on land for thirty yogrs, sooms hmdly to havo suffored 
es groator loss of lifo than tho sailor in his floating prison, A. 
more passongor on ship-board is almost always impationt of 
whatho fools to bo lost tine, A soa voyage is but a paronthopis 
in human lifo—q sortvof aside porlod nob to be cowited in 
tho gonoral swn total of daya; and months, and years; and oven 
anllora thomeolvos avo always looking towards tho ond of oach 
voyago, though it is only the boginning of anothor. 

Sighted Capo Finistorra nt noon.¢ 

Saturday, May 24,—Sightod all day tho “onat of Portugal. 
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One of the officors of the ship pointed ont to moa castle which 
he ealled the Alhambra, not knowing that the Allambra is in 
Andalusia, Téis astonishing that mon parsing the snmo atrik. 
ing objoote sovoral times in a yoar, and knowing how intorosting 
sorteat information about thom would ho to those who woro like. 
ly enough to aoole it from them, should bo aatisfod to continte fn 
natato of tho profoundost ignorance, Buta aon lifo sooms to 

* prostrate almost ovory man'a mind, and to auppross every sort 
of aolivity but that of tho body, I had books in my possossion, 
which [ should havo road with avidity and dolight on and, but 
I sould not fix my attontion npon thom nb gon, oven for a single 
how, although Thad roolly nothing olso to do, ‘Tho coast wo 
aro now passing is varied with eautifully shapod hill and dalo, 
and is dotted hove and thoro with small villagos; but thoro is 
sohrecly d ainglo treo, Passed tho Oriental stormor at somo little 
diatonco, Sho is cortninly a splondid vossol. 

Suaday, May 25.—Still running alono tho Porlugnoao const 
oxpeot to bo at Cibraltay to-morrow morning, Divino Sorvies 
on bomd, 

Monday, May 26.—Avchored off Gilvaltar } post 7 A. a, 
Tho ontranoo to tho stinit is highly intoroating, Variſſo on tho 
one kdnd and ‘Tangiois on the othor aro distinatly visible, Both 
tho Spanish and tho African conat avo bold anid hilly, but aomo- 
what barron, An ominanoo was pointed out Lo-me galled tho 
Quoon of Spain's Throno, tho hill on whioh It fa anid sho sat in 
oop anxloty during tho slogo of Gibraltar, until sho anw tho Spa- 
‘nidhfing hofetod on Uhe rock. Mny voatela from differoné parts 
of the world are: néw lying in thobay. Taro fe atill viatblo the 
wrook of the unforbnnate steamot AMiaaouri, thet was burnt to the 
wator’a odgo. Workmon ovo busily ongagod in doparnting and 
prosorving the timbers which tho waves protooted from tho flamos. 
Tho rock of Gibraltar, on approaching it from tho North-onat, lias 
tho apponranco of nn island, It is about 1480 foot high, ‘Tho 
bay is hoautifally onclosod with the hille of Spain, Africa, and 
Gibraltar, Opposite the toden of Gibraltar id the Bpaniah town 
of Albigoras, famous for its robbora. In Gibraltar wo observed 
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an odd mixture of nations—T'urks, Giecke, Arabs, Jows, Eng- 
lighmen, Americans, and Spaniards, British subjects born af 
Gibraliar aro not yory complimontarily nicknamed Jock Soor- 
pions. 

‘Wo visited tho oolohratod San Michael's Cave, in tho vast hol- 
low rock. Wo ontorod at a low narrow opening in tho sido of 
tho roole mountain, and passing somo ſiſtoon ox, twonty yards 
down a grodual but slippory doscont, found ourselves in avast 
aubtevtanoan onthedval, gooopad out and oarvod and adomeil by 
tho hand of Natio, bub #0 clogely rotombling the work of Art 
as almost to raison doubt whothor Nature could havo boon tho 
solo architoct, Tho brond and lofty stalactic columms, in many 
instanoos fluted with marvellous iogularity and prosision, and 
the grand thongh inegular gothic archos, assumo, in the impor- 
foot light of tho flamboau, tho ſindat possible aspect of a dim ro- 
ligious tomplo of immonsurable oxtont, It is impossible with a 
fow torches to pioroo the gloom of the dark passages that sur. 
yornd you at overy stop you tako, Somo of tho pillars hang 
only half way down from tho voof, which givos tho solid and 
wolghty frngmonts tho appoarante of mirdoulously posting on 
mid air, Othor columns riso six of oight foot only from the 
ground, and in tho darknoss visible startle ono oooogionally at 
with tho prosonco of mystorious living Aguros, allont and motion- 
lors, ‘Tho maving Uglits and shadows amidst tho vast, station 
ary, and ctornal ahapos sround, havo a myatioal offéot, nt onde 
anblime and mvful, Tho sloping stono floor, slippery from pot- 
polual drippings of wator frgm tho roof, oravos wary walking, 
ag you linyo not merely to drond n simplo bruise upon the stone 
if you fall, bub must run tho chonco of sliding down into somo 
black, doop, stifling cavorn, So many porsons havo lost their 
livos in oxploring’ thie davk aubtomancan tomplo, tliat an drdok 
hos boon isstod forbidding any porgon to onfor it without oxpa- 
rionood guides, and the rude door at the ontranoo is now uaually 
adourod with lock and kay. os 

Gibraltar is ostoomod a hoalthy plaos of residence, Tho 
women soon in tho atraots wear no bonnots, but throw a shawl or 
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Ligndkorehief over tho hond and a sonrlot olonk with a black odg- 
ing over tho shouldors, 

I was atartlod a Httlo to find tho aiveota of Cibraliny placard. 
od with tho Bills of Shoriden Knowles, wha aunounced a uorlos 
of Dramatic Looturos. I suppose ho will go noxt to Maltr. Tt 
was painful to sco & man of his talonta and roputation ondon- 
youring to support himsolé aa an itinorant locturor in a plaoo 
whore his morits aro so little likely to bo approvinted, But 
Bngland has too ofton incurred tho diagraoo of loaving hor mon 
of intellect in a stato of dostitution. 

This placo is choap onough, 1 saw all tho Lions of Gibral. 
tar at a cost of about six shillings. 

Tuesday, May 27,.—-Loft Gibraltar. Still caught a glimpao 
of tho Spanish const in tho morping, Onpo do Gata waa tho 
lagt point that wo saw of tho Andalualan Const, 

Gonstod Algovin (within ton milos of it,) all tho afternoon, 
Saw lights on shoro at night, Pho Mronch havo military posts 
all along this const, Whon I was at Ctibraltar, T pluokad » fow 
goraniums, which grow wildly and in groat abundanoo there, and 
aftor I had takon as many aa T wantod T obsorvod, for tho flrat 
timo, that the diamond had droppot out of my ving. T sonvchod 
for it amongst tho goraniums for nonrly a quarter of an hour, 
and thon gavo it up for loat, but tomy grout aurprize the Dootor 
of tho ship brought it to mo to-day, and told mo thet. litle boy, 
awaoping tho deck, had found ib in a hotp of duet and rnbbish, 
As, o aobofl ngninat this gratification, mother boy pulling out 
tho. drawqr of tho ongo too quickly, snapped tho Lone of the log 
of ong of any English skylarka, which I wna inking wut to India 
with much care and trouble, T wag edviaod tg Ill tho bird, but 
the Doctor at my roquost splintered the log, and, for a fow days, 
it promisod woll, but at Inst it was ovident that tho log had 
withored. Tho bird howaver, quite rasovorod its hoalth, and sang 
as froquontly and as choorfully as ovor. 

Wednosday, May 28.—I roso onrly (about 5 A. M.) and had a 
shaoutiful view of tho hold and variod const of Algarin, Wo 
voasionally sw small villages aud Frouch posts, At nino 
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o’olock in the forenoon we appronchal tho city of Algiors, Tho 
country in tho neighbourhood is richly fortilo and pidturosquo, 
‘Tho distant hills are covered with snow. Pho fine gioon land 
on tho son const, for some miles on oither sido of Algiors, is 
aprinklod with whito villas, tho rosidoncos of tho Fronch gontry. 
Thoso buildings have somothing of an Oriontal aspoot, but yot 
it ia rathor singular that acarooly any of thom, om pons of a 
yorandah, and nono of them aro vory boatafwlly bite ow mer 
ot. ‘Tho windows aro romarkably smal). 

ho town or aity of Algiors with its white houses ins tthe 
yvuptly up tho sido of a stcop hill At a dlatanca, out at son, 
it is liko a hugo chalk quarry in tho sido of tho mountain, ‘The 
hovgoa aro all of stone, nvo vory closoly packod togothot, and 
look na if thoy woro cut out of tho solid rock, 

No opon atrect is visible from tho son. It would goom as if 
tho builders had loft no room for ono, On the wholo, Algiors 
is porhaps tho moat romarkablo looking city in tho world, It 
was takon by tho French, I think, in 1830 undor Mavshall Bor- 
gonud, Tt was battorod by Lord Hxmouth in 1816. 

Tho little barbaric fishing boats with their, white Tettoon salle, 
fly about in all dirogtions ovat tho luo waves aa thiok, na, butioy- 
Mos in» garden, and as thoy ‘shino brightly in tho ann, ‘maiko’ iio 
wholo scone pooullarly allvo and ohoorful. Our Captain (MoLootl) 
vory kindly kopt tha vossol protty alouo to the shore,to gratify us 
with a good vlow of Ah ond, the day boing cloax and buight, 
doono wag oxtromely “dolightful.* ‘An Dugliahman onnnot holp 
onyying tho Fronoh nation tho poasosaion of this rich country 
and dolictous olimalõ. It is thot India, and a fax more agroonblo 
qno than ours, on account of its superior healthfulnoss and ils 
proximity to their home. 

Thursday, May 20.—Tho Capinin gontinyos, to, make ‘ “4opst: 
ing voyago, I told him that 8: iy of tho Orjontal wont straight 
through tho middle of tho M torvanogn. Ho xopliod that, ho 





® Sinoo thia was wrilton, tho Livorpool has eon weogked, and poor 
Mao Laodd has put an ond to his axistertoo, 
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proforved the conating vayngs, not only boonuao it was more in. 
toroating lo his passongora, but because ho conld avo hia way to 
a milo, aud was sholtorad by tho land; besides na tina worth 
apenking of was lost, and he mado, the voyaga a ploasuva tip 
to ‘hig possongore, by progonting thom with a suvcoasion of land 


viows, . 


‘This aflornoon wo pnased the boundary that separates ‘unis 
from Algorin, It was juat before wo cama abronat of tho island 
of Galita, of which wo had a viow at a distaneo of 12 or 14 
iniles, ‘ho country now in aight ix sandy and baryon, but bold 
and hilly, It is for loss intovosting than that of Algoria, ‘Tho 
baro sand is somotimos soon to oxtond to the vory aummits of 
tho hilla, Wo pnasod closo to tho woll-known youks onllod the 
Two Brothers, * 

Maura, Friday, May 30-—~Arrival hore at: about 6 p. af 
aftor coasting tho slstor Island of Gono, a miserable mound of 
stono, covered horo and thoro with an inch or two of adil auro- 
fully protested by walls or torracos, withont which tho rains 
would wash it into the sea, ‘Tho ponaanta’ huta ave built of 
loose whito stones hoaped ono upon tho other, Not a troo is to 
bo soon in any dircation-—nothing but a fow hlaak shrubs wsod 
for flrowood., Tho placo is a thinly inhabited donort, droary bo- 
yond oxprossion, ‘his island is only separated (rom Malta by 
a narrow channel, Maltd itsolf has just tho samo molnncholy, 
sun-burnt, baro, dosoré charnetor, unapgaknbly choorloas nnd 
wrotchod, witil you arrive off tho town, whih is vory striking, 
and atho harbours aro quito magniftoont, Tho town ia singularly 
clonti, thd -vory substantial, in kooping with tho nont and atrong 
fortifontions by which it is prolootod. The atranger whon ho 
is about to lonvo tho vossol for tho shore’ should, huvo all hia with 
about him, ‘Tho Maltoso boatmen, poworfl and native follows, 
in thoir strong woll-built boats crowd about tho voasol and oon- 
toat for passongors ng in an affeir of lifo ond death, Thoir 
fioraa strugglo makes it a porilous and troublosome mattor to 
got into ono of tholr bonta, for in their intense ongernoas to 
obtain the prizo, thoy foatle cho another, olnshi tlieie bonts toga- 
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thor, and troat tho passongor so roughly, somo pulling him ono 
way and somo anothor, that ho almost fanoios himaolf at tho 
moroy of #0 many savage bonste of proy, who look ns if they would 
tou him limb from limb, This struggle boing oarriod on amongst 
u crowd of boats, tho passongor has a good olinnoo of losing his 
footing and folling into the zon. Pho look of bittor disappoint- 
mont and doapair which tho unsuoooasful bdéatinon waar aftor the 
atrifo is ovor is quite pathotio. Mondy mudt bo gainod with. 
diffoulty indood, whore a fow coppors aro ao florooly fought for, 
and whore tho loss is so aovoroly folt, 

I wont on shore with a small party at aovon p. at, Wo paid 
Ad. onoh fox tho boat, Tho bontmon waited and watched for us, 
without ordors, till twelve at night, and unluckily wo had hired 
a boat of another bontman for ow: roturn, recommondod by an 
officor on shore, ‘Tho distross of tho disappointod hoatmon was 
oxtromo, Ilovwovor, wo comforted thom with a promiso lo ongago 
thom tho noxt morning. All tho boats are numborod, and tho 
Poltoo rogulations regarding thom aro vory atrihgont, 

Wo visited tho thoatwo, a not inologant odifico in tho intovior, 
though tho outside and tho ontranae avo moan enough, AlPronoh, 
oonjuror was porforming after the fashion of tho Wiaard of the 
North, and many of his tricks wore vory ingonjous and surprid- 
ing. ‘Cho pit ohargo is cightoon ponoo, In tho pit, which was 
donaoly crowdod, thore wore malos only, but in the boxos, which 
wore rathov thinly attgided, thors was a sprinkling of female 
faoos. Somo of tho women woro romarkably handaomo in o 
vory nablo style of beanty—finoly turned honds, olonr complox- 
jona, doliantoly poncillod oyobrows, largo dark oyos, and, upon 
tho wholo, an Italidn onst of countenance, 

Wo ramblod idly but gaily about tho stroots, onjoying tho no- 
volty of walking on tho flrm stonos and tho sonso of fresdoni+ 
Wo wore tired onough of rogking on the waves and troading, 
day aftor day, with wnoortain foot, the sayne few narrow planke 
and slooping in wooron boxos, ‘ho stroots woro almostpitch 
dark, axoopt that horo and thore, at long and irroguldr intervals, 
a fow dim Inmnps glimorod foobly through the gloom, Ragsod, 
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rufflan-facod, broad-shouldorod, dark-browod, blaok-whiskovod, 
susploious-looking follows, lottorad about in all dircotiona, moot 
ing us at ovory copnor, and domanding alma, in a tone that sound. 
od tgo liko the unploasant altornativo of * your monoy or your 
Uto.“ A solitory ond unarmed strangor would feol uneomfort- 
ablo in auch oncounters in tho “ dond waato and iniddle of tho 
night,” In ovory stroat thore was a ooſſoo house, and most of 
thoso places of rofrashmont wore opon, I bolivvo, all night, For a 
ponny you can havo a vory good sup of ooſſoo, amoking hob. 

Ab on opon cngomont wo saw ono of tho most oolobratoil 
pourtozans of tho island—a splondid spoofmon of Maltoso 
Donuty, Had sho poascasud tho inostinable attrnotions of mo- 
desty and virtuo in addition to hor physionl graces sho would 
havo hod all malo wimarriod Malta at hor fect, Sho had tho 
most, majaatio, ſoym of and I ovor behold in a Jiving woman, 
opiatho.Snostioyon iy, tho world, Sho hold an opon lottor in ono 
hand, and o candle in tho othor, so that wo had a good viow of 
hor. Who could holp rogrotting that ao fino a apooimon of 
human flosh and blood showld ho degraded by tho baavat and 
most unhappy of oll profossiona? = Sho hoakonod to wa to onter 
lov hougo, but our party all rolurned in a moralizing mood to 
the Bhogmno, Thora woro viding at anchor within a fow yards of 
We 9 Bdigun Higato, the Jnconstant, a vosaol of oxtrome bonuty, 
and a lino of battle two-ddokor, tho Vormidablo. 

+ May $1.—Lmmodintely aflor broakfasy Capt D, Dr, My and 
yadlf vont on shox, to aoo all tho Liona, and make tho moat of 

t it v@Vo,woxo delighted with the view of tho olty by day. 
Night. 4. Ag Qans.bd, mgro,,plopursaque ond choorful thon tho 
stroots of Malti Dhoy at eqngthinghotwroea Venotion nnd Orion- 
tal in thoir gougral agpoct, Tho lousms are all built of a kind of 
ohalky gtono, tho produce of Malta, and which is noyar discolored 
by tho woathor. It is accordingly tho olonnoat and most substantial 
of citloa, sow no huts, All the houses wore of wdecont aizo 
ond apporrance, ‘Tho atroats aro tolorably, wide,.and tho houses 
genorally of a gooil height, ae 8 profusion of; aroh{tootural pr- 
nemang, ‘Tho windows of tho uppor floors usally projoot and 
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form a sort of balcony. Tho stroots avo soldom on a doad lovel, 

Int gonorally run up or down short but stoop slopes The pot 
gpectives of almost all tho abroots prasont oxquisilo studios for 
tho ortist, and if Proub woro hore ho would bo in raptwros, 

Somotimos a long richly oxnamontod stroot onds in a patoh of 
intongoly bluo sky, ov a glimpso of the purplo Moditerranonn, or a 
hasy distant hill, and tho oloor o¢rultary sky dhoyo.all,, 'Lho 
cotntlosa variotios of costume add groatly to the platiranqtiotigay · 
of tho scone. Scotch warriors, with hugo horse-hair daps: aud 
havo logs, minglo harmoniously with tho moro grasofully gars 
montod Crooks, and grave Turks in thoix long flowing ‘trowsors 

and whito voats and rod folt onps or tarbooshos, and (swarmihg 
like ravona about thelr proy,) tho Maltoso priosts, with thoir broad 

block hats and dark garmonts onsting thoir ominous shadows on 

tho white walls. ‘Tho plaoo is overrun with those latter sable 

gontry, Phoir dark figuyos atartlo ono at ovory turning of thir 

othorwiso choorful sity, It ls ono comfort that tho aity wolls 

avo whito, and tho sky is oloay and blue above them,’ so that, lot 

auporatition do its worst, it cannot wholly sipprgsain the mds 

of the pooplo thoao livolys impwledg’ whieh ota sherlaliga Vy / thho 

sight of ploavant obſoots in naturo of in art, ’ Tho RomannOgy 
tholio Churchos ore all dlaboratoly ornamontod, prosonting » 

dibiking contrast to thé now Protostant Church, built chtoflysnt 

tho oxponat of Adolaldo, tho Quoon Dowager. Thig- ahturdnntay 

indood, shifplérnnd unndornod, but woll aulted tothe Aiglantot 

which {§ ts tho temple, 1b is largo and oommaiions, ond in ox- 

collont’ tasto, With thoxcoption of the windowa, which aro small 

find private-houss-lgoking, if I may so oxprosa myself, 

‘Wo visttod Civitn Voochia. This oily at noon is like o ajty 
of tho dond, Its inhahitants avo all asloop, and al) the hongos 
closcd. ‘Bat at Valotta tho pooplo cara loss for thall alosta-s 
avon int tho rhiddloof tho day thoro is a orowd and bustle in tho 
atraotz. ‘Tho catacombs of Olvita Veechia axo moraly long 
subtorrinoous passages out out of tho solid rook, not.widasenough 
to wihiitt Wwoporsone abroast; and pot always higheoriotigh for a 
4iR-mancto Wold stooping, Bhoy-oxtend-foy-saveral rallos, and 
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a stranger may onsily lons his way whavo difforont passages moos, 
Thoy oro so dark at mid-day, that it is necessary, in thronding 
auch disngreonblo wndorground Innos, to bo woll suppliod with 
torches, Tero and thoro n onvo is out in tho sido of tho pnasngo 
fox tho gravos of tho dond. Somotimes you sco a sort of family 
yoult, with tho borths distinctly out for the father, tho mothor, 
and tho ohildron. Noar tho entacombs is a woll built church, 
-tho walls of which avo profuscly oovorod with the wrotohod 
daubs of somo Maltoso artists. ‘This church haa « fine domo, 
and ig cheorfully lighted. Ib has also a handsomo marble pavo- 
mont, But its monumonts aro in the worst taste, ‘Tho vulgay 
fanoy of voprononting Donth as n hidoons akolofon fa illustrated on 
overy tombstone in rudo mosaic werk, and tho plotorial roproson- 
tations of Josus Christ on tho oross, aro shooking imagos of 
prostration of spirit and agony and dospain, hay make ono’s 
Dloodaria cold to look aé thom, and ato vory far from boing 
oaloulatod to cloyato tho mind with » sonso of tho sublimo pati- 
onoo of a aufloring God, 

Wo visited tho Covornor’s country palace and garden. Tho 
formor rominds ono of a Caloutin mansion, 1b was quite opon 
to tho public, and wo wore shown into tho most private rooms, 
if any of thom could bo anid to boar that charactor, ‘Tho furnl- 
turo was simple in tho qxtromo and not vory abundant. Pho 
Govornor (Sir Patrick Stowart) visite tho honao ggnorally of au 
oyoning, and sometimes aponds the hot sosgon thore. Pho gardon 
is ‘much better worth looking at than tho houao, and it doos 
grént *rodlt «to tho caro and ekill bostowod upon it, ‘ho aoil 
(brought,'T supposo;frdm Siolly,) is deopor thyn T saw tt on any 
othor paré of the felattds? Tho loquat wis flourishing In this 
gordon, ond I aaw somo fino chotrios, Thoro“ woro also somo 
pomegranate troos in blossom. Tho clogant gingor troo with its 
dolionto loaves, I saw horo, for tho frat timo, 1 think, in my lifo, 
Tho bonona doos not flourish in this olimato; tho fruit is 
oxtromoly small, Orangos, grapos, and figa ove abundant, Ina 
Hi¢tle tank at the bottom of tho gordon I recognized the Indian, 
jobaba isis gardon is quite on onsis in tho desert. Tho eurround- 
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ing country is hidoousty barion, and af noon the intonso glaro of 
tho whito ronda is oxeoodingly distrossing, A. moro misorable 
jslond, as far aa its natural qualitios aro concerned, was novor 
inhabited by man. A fow flolda of sickly whoat and bailey 
aro, hero and thora, eulivated with gront care and trouble, tho 
inch anda half of vogotablo soil boing soayeoly distinguishable 
amongat the stonos with whiclt it ig mixod.’ ‘The,.planyatlopted 
hore of prodorving tho procions grdins of soflemthy ihingoohtin 
of dustby walla of piled stono is in tho Ohinoso stylom Tt 
outs up a country with sharp linos that quite dostroy any natural 
bonuty ib may happen to possess, Tlowevor, it is of little conso- 
quonoo what tho ‘pooplo do with tho faao of nature in Malta, 
Thoy cannot mako it worse, Sho country looks as if it had beon 
talon otornal possession of by plague, postilonce, and famino. 

To givo o atranger an agrooablo impression of Malta ho ought 
not to bo lod boyond ils beautiful harbours and fortifications, 
and tho ‘clean and pictuvosquo stroots of Valottn, Tho only 
dirty things’ visiblo in tho town are the boggara, and thoad arg 
impudent and innumornblo, Thoir importinitios nyo quito dis- 
traoting ; nothing but a throat ox & blow oat réliogd yousfean 
their attondanco. From hoary rogues of oighty to little ounhing 
rasoals of a tWolvo-month old, they avo all equally troublesome, 
porsovering, and importinont f 

Our ourlogty lod us to tho chursh of Sts Tobn, whore wo , 
anw tho tomba of tho Gyand Mastors and Kuights, hig chupdh, 
Ja doooxubod in:a vulgar atylo, but still, from its siao nnd gonoral 
appontation, it {s rdthqr improssive, ‘Cho monuments aro in gove- 
rol instancos vory striking, but ravely tastoful. 

Moat of tho paintings, of which tho Maltoso aro vory proud, 
avo abominable daubs, but thoro aro two or throo fino Oarru- 
vogaio’s antfongeby thio Wo' saw sovoral young womdn in tho 
confoséiondléshdinid of thom vory protty, ho sight of thoso 
young fomnlos whisporing thoir most sooret throughts and 
misdoods into tho cara of mon, porhaps logs puro and? rire: frail 
than thomsolvos, was oxtromoly paisful, and suggested a varioty 
of Images and roflootions, by no moans oompllmoentary to a uys · 
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tom of roligton which trusts so much to man’s imporfoet nature, 
and onoroaolios on the jurisdiction of his Gatl. 

Wo noxt visited tho Governor's houso at Valotia. Wa mot 
him just loaving his door for his ovening vido, and having ox. 
changed bows, wo look possossion of tho rooms ho and the Indiog, 
of hia family had just quitdod. JTis howao is indeod an opon 
ono. Moro birds of pasaogo and porſoot slrangors aa wo word, 
tho scivyants introduced us, without ordey or tickob of any kind, 
into ovory apartmont in the houso. Oux namoa oven wore nol 
demanded. Tho Govornov’s privalo study, with opon lottors 
cavolossly scattered upon tho tablo, was as froo to ua as zho outor 
voiandah. It struck us ng vory odd, that to Governor should 
thus consont to bo deprived of allytho comforts of domestic prl- 
yaoy, and allow his sitting room, dining-room, bod-room and bax 
thing-room, to bo oritigizad by atrangora of all vtinks, charactors, 
and oouditious. Ono of tho Inrgost of tho npartmonts waa hung 
with wich and ourious drapory, but thoro was no attompl at 
magnificonoo in tho furniture, A. small tablo was just laid out 
for tho Crovornor and his funily in a vory almplo atylo, 

Whilo wo lay in harbour at Malta, wo wore surrounded with 
Donts, somo waiting for hire, othors bringing for anlo ornaments 
neatly, oub in Malta stono, straw hats, canarios, fruit, de. do, 
Int xonto of tho boats wore govoral oxport divors, ongor to oxhibit 
thor kill and courago for a vory trifling romuporation, A 
He Maltoso boy, about oight yours of wgo, with cloan compnot 

2 gud a quick intolligoné countonanoo, particularly atlnatod 
efi Tio dived from ono sida pf the atoamor, pasaod 
andor tho bottor and Yoso up on tho othor sido ng n aort of gin 
tuitous oxhibition of ifs powdra, If any paaaongor doairod litm 
to vopoat tho proaoss, ho prossod his hands togothor, hold thom 
downwards, looked stondily at tho wator, and oxolaiming, I 
go,” took his fishliko trip without a momont’s hoaltatlon 
Small coins, such as silvor throo-ponny piooos, word thrown Into 
tho son. ‘ho hoy looked fixedly in the dirootion in which thoy 
gank, and aftor thoy had gowd dowa sovoral yords he plungod 
info tho ator and brought thom up again, To hovow mlauod 
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hia aim, Onoo ho mounted on the shouldor of a man, and thus 
connoelod, tho boy and tho man divod into the sen togothor and 
brought up a silyor fourponny pioco thrown in by a passongor, 
Porlinpa tliouo fonts may not soom particularly wondorful to 
othora, bué to mo thoy wore aortainly novol and surprizing, 

June 2de—Faiy wind and. fino woathor, 

June 3do—Lovely day: fely wind still, Thormomotor 70, 
Expoot to ronoh Aloxandvin to-morrow about 3 o’dlgok, iy, tho, 
afternoon. , 

June Atio—Bonutifnl day again, but tho wind is right a-hond, 
which will mako our arrival ab Aloxandria much lator than wo 
oxpoeted, ’ J 

June Gih—Wo arrived at Aloxandrig in tho oroning. Boforo 
sunsot wo had an intorosting vlow of tholand, It is pmticularly 
low, In approaching it you soom to bo almost conscious of a 
dopcont, It looks as if it woro lowor than tho wator, ‘Tho first 
objoot diatinguishablo was not Pompoy’s Villar, a8 1 hail oxpoot- 
ad, bué the now Light Tlouso. Pompoy’s Pilloy boing rathor of 
a dingy huo was not strongly relioved againgt. tho Jay sky, but 
lightor colored buildings gloamed out brightly {n,thg sig » Ab 
last as wo appronghod a little noavor to tho land, to tho right of 
tho Light Tougo, tho most oolebrated pillar in tho world booame 
imly discornible to tho sirainod oye, ‘Who son const of Bgeypt 
ia barron andl desolate, ‘Choro was a“ yallow haxo on tho low 
sandy shorg Phat Jooſchil hot ag tho infornal regions, and saomeil 
9 conganiol atmoaphoro for plaguo and fever. Whon wo got into 
tho harbour, the appontance of tho stony city—tho largo public 
buildings—tho Pasha's Turkish floot—tho varied costumos of 
tho pooplo (Franks, Twks, and Bgyplians) prosontod a livoly 
and Interesting scono, . 

The be art tho, fig, orowd thickly round tho,stoqtnor, 
and the baiman look out as anxloualy for a fare as if their lives 
Aoponded. upon their luck. Whenovor a passangor appears aé tho 
aido Jaddor of the stoamer thoro is a dondly siruggle for his ous- 
fou. - Ono boatman siozas his porgon, anothor his,onypot bag, 
Apothor his, atiok or wubrolle., These sovaral.praportios aro ro- 
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tainod oa plodgoa of or soouritios for the favor of the traveller, 
who, if he wishos fo avold disappointing such xonlous frionds, 
must divide himsdlf into soyoral piocoa and give o share to onah, 
Tho pasongor nt last usually losos his tompor, assorte hia indo. 
ponilonco of lection, and lays his hand protty heavily on tho 
skull or back of tho mast imporlinuato of hia Woublora, With 
a free application of blows and throats, ho avontnally snecoads in 
aolooting a boat, and in rocovering tho goods unlawfully with. 
“hold, and most roluotantl ly returned, 

Tn going from tho stonmor to tho shove I obacrvod tho oxtra. 
ordinary rosplendonco of that phosphoric light which givos such 
boauty to tho son ab night in hot climatox Tho onra of tho 
yowors scomod to raiso up and goattor rich honps of liquid motal, 

Wo did not roach tho shoro before 7 o’elock, 'I'ho florconosg 
and shifo and bluster of tho Arab boatimon about our atoamor 
word at lonst oquallod by tho porters and donkey-boys on tho 
Innd, At laat 1 got quiotly sontod on an Tgyptian doukoy, 
and mado tho bost of my way to tho Ifotol do l'Muropo, a 
part of which building ia appropriated to the offeo of tho 
Poningular and Oriontal Company’s Agent nt Aloxandria, Wo 
horo oxhibitod our pasango tickota and roagived ndditional doou- 
monta, Wo wore told that wo should staré noxt morning at 6 
dock on ow way to tho Nilo and tho dosort, Wo lind a hot 
suppor and wont anrly to Bod, hoonuao wo had early to rigos but 
tho howling of doge, tho braying of gonkoys, tho quarrals of 
mop, Womon, and children, combined with tha oxcitomont of ngt 
Yalty ngthio sagaulta of musquiloos, allowed mo no opportunity 
fo aval miysalt of 

LPitsd Naltona Woot fonttivor, balmy aleop, 


Friday, June Cth—-At 6 o'clock A. M., I trotted off on my 
little donkey to got a sight of Cloopatrn’x Nacdlos. ‘Mho dis- 
tanoo was not more than 8 ov 10 minutos’ rido from tho Toto, 
and yol I was tho only passongor who had the aurlosiiy to vielé 
fhowo intorosting romaine gf antiquity. ‘Tho ono that atill 
Stands oroot is a good doal worn by tho wind on ono aldo where 

a 


OVENLAND PAGSAGD. 449 


the htoroglyphics avo almost wholly oblitorated, and the surface 
of tho hard granite is as amooth as if it had boon partially wash 
od away by the porpotual dashing of tho seas, ‘Che Noodle now 
standing is ono solid block of gtono. Luokily it sooms to havo 
eon loss notiood by our own countrymen and othor travellers 
than Pompoy’s Pillar, Not o ajnglo namo is insoribod on it in 
white paint or black, and {ts gonoral boruty is ln no, dogroe in. 
jurod, oxcapt by tho hand of timo or tho atticks df thé slonibitss 
ho brokon ptostrato Noodle {fs half govorod with darid, « tte 
uppor aldo forms a broad path from ono hillock to anothor, An 
old Egyptian woman was sweoping it with a broom of roods, 
She was just like’, Bongal motrannoy, Thoso intorosting folida 
of tho past aro ina kind of qpolosed squavo, tho four sidos boing 
formed of tho misorable mud huts of tho Pasha’s feat. Tho 
pooplo doſſlo tho immotiato neighbourhood of tho columns in a 
moannor unaporkably offonsivo, but which has porhaps prosorved 
thom from the injury which thoy might havo sufforod from pays 
thos of trivollors if thoy had boon tomptod to lingor idly about tho 
place. ‘Tho Pasha is aftor all a maro aavago silll}.omhe’ would take 
wv litélo more care of tho ruins of andlont art whih Smpart ao pod. 
Hay on intorost to the Land of Dgypt in tho oyos of foroigners,... 

Tho poorer olaasos of thé Dgyptiau women gonorally wonr only 
a single patticowt of vory ooarao bluo llnon, rosombling, in its logo 
and shopoloss character, tha bathing drosa of tho womon in“Hings 
land. Vho Dgyptian pattioont.is anon at tho broast and hangs 
io loosoly ahout tho porson phag‘a-modest woman must bo cnvofitl 
of: hay dtttindos, if quo would avoid oxposing hor wholo poraon, 
Pow Duropoan atrangors, howovor, would dosire to 800 more of 
thom than tho fade, for tho pooror womon of Bgypt, who aro 
always much oxposod to tho olimato, aro like the samo, olnan oF 
fornales xbuspthor shote climates; oxtromoly ugly. Some ofttlia 
womon here> wont azort of aonnsa, Plaolc voil atvotohing across 
tho face Just wider tho eyes, and hanging down ino long pack, 
like a blaok board or the bruule of an olephant Those wifo can 
affords a little ornament lave a gqidon clasp to, aupport-tho voil 
fn councotion with tho hoad-droas, 2 Whon? thatels doomed loo 
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oxponsivo, a little cloth or tapo band answora tho purpaso, and 
oxtonda down the noso, leaving tho oyos uncovorod. ‘Iho Tpypti- 
ang have, always boon fond of ornamont in drosa, and tho wivos 
of oven yory poor people who can hardly support oxislonoo, avo 
adtnotimos ornamontud with the gold link or olaap to which I 
hayo alluded, I saw a f{n¢ Indy, apparontly a porsonago of somo 
Gongoquenco, rido aorosa tha gront squaro on a donkey. What 
a hidoous bundlo of blnelt clothos! Sho squatted astride on tho 
animal, Buriod in her funoroal-looking out-of-doors dross, hor 
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oyos alone wore visiblo. 

Board and lodging at tho Tlotele nt Aloxondria avo charged 
at 10 shillings a day—oxclusive of wino and apixita. A bottle of 
champaigno is 8 shillings—-a bottlg of boor 2 shillinga—of soda 
wator 1 shilling, Por the boat that took: mo from tho stonmor 1 
paid tho usual ohaxgo of 1 shilling, y 

At 6 o’oloak omnibusses wore at tho door of tho IIotol to inke 
ua to tho Mahmoudoo Cana), a fow minutos drive. 

Wo passed Pompoy’s Pillar in our way. ‘Tho donkey boys 
onllit Bomby’s Billar, Tho immortnl namo of William Button 
is insoribod upon it in gigantio black lottora, Our luggago, with. 
out any oaro or trouble on our part, had boon alroady placod on tho 
roof of tho Canal boat. ‘This boat I found moro comfortable 
thin I oxpootod to find it, which was owing to its nob boing so 
ovowdod with prasongors as it usually is, Wo could move about 
in its but atill tho hont was drondful, arg tho lablo ill-suppliod. 
Bvory thing was ill-drossod and dirty, and tho provlatona huddled* 
togothor in all corners, nnd with an wttor disrogand of oll dosont 
and néoosdary diatinctions, Soft tarts and puddings wore oruali- 
ed by tho woight of aubstantiol joints aoofdontalty Loaprond 
with fruits and oustarda, and tho most incongruous and hatofal 
mixturos of gravioa and sancos and uneongonial liquids of nll 
Kinds. Owr boat waa tuggod along for somo distanoo by a little 
stonmor (not the Lilipntian vossol with tho Archimedean sovow) 
but tho canal soon becamo so shallow thal wo were obligad to 
Aisponso with hor sorvigos, ang contont ourselves with tho aselat- 
ande of cight Arab horaos on tho bank. Evory now and thon 
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our progross was impodod good donl by vossols in onr way, 
though our Arab Captain always bronthed forth a promonitory 
announoomont of his approach through » long tin trumpet. Wo 
had breakfasted hurricdly on shore, but took a socond breakfast 
on tho boat, for which thoro was no chargo, Winos, which woro 
takon protty frooly in tho course of tho day, woro put down in 
tho bill, A bottle of claret cost soven shillings—a bottle of 
soda wator two shillings. A  gontloman who hod porhaps taken, 
a drop 400 much foll oyor-board, and would surely havo boon 
drowned, had ho not haon onught by the clothos by a follow pas- 
aongor a8 ho floated undor tho side window. 

Arrived at Atfod nt 9 littlo altor 8, P, at, Tho passongors and 
tho bnggago wore at onoo trapsforrod to a stonmor called tho 
Nile on tho othor sido of tho look, Tho riyor Nilo has not boon 
go low, thoy any, for six yours past, as itisnow, Tho Vile 
stoamor is comfortable onough, though very small, and hor 
ongines, though on a miniature acalo, aro oxtromoly boantiful, 

June 6th.—Arvivod at Cairo at about 6 o’olock, A. M, Tho heat 
ia intonso, An old Arah assured mo that tho hot woathor usually 
chooks tho plague, ‘Thore had beon no oaao of plague at Alox- 
andria or Cairo for six months past. Tho Pasha lins ately 
widonad some of tho stroots of thoao oitios, and has dono his 
host to miko his dirty countrymon keop thom olonu. 1 hava 
dosoribod Cafro in my published Ovorland Guido, ao I shalt ray 
nothing moro about this oity hora, 

Jind Téh—'itho Proow'sor having arrivod ob Suog, ond in 
talligonoo of hor arriyal having boon communicated by tolograph, 
‘wo wore obligal to hwry on, We started this day from Cairo 
at } past 9, A. at” My thro larke were cnvofully Inshod on tho 
roof of ono of the vang, which 1 had chosen for mysolf, and -flvo 
othor pnsaongors, ‘Two or throo of tho vans only aro on O apritiga, 
Tho ono I aoourod wos the boat, and was drivon by Mr. Til, tho 
English hoad coachman, ‘Cho vaus aro much improved, Mr, 
Thornton, landlord of the Jfotel at Cairo, told me that-ho was 
afraid to rocommond tho O spring, vans, for Uho ,apring of thoso 
somotimos gave why, bul wo took our chanso, and mot with no 
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acotdont, Our van was vory casy, and wo had no sorions jolt. 
ing, Tho hoal wns intolovablo botwoon 12 and 4 o'sloek of tho 
day, bub ib was cool onough at night. My birds, in spite of the 
motion ‘of tho vehicle, and tho hoat of tho sun, sang tho wholo 
woy unth nightfol, It was pleasant to honr English larke from 
vich clovor folds singing in tho baro dosort, 

Wo took tiffin at Station houso No. 4, and dinod at No, 6, 
«Which wo reached at 9 o’clook. Wo slopt at No. G, and started 
noxt day at in the morning, . 

June 8thy——Arrivod nt Zuon. What poor, ſilthy im! Tow. 
evor, thoy aro now building a large pucka ono at this place fov 
tho accommodation of Oyoxland ‘Lrayollors, Ono of tho Indios 
going t6 wash hor hands discovorg? a putrid mouso in hor watoy 
jug. Tho ontmal must havo boon a wook doad, Our bronkfast 
was abominablo, with the oxception of a :tolorably fat goose, 
Eivoy thing else was aa bad og it could bo, Tho wator was 
undrinkobly brackish, 

Loft Suoz at 8, A. af 

Monday, Juno 9th.—Saw Mounts Torob and Sinai from the 
Rod Son fiom tho deok of our good atoamor Prooursor. 

June L0th.— Strong northorly brooza, 

June 11th.—Northorly breozo continuo, 

Juno 12th—Novthorly braozo oontinnos. ‘Thormothotor at 86, 

June 18th.——-Northorly broono continues, 

Fund 14th.—This morning at 4 past nkie wo anchored off tho 
magnifloont hoighta of Adon. TI onll tho hoighta magulfldont, 
aitd"fioy, avo go, on nooount of thelr noblo, outlines, but tharo ts 
toarooly a blade of atnss upon thom. Thovo 1a vn sort of dosert 
shrib, almost g thistl, thinly*sonttored ovor tho anndy plain on 
which tho inn atatds, ‘Tho gonarel apponmnea of tho plain ts 
dreary and voloanio, Tho mountains aro on mighty heap of 
cinders. Tho bay is noblo in its Inondth, but the watoy is 
shallow. Wo tried when on land to sloop at night out of doors, 
‘but the wind was too hot, and towards morning it onmo in ſtoroo 
guste, thet scomod t6 throatpn tho destruetion of tho ina, and 
out our fagos with small oindors and sand and brokon sholls, 
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Our young mon ag usual indulgod thomeolvos in foolish follifloas 
tions, ond reoklossly throw away their cash, as if tho gold mohur 
tree wore no ſablo. Tho hotel is kopt by a Parsee, Some of 
tho sorvants mo from Bongal ond othors from Bombay, ‘Tho 
coutanments aro six or sevon miles from tho inn, but good don- 
kios avo onsily procured. 

Ag wo sal out in tho opon air ab a Sie hour at tho back of tho 
inn, I could not help thinking how much Byton or Scots might, 
have made of tha scone bofore us, Within twonty yards were 
tho ‘basos of lofty hills, which shut us in on all sidos, oxcept 
towmrd tho soa, which the inn lacos. Somotimos tho outlines of 
tha mountains word almost lost in misi—at othor timos the maon 
shono out oloarhy and mado thgm heantifully distinct, When tho 
gloom onvolopod tho vast forms of tho mountning, tho lights in 
tho little thatched out-honsos belonging to tho inn, with tha dark 
Aguros of Agiatios in thoir white garments, had a singululy 
wild oud piciurosquo ofloct. Buta Low wooks ago wo wore in 
tho busy abroots of London, shivering with cold—and now wo 
woro panting with haat, and surrounded by Agiatiog, . 4 

Tho wator hove is brackishz-sonxgely drinkntle, -Cxspapa iano 
tho only fiuit proourod for us, I could not obtain tho luxury of 
a groon loaf for my birds, What a place to live in { 4 

June LGtlo-Tolt Adon at 8, A.M, 

Juno 25tln—Arrivod at } past 2, ps a, in tho protty hachour 
of Point do Gallo. ‘hho shoro on tho right is fingod with 
coooa-nyt,draor, Tho fortiflontions avo on tho loft, Tho harbour 
fy opor: ta tho south, Thora a9 dangorous sunkon rocks in 
sovaral dirootions. Th somo plavos thoy riso up boldly, crowded 
with aocoa-nut trook, nnd tho apray brenks gloriously oyor thom, 
T only saw to shops in tho town for tho gnlo of Bmopoan goods. 
Tho shopmen, wore natives of «Ceylon, ‘Tho inng aro offon 
humblo charactor ; ‘hut they.arg qleunly. Thoy charge 6d, for 
a oup of colfoo and half » crown for » bed. 

Lord Eiphinstono is atill horo suporinionding his plantations. 
Who govoral axpoot of tho town is dull ond dromry., Nothing is 
going on, Tho houses of tho gonby ‘aro choorloss and illfurnished, 
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Thoy ma in narrow stroota, and vory ill-protosted fiom tho curi- 
ous oyo of tho siroot passougers, ‘Thoy havo thatelod roofs, 
unglaaod vonolian windows, canvas seroone hoforo thoir opon 
fiont doors, or conrso bamboo checks. Tho flooring of tho host 
houses {a of rod tilo with whito divisions, hora is nothing in 
tho bazaar but different kinds of rice and other grain, ‘Two 
“Cingaloso boys apoko to mo in the hazanr. Thoy were collogians 
Joaraing tho Fnglish language, Thoy said thoy wore Ohriatians, 
Whon thoy head that Thad arvived in the stoamor, thoy entrentod 
mo to give thom a lottor to tho Captain roquosting him to pormit 
thom to sco the stoamor, I promisod if thoy would come to goo 
tho yossol at 6 o'clock noxt morning, I woulé introduce thom to 
tho Captain ; but thoy never ening, 

Fyne 2G6th.—Lolt the harbour of Point do Gallo nt à pawt 7 P. M. 

Jno 28th,—Arvivod ab Madras. Tho frigate Mow in the ronda, 
Wo loworal our flag in passing oloso undor hor storn, and she 
sont hor band aft and greotod ns with a tuno 

« Weloome Tome," 

June 20th, —Tooft Madvas roads at + past 10, A. M. 

July 2d.—Took tho Pilot on board at tho Sandhonds at about 
7, Ae BM 

Tad wo boon up to him an hour oarlior wo showld havo had 
sufloiont wator ab Kodgoroo to ran right up tor Caloutty in 
ono day, Bub want of wator oompollod ua to anchor bolow Kod. 
goroo, Wo oxpoot to ba off Garon Rongh to-morrow at noon, 

Sovoral of ow passongors—-tho Captain and somo of the Sto. 
avords and sailors wore ill Inst night with atomach-acho and 
vomiting. Tho sioknoss apponra to hav6 boon enna by soma 
auddon change in the atmosphora, ‘Tho barofnotor was vory low 
—tho night air damp and tho dew heavy. 

Reached Saugor Island at 10, a, a 

Anohored off Coweolly Light Ilouso at 12. 

July 8d.—Up anchor at 6, Acate and arrived at Caloutia at 4 
post 11—n glorious run, 

Tho wholo passago from Southampton to Colouttn has beon 
pilgated within six wooks. 
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JS ADVANTAGES AND DISADVANUAGHS AR A PLACN OF RMSIDENOD 

. YOR OLD INDIANS, 

Jrneuy, amall ag it is (but twelve miles in longth and soten. 
or cight in broath) contains somo fifty or sixty thousand inhabi- 
tant; and about twonty thousand of those so British sottlors, 
who have no regular employment, and kill thoir timo by wandor- 
ing in the abroats of lounging in tho shops, whon thoy happon to 
havo no partioulor visils to mako or to return. In the donrth of 
public amusomonta, thoy havo hardly nny othor rosoureo, Most 
of tho British reaidonts in Jorsoy havo choson thoir location from 
motives of ogonomy, and live on such narrow inconos that thoy 
onnnot afford to oncournge and support thogo ostablishments for 
public ontortainmont which mako an English watoring-placo so 
agroonble to idlora, ‘Choro is not a library or a Boolksollor’s shop 
in tho island at which any of tho Intest and boat publications 
avo proourablo: there is no domand for good books, Thoto is w 
amall thoniro in St. IIolior, but it is ravoly opon, and it aomotimnos 
happong thal thoro ava nob a dovon porsons in tho boxoae 
Litoratwre and tho noted Drama aro Titulo rogardod. Politioal 
and miacollancous intolligonoo, howovor, ia dagorly sought for, 
and four Engligh local papors and about as many Fronch ones 
ave protty woll supported. Thoro aro two Roading Rooma, whoro 
most of tho London papers and threo or four of tho monthly and 
quartorly poriodionfx, avo talon in regularly ; but theso Rooms 
contain no library of roſoronoo. ‘Thoro is a emall and vory old 
collocation of hooks called tho Public Library, in ohatge of an 
old Jorsoy woman, but ninoteon out of twonty of tho British 
yosidonts ave uttorly ignorant of ite oxistonoo, and, porhaps, not 
moro Man onco, in two or threo months, upon tho average, is tho 
dust of this aoorot and anorad Institution disturbed by tho hand 
of a visitor, Tho library was loft o lognoy tothe Public by a 
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patriotic and intolligont Jorsoyman—ono of tho Iisturiaus of his 
native island, ‘Tho books aro far from numorous, but some of 
thom are vory revo and valuable, Any poraon, Jorsoyman or 
foroignor, may mako daily vistta to this library for tho small 
aubsoription or donation of flyo shillings por annum, but no 
book iz, on any account, to bo removed trom it, ‘Tho old house 
in which tho library is kopé is in tho hoart of tho chiof town, 
, and yob it is as littlo known and aa littl visilod aa if it wore 
hiddon in 0 forests so that the most ehy and sonsitivo studont 
might hero hold intimate communion with tho spirits of his fayo- 
vito awhors with as little foar of intorruption as if he word in a 
hermit’s coll. J 
Tho Nativos of Jorsoy avo a brgvo and loyal pooplo, dovotodly 
altnchod to England, Phoy literally dotost tho Franch nation—~ 
which, considoulug thes Narmon dogcant and .thely humediato 
proximity.to tho oqast of Franco, is singular onough. ‘hoy 
eyon yot uso tho old Norman Pronch amongst thomsolvos, and in 
tho Sonato, tho Pulpit, and thoir only Court of Law, though 
thoy oan spoak English with fluoncy and oorrootnoat. Most of tho 
Jorsoy gontry spork our Iangnago quito as wll as wo do ouvaol vou, 
though tho loss aducntod clasaca havo a poouliar intonation, which 
rominda ono of tho English of an Irishman, ‘Tho tradoapooplo 
of 86. Ilolior avo almost all British pooplo, and tho few Jorspymqn 
amongst thom address Moir oustomors in Muglish, An Wuglizh 
visltor, unacquainted with tho Jrouoh lapguago, or unwilling to 
usa it; may poss all ovor tho island without uttering a ainglo 
worl of any othor langunge than hie own, It is truo that ho may 
now ahd thon fallin with an old puasant whg may fail to undam 
stond him; but any, littl boy or girl will act na an intorproter 
for tho “riging gonovation,” ovon amongat the poorost oluasos, oll 
sponk English, Almost ovary Nativo contrives to give somo 
dogroo of education to his childron, Absolute dostitution is 
oxtromoly rare. A boggar is novor soon in tho abroots. ‘Tho 
lowa, though doformed by some antiquo barbariama, have, upon 
tho wholo, a mild and whologomo tondonoy; and tho apixii, of the 
Soyornment is patornal and indulgent. ‘Chora ia a simplicity, a 
ta] ’ 
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aturdinoas, a bliuntneas of manner, and indepandenco of fooling 
in the poople that are vory congonial to the tnato of an English. 
man, who has tho liborality to rocognise and appreciate in athors 
tho qualitios thet havo hoon attributed to his own nation, ‘Tho 
lower clawsos of tho Jorasy pooplo aro superior, in conduot and 
principle, to tho snmo élnggos amongat our own oonntrymon. 
Thore is no night Polioo in town or country, ‘Tho offonoos that 
occupy #0 fully tho Oviminal Courts and daily nowapmpers: ht 
England, afo tard indood amongst tho poople of Jersoy, ‘Toy 
aro loss oxposod to tho sharp stings of nocessity and the tompta~ 
tions to evil, Tho common ploughman in Jorsoy is, usually, a 
amall propriotor of lend himsolf, or forme ib at afatr xont, ‘hers 
ard no vory largo ostatos, oA single ficld is ofton dividod into 
half a dozon shares, consisting of narrow slips, oaoh of which 
Ja cultivated nocording to tho ſanoy of tho individual propriotor 
fo that nothing can bo moro divorsiflod than tho aspect of a 
Sovady’ valley ot hill-sido, with its linos of difforont crops and of 
difforont huos. f 

Tho fnrmera live with groat modetation afd. simplicity, in 
atono-built housos, in tho old Norman style of Arokitöoturs, With 
the broad gratolass flro-plnces, and tho cooking-pot hull thoity 
thyos sticks, gypeoy-fashion, ovor « pyramid of blazing logs. 
Pholr food 1s chidfly vogotallo, and thpir drink older or a aup of 
Adam's alo, dom ono of tho noaroat brooks which intoribos' thie 
floldta and rond in all directions. — 

The jeluntl is divided Into twolve porishos, with a ohuroh in 
ench, ‘ Ph onch parish thoro isa Protestant olorgymnn and a 
cortatable (or magiatrate.) Tho clorgyman and tho constable 
have arch o aoat in tho Stator or loonl Parliament. ‘Tho clongy, 
with tho oxcoption of tho Donn, wlio is nominated by the: orotvat. 
até’ afipofnted By tho Gévernor. Tho Doan of Jorsiy holdu & 
gpirtenal court, from which thors {dan appeal to the aoo of Wine 
@icator, Tho constables ave olootod by the priishionors, and aorvo 
fiv'h fixed poriod only, Thoy aro unpaid, Tho Statéx consist 
of’ the Lfoutonant-Governor of the island (a British Military 
Hffoar'aypointed by the Quoen of Hngland,) tha Bailli (the chiof 
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civil suthority ond always a native of tho feland,) tho twalvo 
jurata or judgos of tho Royal Court (at which tho Till presides 
as Oh{Sf Justioo,) and the twelve clorgymon and twolvo aunatwblos 
of tho twalvé parishos, Tho local logislatura ia oxtromely fonlous 
of any intorforonco on tho part of the British Parliament, which 
thoy protond has no authority in tho island, though thoy roadily 
rocognizo tho powor of tho Quoon in Counoil. ‘hoy givo hor 
Majesty, as a mattor of courteay, tho Royal litle, but thoy con- 
sider that sho holds tho Tsland, not as Quoon af Mugland, but as 
Duchoss of Normandy, Tt was hold, till vory Intoly, that an 
Aot of Parliamont hod not ſoroo of law in Jorsay, unloss tho 
Island wero oapooially montionod in it, and not ovon then, wntil 
it had boon duly rogiatored by tho ialand Authoritios, and that it 
was always in their powor to nullify ite provisions by withholding 
tho registration, ‘Tho majority of Jorsoymon atill matntain this 
ootrino, but they do so in tho faco of cortain orders from tho 
Quoon in Council to rogistor all Auta of Parliamont without 
oxcoption rolating to tho Island, ‘Thay also still aatort that no 
Aot of Parliantont oon bo valid which affoots thoir anofont and 
poouliar privilogos, as if tho will of tho prosont Legislature of 
Groat Britain woro not omnipotont ovor evory British possoasion, 
or pa if with a dusty, worm-onton, rotton parclunont, tho gift of 
asinglo déad King, Moy oguld Inngh to zoorn tho powor of evory 
suooooding monaroh with all his Lords and Commons at his baal, 
If this wore tho congo, tho dospotism ors folly of ono crowned 
head, in an ago of barbariem, might atop tho progross of tho 
yeotldj” and rpoluate tha most monatroug avils and absurditios 
fow thd: —— of a momontary whim, That mon of sonso 
(and Tordoyriouitin, gotortl, ovo fr from doflolont in ordinary 
aoutonoss,) should -loso sight of tho broadost frat prinoiplos 
in a bigoted adhoronoo to antiquated formes, ia indosd oxtrnm 
ordinary, and « Jorsoyman is novor acon to so much disadvantage 
ag whon ongerly contending for tho porsorvation of thoao laws 
and custome which wore aultod woll onough to tho condition 
of-tho small community of has romoto and harbarous anoostors, 
hut ara, in most casos, uttorly inapplicable to tho grontly in 
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evongod and more mixod and more onlightonod population of tho 
Teland in tho progent day, 

Tho British Rosidonts, who form so largo a portion of the 
population of Jorsoy, havo at progont no share in the making or 
administration of the laws, nor in tho oleotion of publio officors, 
not aro Hnglishmon pormitted to hold oſſtoo thomsclyos under 
tho local govornmont, ‘The Governor of tho igland is in a some- 
whib anomalous position in timo of ponco, THis duty ia egllion 
military than oivil, and though ho talcos a sont in tho Sonato, 
ho has little moro ‘than tho shadow of civil power, with tho ox 
ooption of tho authority of his voto, which may suspond a now 
law of tho Stnto# ponding 0 roforonao to tho Quoon in Coundil. 
All Joraoymon aro onrollod in, tho island militin, which, with tho 
dopot of a British Rogimont, ia undor tho immediate authority 
of tho Governor, As far as tho Military protection of tho island. 
js concornod, tho Governor's powor is paramount, but tho lenst 
attempt on his part to intorfore with Uo civil authoritios is vo 
gardod with tho grontoat Jonlouay and indignation. 

‘Tho laws and Covormuont of Guornsay, aro on all loading 
points idontionl with thos of Jorsoy. Bach has ita Statos,,com- 
posod of jurata, clergymon, and constablos, and onch ite Royal 
Court. 

Tho tvolvo Jurata or judgos of tho Royal Court, aro clactod 
for lifo from tho wealthiost or most” rospoolablo olassos of tho 
community. * thoy ayo oloctod by tho poople. The oloottow ts 
uanally doolded by party apivit, aud almoat always the possossion 
of a cortaln amount of annual income, is ono of the necossary 
qualifications of a oandidato for a sont on the Bench; but a 
Jnowlodgo of thd Inw is not ab all onzentinl. Tho candidntos 
tro usually morohants or farmora, ‘Thoy aro gonorally monyof 
folr moval. roputution, bub thoy aro raroly very accomplished or 
intollootual, Somo of tho British Rosidonts havo n notion 
that Uhore is no chance of justico for an Bnglishman in tho 
Jorgoy Court, ix any engoin which ho may bo opposed by a 
Native, Bo that nait may, thoro ig unquoationably inuch dangor 
af on impropor porgonal bins in tho dooislons of tho Court, in 
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ongor in which Jorsaymon alono avo intorostod, from tho fact of 
the judgos mixing familiarly with the mombors of so small a com. 
munity, and boing oonnoolod nonrly or romotoly with the giont ma- 
jority of them, by family relationship, or felondly or hostile into 
oouxso. Many of tho Jurnts also continu thoir trade as morehants 
or formers, and may bo called upon to pronounco a deoiaton in oases 
in which thoir own porsonal intorcata are involved, Whon to 
thoso ciroumatancos avo addod tho disadvantaga of a vory im- 
porfoct and non-professional oduontion, and tho ſaot that tho office 
of o Jurat, though so carncatly sought for, ia apparontly unpatd, 
and thooforo oxposod to the suspicion that it may havo somo. 
thing valuable attachod to it, of a nature thafought not to oon 
atituto the roward of honest Inbqr—~capesially the Inbor of a 
judgo—tt might fairly bo supposod that the Royal Court would 
fail to command tho rogpodt or corifidencs-of the paoplo, But 
the systom works wigood donl better thin ovon tho mast candid 
thinkers would imagine, and oases of notual corruption and In. 
justion aio comparatively rare, ‘Cho nativos malo no complatnt 
thomsolvos, and tho majority of tho British Rostdonts troublé 
thomselvos vory little about tho Jaws or polities of tho island. Is 
fa true that Mr, Carus Wilson, tho gigantio roformor, hag atinred 
up astrange commotion and ‘frightod tho islo from its proporty,"* 
Met, Wilson’s onso and a gront public quostion, *though in 
toir natine quite distinot, have beon strangely mixed up to. 
gothor, Mr. Wilson scoused a Mr. Lo fluour, who, in confine» 
tion with hia avoantions o8 a barrister, holds tho office of Con 
athble of St, Iollox, of anorifloing the oaao of A oliontb—n woman, 
of tlio town, charged with tho ovimo of Wolb, Mr. Lo Suour 
oommonooil a froaoottonvegalnat him for Hbel,"and it wna in the 
course of this trial Mat Mr. Wileon tntorrupted the Oourt, By 
the old Norman law, a dofondant haa tho right to reuse or chal. 
lenge any of his judgos of whose froodom from an unfatr bias 
he may entertain a reasonable suspicion, Bub this roousation 
must ba mado before tho onao is proooodod with. Mr, Wilson 
denied the compotensy of tha Court, which ho sald was nob in 
réality a Royal Court, bué a more mockery of a logal inatiiutlon. 
nA 
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Tlo, howovor, pleaded bofore it, by which ho virtually soknow- 
lodged its authority, and ho did not voouso any of his judgos 
until tha tima had passod for tho oxorcise of such a privilogos 
Besidos, it was protty woll undorstood that it was his intontion 
to voowso the Builll and all tho jurata without oxcoption, so that 
tho only cowré of tho ialand would havo beon fairly olonred! To 
wea condomned to pay a fina of ton pounds, and to make an 
apology, and on hia refusnl to do oithor ho was commibbod: to. 
prison, To maintained that his committal was illogal, baodisa 
it was without tho form of a warrant, bub the looal Law requires 
no warrant, and Mr, Wilson’s mistako was in supposing that he 
had an important advantage over the Joraoy Judges in tho dise 
covery of what might constityto a fatal orror of form, or a sort- 
ous toohnionl irvogularity in English law, but which had boon 
tho inyariablo practiso of tho Jorsoy Court from timo out of 
mind, Apparontly dotorminod, howavor, to sco no distinction 
bobwoon Jorsoy law and British Jaw, whon it was his intorost to 
confound thom, though hoe brought thom into vory odious opposi- 
tion whon it sulted his purposo, ho appoaled to hor Majosty’s 
Oourt of Quoon's Bonch for a writ of Habeas Compus. Thip 
startled and alarmed tho Royal Court, Suoh a thing had novor 
boon hoard of in Jorsoy, and it arguos something in fovor of 
tho gonoral charactor of tha looal Judgog, that Bnglishmon had 
novor boon drivon to moko o ainlat application bofpra. ‘Thp 
Torsoy pooplo génorallyy though they protondod/to consider the 
Royal Court ontinolyindopendont of tho highost Courts of England, 
Dotvayad vonsldorablo unensinoss on tho occasion, as thoy imn- 
ginod that the privilogos and immunitios of tho island wore now in 
dangor. Tt waa udoloss to oxplain to them that tho oparntion of 
the Iabons Corpus Act would form a eoourity for, the Mbeutios 
of Joxxoymon as wall a8 Huglishmon, and that, in, point effect 
tho Natives roquirdd such dnafe-guord againat the injustioa of 
tholx only and vory imperfect Court, oven moro than tho British 
Roaldonta, who wore, for the most part, birds of passage, and, if 
they doubtad or dreaded tho justioa of the Joysoy, Jurats might 
yoturn to thelr own country with littlo Anoonvonjonoo. ‘Thoiy 
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roply was, that tho introduction of tho llaboas Corpus At 
would bo the firat stop towards a goneral interfuronea with tho 
Laland Inws and inativulions—to which, with all thoir antiquo 
inyperfootions, thoy ave bigotadly attachod. Mr. Wilaon obinin. 
ad his Zabeas, but as it was found that ho had really beon gulliy 
of s contempt of Court, and tho forma of law had boon duly ob- 
gorved in his committal, according to Jorsey praation, ho was 
svomandod to prison to await tho pleasure of his judgos, Mr. 
Wilson still roftsed olthor to pay tho finoer to apologize, Tow. 
ovor, he haa boon sinco onlargod on bail, ponding his trinl Cor 
libel, 

Though, with roforoneo to the Iabons Corpus quostion, Mr, 
‘Wilson's porsonal onso has failod, ho lias soourod tho rooognition 
of a principlo of tho most vital importanco to tho bast intorosts 
of tho island, Lord Donman hos doolorod, that tho writ of 
TEabons ;Corpus runs to Jorsoy, as it runs to Yorkshiva, or to 
any othor English county, 

The islandors maintain, that the IIaboas Corpus Act ia value- 
losa to thom, bocauso thoy wore alrondy in possoasion of tho 
priviloge of apponl to the Quoon in Council ; but ib apponrs thas 
this powor of appeal is a moro mockory to most of thoaa who 
would wish to avail thomsolvos of it. Unloss aman pload in 
forma pauperis, which ho cannot do cxeopt in tho caso of hia 
boing ablo to doolaro that ho has no proporly amounting to tho, 
sum of flue pounds, ho must go to a mgal ruinous oxpongso oven 
in tho proliminary proooadings, Thus nono but a paupor or a 
Quats,oan vonturo'to havo rooourao to thie bonsted right, 

Pho local laws are foundod on anojonl Nurman procodonta, and 
tho dovisions of lator native judgos, with docasional roforonoo 
to tho laws of England, which aro somotimos adoptod with mo- 
diflentions, IIoworvor, tho will of tho judgos is in a groat mon. 
suro the law of tho land. ‘hora is a good deal of litigation in 
tho island, and this is onconragod, porlly by tho ungortainty of 
the dosisions, aud partly by tho ohoapnoas of tho forme of law, 
Londs may be convoyodl from ons person to anothor al tho goat 

sofhalf a-crown, Soma of tho local regulations, howovor, ronder 
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it & dangorous mallor for a strangor to purchaso land. Tho 
purchaser is hold responsible for all the personal debts of avery 
dosoriplion that tho ſormor proprtotor may havo contracted pro- 
vious to tho zulo. On account of tho fncilitios afforded to dob- 
tors to ouonpo from tho island, the law of arrost is particularly 
rigid, but laudad proprlotors aro oxompted from its oporation. 

Jorsoy ig so noar to Mranco that in cloat wonthor the Fronch 
const is distinetly soon from it with tho naked oye, Byoh tho» 
housos aro vialblo, On somo days, whon tho almosphoro is pat- 
tionlarly transparont, the spiro of the eclobrated Cathodyal of 
tho inland town of Contancos may ba scon from tho hills of 
Torsoy, ‘ho istafid at somo poriod formed, it is aupposad, a 
portion of the mainland of Qranco, and it must bo a sorious 
mortifleation to our noighbours to find a lovely spot of onrth, 
which Nature seoms to have intended for the Pronch, in tho 
sooura posscasion of tho Nnglish, Tho Fronch havo mado 
sovotel attompta to soizo the ialand, but tho hardy and gallant 
natiyos havo always dofonded it with such obstinate horoism, and 
tho island is, morooyor, do strongly guardod both by Art and 
Naturo-——by redowbis and battorios and inartollo towers and 
inacooasiblo clifls and encircling rocks—that tho Fronch mut 
havo at Inst discovorad that it is idlo to droam of wrosting it 
from us by dpon foreo, 

‘Fort Rogow,, which {6 on the brow of a lofty and rugged hill 
tat overlooks ‘tlio town of St, Mellor and commands the only 
safo onlrande to tho laland, was built by tho British Govornmont 
at tho dont of a milljon of monoy. Tho old harbour boing too 
amall for tho groatly ineroasod commoroo of tho porl, Mr. 
Walkor, tho woll-known, ongincor is now constructing a largo 
and noblo now harbour, ‘Tho immonao outlay for this puvposo 
wns votdsd by tho’ Stites from the rovonuos of tho Island, wiit¢h 
aro almost oxolusively ‘tho prodveo of tho harbour duos, Tho 
aggrogato amount of thoso mist bo vory considorablo to meat ao 
largo a call, and aa thoy aro soparatoly ao Wifling de to fall 
lightly onough upon individuals, it 48 clonr that tho gonoral trado 
of tho island must bo ino moat flowishing condition. ‘his 
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prospority affords a strileing illustration of the ndvantagos of 
feo trado, Corn, wine, apirits, tea, sugar, ailk—indood all arti- 
olos of commorco, and from oll parta of tha world, avo roacivod 
into tho island froo of duty! Amongst tho chief exports avo 
cows, applos, potntoos, butter and honoy, and also oom ilago, nots, 
and knit-atookings, tho manufactimo of the faland. Tho inha- 
bitanta carry on a conaidorable trade with Nowfoundland, to 
«which thoy oflur staplo commotlitios in oxohango for flah, which 
thoy convey to various ports in the Maditorrancan, and aoma-. 
things to North and South Amorica, 

Jorsoy is nob by any moans ao chonp a placa of roatdence aa 
it usod to bo, hut it still possossos advantago#in polnt of goono» 
my combinod with somo dogroo pf ologanco and comfort ovar 
ovory athor part of the British dominions, ‘To alow thia it ja 
poogzanry to ontoy.o Tittle inte,datal}, — , ym 
s Dethndixstplage,thon, tho Buglish shilling, possos fox thirtogn 
ponds Jorsoy, and tho Jorsey pound is an ounco and a half hoaylox 
than tho English pound. In caloulating tho actual coat of nahin 
alos in Jorsoy thoso advantages must noyor bo forgotten, Mogt 
is not nominally much cheapor than it is in tho country in Tings 
land. Tho butchor in St Telior will contract to aupply. fame 
Yes with gll kinds of moat nt tho rate of aixpance half-pomy 
por pound, Phis in reality is somothing loss than aixponao 
Buitleh monoy por British ‘pound. In tho rurab diatriots in Ung. 
Jand a similar gontraat might bo made,pt the rato of alxpongo 
hplfponny or savonponco por pound, hut thon tho purchasay 
Wweuld ngs bq allowod, as ho is in Jorsoy, ta woloot the prime jalnty, 
Broad igsthg, ayme,prigo, nominally, in Joraoy aa in Englend,, the 
diftononoe in, thp-aungnoy, fouming tho, only ndyantage in. frvay 
of tho formor, Itda-in oxoisanble artioles-chiafy winos and 
grvooorica—that tho ahonpnoss of Jorsoy is most manifost. Goad, 
loaf sugar is to bo had for from dd, to 6d. por pond, In Ung 
land tho anme sugar would cost more than double thet syn, 
Hecollont brown gigav may bo purgbagod jn, tho teland at the 
nate of tae pounde,for twelve Joreay yonca, ‘Rho, hoap blaak 
teh progurablo in Buropo, ip tg ho had for 8 or 4 shillings 9 
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pound, and vory drinkable blnek tea at 2 shillings, Jorsoy mondy, 
thot is 24 Jorsoy ponoo, or ono and ton ponco Hnglish. Cogtina 
brandy is from 4s. to 72. por gallon, Ilellands 38. and Gd, por 
gollon, Jamnion Rum bs, to 1s, and 6d. por bottle, Lxoollont 
Olavot and tho boat Marsals is only n shilling a bottlo. Sho 
finont port (not tho vory oldest) Sella at 24 or 26 shillings n 
dozen. Shorry is sold at tho samo rate, Vin Ordinnire {a 
from 68. to 10s Ohampagno from 50s, to 608, Millnovy ands 
othor articles of clothing from Franco, aro ronsonably low in 
prico, but not so muoh so, porhaps, as might bo oxpdoted by 
tho Tinglish visitor. 

An Dnglishmatt Rooustotnod to groan and grumble ender tho 
wolght of British taxation, ought to bo dolightod 40 find in Jor. 
soy that tho tax-gathoror novor doxvkons his doors, and that ho 
may go all ovor tho Island on oxcollont roads without mooting 
with a alnglo turnpilco gate. As there aro no taxos on lorsos 
or whools, tha coat of kooping a convoyanco is oxtromoly trifling, 
Tha oxponao of a hores (not Inoluding tho wages of a grotm) 
{8 from 16 to 20 pounds no yous. 

A amall family niny be vory ooitfortnbly sttpported in-Jorséy 
on £400 por annum. The oxtromo chonpnoss of providtons 
rondors It nn onsy mattor for a man, with & vory Umitod indomo, 
to maintaln’ a ohoorſul Ittoreowrse wlth aodloty by monna of 
ainall ovonlngs partlos, An ontortalnmont that woild ‘odst tho 
host 202, in Thigland, Votild not cost him more than 61. or8li 
fit Jorgoy” A mon might sistdoate ii gomo obscure villagonitt 
‘Dngland, away from-all dodont sooloty, and without any of thd 
olégant plonsuros, oſ life, upon noarly the samo ineomo as an 
Moglishman in Jorsoy, but ho could not on tho sama torms bo 
alirruntded with ao much sooloty and ao many oonvonlonoos r~ 

Tho smallness of Dootor’s foos In Jersey, 1s a matter of sone 
grottlatlon to tho fathor Of t family, ‘ho physloian chargos 
oily half-n-orown for onoh vist ot your own house, Iougo vent 
{h Jorsoy is disproportionately high, and good lend is far moro 
valu@blé thoh in Ungland. But though honse rontagoms high, 


th Je"to be teinombered, that ft luolutlos more thant tho samo no- 
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minal yont in Mngland, as thor aro no rates or iaxoa. A gontool 
cablage, with a litdo patch of gardon ground, lela at from £26 
to £86 British por annum, and » commorious and clogant rosl- 
denco with on oxtonsive gardon at from £50 to £100. A 
hundrod pounds is considered a largo sum for a houss in Jorsoy 
for a ainglo yony, and thoro aro nob many housos in tho island 
that aro lot at so high a vont. ‘Lho wages of Wnglish servants 
r(and Jorsoy sorvants are not onsily porsundad to lonvo their om- 
ploymont in nativo fomitios) aro na high na in London, and un 
fortumatoly thoy avo not amongal tho boat spooimons of Wnglish 
domostics. Washing is dono by contract at tho rato of 13 
piooos, largo ond amall, for the shilling, In Mngland, tho wash. 
ing of a shirt costs fou ponoo. ‘Kyo Schools of Joraoy ara ox- 
tvomoly good, but not a groat doal chonpor than in England. 

From tho abovo particulars, the readoy may form a protty 
acourato judgmont of tho amount of incomo that would bo 
nocossary to his comfort during o rosidoncs in Jersey. 

Tho only disadvantagos of lifo in Joraoy that ocour to mo 
at this momont writing, avo tho want of now books for porusal 
(tho purchaso of thom through an agont in London boing too 
costly a ploasuro for tho privato purso of a strict cconomist) 
and the doarth of publio amusomonts, and tho aonso of woouri- 
noss, and tho want of oxoitomont, which must aodordingly bo 
oxporioncod by mon without that daily omploymons for tho wind 
to which thoy havo boon long aveuatomad, Thon thoro is nol 
thor hunting, nor shooting, nor flshing—and to many porsons 
tho doprivation of thoso ploasuros would bo quite intolorablo, 

Tho advantages, on tho othor hand, are numerous and impor 
tout, capadially to tho Anglo-Indion of moderate moans, At on 
ovoning party, ho oan almost fancy himadlf in India ngain, for 
ao numorous aro tho rotirod Indians in tho Taland, that it is al 
most imposaiblo for him to mix in tho smallost nasomblago of 
British rosidonts without mooting with old Indian fronds or 
assooiatos. ‘Cho distanoo botwoon London and St. Lolior is xo 
short, that thoro is no foolingnof oxllo induood by “tho rosidonca 

. OND of England, Tho now atosmor, tho Wonder, now rung bo- 
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twoon St. Toller and Southampton in oight hours, and there da 
a regular communication botweon thoso towna throo times a 
wook. 

Tho climate of Joraoy is agrooablo and healthful. 16 was 
anid in Comdon’s timo, that the air was ao salubrious, that thore 
wos no neod of a physician, A Jorsoy wintor is gonorally so 
oxtromoly mild that Goranivms havo grown uninjarod In tho 
opon air throughout tho wholo sonson. Tho lovors of naturab 
aoouory cannot fall to bo dolightod with tho island, Evon whon 
tho loaves havo fallon, tho troos havo a groon and choot ful look, 
tho trunks and somo of the boughs being gonorally covorod with 
ivy, “novor goat.” Snug cottages ‘and tho banks of trim 
hodgos aro ofton onvolopod in, tho samo loyoly and onduring man- 
dla, Tho island is richly vordant and highly oultivatod, Its 
40,000 aoros avo dividod into innumorablo amall flolds and applo 
orcharda intoracotod by while Tinos of winding roads, tho most 
romantic Janos, thickly ovor-arohod with folingo, and narrow 
sparkling ills of tho purost wator, ts coast is indontod with 
somo of tho most boautiful bays and Inlots thet ovor charmod's, 
poot’s oyo. It ia truo that thoy aro chiofly on a minlaturo aonlo, 
but thoy aro porhaps rot tho loss intorosting on that acedwit, 
for though small thoy aro oxaoodingly romantia and picturosquo 5 
and tho richnoss of tho troos, which in somo placos riao up al- 
most ab tho water's odgo, or thrust thoir groon limbs from hol- 
low oliffs ; tho grotdaguo wildnoss of tho yooks, washod by tho 
milky spray 5 bho porfoot solitude, disturbed at ravo intorvala by 
tho flahorman strotohing his nots upon tho bonoh, or tho shop- 
hord boy watching hia flock. wpon tho ovor-hanging hill; and 
tho solomn silonco, brokon only by tho murmuring sea-wava, 
oxolto emotions in tho bronat of tho lonoly visitor far “oto 
oxquisite, though lesa poworful and tumultuous, than would 
bo relsod by landscapes of groator oxtont, or of a sublimor 
charactor. 

Phoro Aro no vast mountains in Jorgoy thablift tholr gray 
honds to tho dlouds, but lot the oye turn which way it will thoro 
aro glimpsos of tha broad bright sua, and gontly swolling hills, 
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and long rivnlot-watorod vallios of unrlvallod rivhnoss and vyoriy- 
ty, and level mondows that would look as though they wore 
cultivated only to bo admirod, if their living tints of gold and 
groon ond silyor wore not hoightonod by tho alook and bonutifully 
spotted onttla, that stand knoo-doop in the aool, frosh, glittoring 
pasture, Nor aro thoro wanting romentio reing in solitary 
Plncos, or vonorablo churchos, or oloun aid cheorful villagos, or 
spots hallowed by historical associations, 

On tho small islot in tho boautiful bay of St. Aubin, which 
has boon compared (though it is on a yory much amallor scale) 
to tho Bay of Naplos, risos gloriously from an otornal rook, tho 
imposing structure callod Blivabeth Castle, Tt was in this an« 
ciont ailifieo that Clavonton ropidod,for two year, during which 
ho wrote tho largost part of his Ilistory of tho Civil Wars, 
Qn q lofty ominonoo, projecting aoamvard, and. commanding o 
wide and noble prospoat ofdand and wator, stands | Monb Om 
guei} Castlo,”” which is connoctod with many an historical tra» 
dition and pootio talo, It was in this onatlo that Chavlos tho 
Socond resided for samo time, dwing tho hostility to his dynns 
ty in Bngland, and a bastion from whoneo ho usod to look 
aoxoas tho soa to tho poninaula of Normandy ia still named King 
Charles’ Out-look, ‘Thoro is a misorable coll in tho sama castle, 
in which o famous man, © Yory difforont oharnotor’ from that 
of tho more 'y monarch, “the puritanioal ond thrtoo-pilloried 
Prynno, was confined, aftor tho logs of hoth his oars, Prynne 
wyoto a dosoription of tha oaallo in vorso, * intorlaood with brag 

— ‘pon its voolty atoap and lofty gituation,” 
wa Fo nea, tho boputlos of slarsay to tho host adyantaga, the lovor 

nature should ragign the Iuxuny · of the: onay-rolling agarringo, 
and trust iis own Links to oarry hin thongh soldom frequontod: 
folds. Lo will bo richly rowardod for his troublo-—ho will 
almogt momentarily como upon lovely patohos of goonory; thas 
aro aooxota to tho high-rond traveller, and ho will bo astonished 
ta find such eu ondlosg varioty of oxquisite proepeon within tho 
aampass of so small an Island. 
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[Whilo aonduoling the Jersay 24mos tha objoottons of somo digoontontod 
Diltluh Roaldonta woro dooasionally brought to my notldo, * tho following 
ia ono of my eilitorial ropltos to British grumblors, Wore Jorzoy A parteue 
parndiao, it would yot fail to givo unqualifled satisfuction~-cspaainlly to 
aome of my fastidious countrymon,] 

Maw ia a discontonted animals and of all grumblors John 
Bull is tho londost and tho most umonsonable. When ho is in 
his own Jand ho onvios ovory man who loavos it—whon ho ia 
abroad ha ia homo-sick, Ilis prosont locality is always tho 
worst in tho world, Any chango, ho thinks, must inovitably 
ho for tho battor, And soho wandors rostlossly and frotfully 
from ona country to anothor, in sonvoh of that happhioss which; 
as Popo anys, is avory whoro to bo found, or no whore, No gobs 
from Dan to Boorshoba, and axolaims, that all is bavvon, · Mile 
ton’s Devil, to givo him his duo, has spokon tho truth mt 6» 

‘Tho mind Ja its own plago, and in ltaolt 
Can minke a hoaven of hol, a hell of hoaven, 

Now whon wo hoor a Britieh Rosldant loud in his aomplaints 
of Joraoy, wownlways fool yohomontly dispoaod to croiy-oxnmbiio 
him, and thoroby disoovor his turn of mind, Wo aro tomptod® 
to inqulte whothar ho over liked aay ‘othor spot of land, whilo 
aotitally vostding on is for any Jongth of timo. ‘This fa an osson- 
tlal bit of knowlodgo, if wo wish bo judgo fairly of tho valuo of 
hia opinion. To may bo a vory clover man, and a vory honost, 
and yot, from a oortain idiosynoracy of mind, or from a0mo pe 
oullarity of condition, bo quite ihcapablo of arriving at att noou- 
rato dogiaton upon tho comparative shorits of two difforont coun- 
trlos, ‘Tako tha caso of an old Indian Oficor on his roturn from 
oxile, Wo have heard many a Qui hyo in Dngland, tolk with 
oars in hia ayos, of tho dolights off India, who vory“omphatieally 
owed the country and its inhabitunts oyoxy day of hig life, dur- 
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ing a rosidonco thoro of noarly half a oontury. Sueh a man 
aponks bittorly of tho chango in Hnglish mannors that lag lakon 
plavo during his long oxilo, But Hugland is what sho wna, Tt 
is he who has changed. 

No antisfy John Bull by his homo firo-nido is diMoult indood— 
to antisfy him nbrond is impossible, On his fordign travols ho 
hatos all countrios but his own—and ho hates (dat whon ho 
rolurns: 

The wish to ploaso him, vain on ovory plan, 
Tlimaclf must work that wondoi--if he oan 

Tho oarrios about with hina mont oyo-glass, which dissolours 
and distorts all noar objects, and gives a charming tingo artd 
color to the distaneo—lto ovory thing beyond his ronch, 

If a strangor onquiro of a man in London or olsowhoro no- 
quainted with this island, whothor it is a chénp and plonsant 
placo-of rosidonco, it fe ninotoon chanoos to ono that ho will ro 
coivo an auswor in tho afirmatiyo, If ho como to Jorsoy, ho 
will, probably, hoar a difloront talo. Whorovor mon sottlo in 
oxpeotation of some partionlar advantage, the majority of those 
who havo aottlod thoro before thom with tho aamo objost, avo full 
of thoi disappointmonta, and inform tho now rosidonts, that thoy 
havo como to tho wrong place, ‘hoy should have gono to auch 
and such a town or combyy —— tho vory pleco that would havo 
suited thom! This provoking intolligonoo always cemos a day too 
lato, “ 

What with tho natural discontontodnoss of tho majority of 
manldnd, the narrow, ono-widod views of somo pooplo, and tho 
thoughtlosenoss or stupidity of othors, it is rave thing, Indead, to 
moot with on Individual vboao s@vido in tho olioloo of a placa of 
rosidonco is worth d straw; and yot Ii most ongos whon pooplo 
aro rooommoudod to mako an important move, they are quito 
satisfod to aot upon auch advico, if thoir advisor has boon him- 
solf upon tho rocommonded spot, and sporks from porsonal oxpo- 
xionoo: as if no othor advantngo wore, in tho lonst dogreo, nooos - 
sary to scoure an tnarring daelsion, A porson who has mnplo 
monns of Jocomotion neod nob trust roporta and bo lurfiod into 
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blundors. Tle may judgo for himself with duo dolthoration, myd 
with his own oyos ; but tho groator number of thoso who ave in 
sonrch of a chonp abodo ave ompollod to lialon fo tho opinions of 
othors } hoonuso if thoy wore to hunt about tho world for n place 
to livo in, and try first ono placa and thon anothor, thoy would 
soon oxhauat thelr moans of living any where, Thoy aro, acooril- 
ingly, almost always dieappointod—oithor boonuao nothing would 
satisfy thoir dosivos, or because thoir guidos mislond thom,: + * 

Ow own opinion may not bo worth much—it may bo worth 
somothing, or nothing—just as tho rondor plonso; but ns wo 
may bo oxpootod in touching on auch o subjoct as that before ua 
tq taka oponly oitlfor ono sido or tho othor, wo must confoss that 
wo think Jorsoy decidedly o chonp and plonaant place of roni. 
donco, though wo somotimos honr a buz of discont@t around us. 
Wo admit that if tho prosont markot prices bo compared with 
thoao of ton or twonly yonrs ago, tho chango will scom gront and 
Inmontoble. But who oausod this? ‘Tho British grumblora 
thomsolves, Whoravor thoy go, our countrymon contrive to raise 
tho price of ovorythif™. Thoy mako a prodigious noiso about 
coonomy, and always spond moro and got loss for thoir monoy than 
othor peoplo, But though tho British Rosidonts, by thoir wants 
and thoir liboralitios, havo almost doublod the prices of most arti- 
clos of food in Jorsoy, a largo family of amall monns may still 
contrive to live in this ialand In grontor comfort and roapootabi- 
lity than In any partofeUngland, Tho oxtraordinary ghoapnoss 
of all oxalaonblo articles, (a0 largo a portion of a family’s do- 
moatio oxponditure in UIngland, especially if they soo much com- 
pany,) tho abaones of all divoat taxation, (with tho oxesption of 
tho singlo and trifling tax for tho roads*), tho low charge for 
washing, (no alight aousidoration,) the moderete torme of schools, 
and tho oonvonionoo of passing ow English shilling for thivtoon 
Joraoy pongo—aro, taken altdgethor, such advantages, as mako 
all talle about tho gronter cheapness of living in England, quite 
unreasonable and ridioulous, It is tuo thot if a mon be willing 
to pass tho Iffo of » hormit, away from gay oitios and social 
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civolos, and out himeolf off from most of the comforts, clogan- 
oioa, and onjoymonts of civilisod lifo, and dony himaclf ovon u 
gags of wino, to chear him in his aolitude, ho may light upon 
somo wild and secluded spot in Mngland, whore ho may havo a 
largor houso for £20 por annum, than ho could got hove for £30, 
and may obtain, porhapa, meat and buttor for a ponny a pound 
ohoapor than in the Jorsoy markot :—and, morcovor, wo will ad. 
quit, that, putting all things togothor, ho may, posatbly, avon livo 
upon as gmall an inoomo in hie hormitago in Jingland, as in 
tho busy and plonsant lown of St. Iolior, But wo would dofy 
him to livo in oqual comfort, ologanco, and onjoymont, on tho 
samo poouniary moans. With tho incomo on fvhich a man with 
a family must rustioate in Nnglang, ho can load a town life in 
Jorsocy.—Jerscy Times, January 26, 1844. 


— 


JERSHY, 


{From the Bengal Hurkara, March 80, 1844.) 

‘Whilst some of our ronders ave thinking abont # xojourn in tho ar- Waal, 
Wo would porauailo thom to peruse an article, whieh will be found In anottor 
part of our papor, oxtracted from the Jarsey Limes, and written, tf wa mige 
take not, by our old frlondeD. L. 1. Wo happen to know aomotin 
about tho ialandof Jorsoy; and wo willingly bent —— to the truth 
ofall that Ja agsertod in thia extract, We eonld any a gdod donl inore ty 
favor of the island, Ifwo had lolanre to follow sour Inolinatlona, “Torsoy te 
unquastionably an admirable place af residonoe for people with small tavomagy 
Tt is woll adapted to old Indtans, for (ho climate is mildor nnd lease variable 
dian that of engin Luxuries aro to he abtatparl ala fay ochoapot rato 
than In {he mofhor island, for tho ports of Joraoy ind Guornsay aya opan to 
tho bred 0 of at parte ff tho world, Tho Hnglish goololy sonsista prins 
alpally of half-pay oflogrs, aval and military, with @ fale acattoring of ro- 
tired Indian ofttoors, Hauoation is cheap ani tolarably good, and us to tho 
Island ituolf it is what Ssorhaps D, L. 1, would onll thy " Gom of the Oo- 
eldental seas,” for assuredly in no part of (he world ta ao much variously 
boautifil seonery to bo found within so small a space, Of oourao thora ave 
drawbacks, na in all othor pinoos. ‘Tho laws ara tlofective; tho polloo of the 
Island bady and occasionally diaroputablo charactors, high and low, And 
their way avor int the steamers, and carry on tholy avooatlons at tho expense 
of tho moro yirtnous portion of the conmunity, But what of thia? Ifa 
Mon expecis to find evory Uhing ho dosirea, ho is auro to be — —— 
Miorovor he goos, Tor dur aun parts, wo hava alrong feating in favour of 
Joraoy, anA cheap anid a pleagnnt place of xoaldonoo. 


REMARKS ON THI; POETRY OF 
WORDSWORTH. 
— —— oe 

A. raw yoars ago, it would have bean a work.of auporarrogar" 
tion te notlao thogo dofoats of Wordeworth which yonder it ime 
possible for a truo oxitio to clovate hin to tho vory higheat sont 
in tho tomplo of the Musos, But Wordsworth’s position as an 
author is grontly vhangod, and Joffrey’s oritiquo on the Laour- 
ston ia now gonorally roforred to ag an illustration of tho blind. 
nose of raviowors to tho merits of poots whogo works aro now 
or unpopulax, ‘hat oritiquo, howevor, with somo dofects, had 
novortholoss groat morit, It was honost and sagncions. ‘hough 
tho fantastic puorilitios of the poot wore sovoroly ridiculed, his 
botter qualities wore, at tho samo timo, moat liberally acknow- 
lodgod, and most amply and judiciously illustrated with fayorablo 
apooimons, But if wo ave to believe the oritiolam of the present 
day, Wordsworth is almost o foultlosa-wxiter, As it'was for. 
morly tho fashion to run Ado down it 1s now tho fashion to run 
him up ; ond og tho-pok of cuckoo ovitios onoo recagriined his 
dofoots alongy-thoy mow noe nothing Jub his hoautios. .Porhops, 
thor oforq, an attorint to gneale of hinw ag:ho Je, nothing oxtonuating 
nor astting-down aughb ix-mnlico,may not bo ill-timed ox unace 
aopbables ry. 

Wordsworth has passed his lifo in rural rotiromont, Tig homo 
is whormitego, Though this aort of life is favorable to aolfs 
rofleotion ordearnad roꝛoaroh, ox abstract ronaaning, or mataphys 
slool-apsowptlonnitia-d)\-owleylata {ortho post who {s ambitious 
to desoriba humon ley — to make moulb ſawiliax associations 
tho subjoot of hie voyso. A. daily communion with still lakes, 
and. misty mountains, and waving trooa, and gantlo watorfalls, 
may:qualify p*poot to desoriho with acanragy, tho poouliayltios of 
external nature; but Wordsworth aims at something ad than 
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a, moro roprosontation of land and wator, Puro dosortption,” 
ho wall knows, should rather conatitute tho ornamont, than 
the main charactor or matorial of a poom of lofty protonsion, 
No sound eritio, nor any poot of truo goniua, haa adopted the 
narrow thoory of Darwin, that pootry ia all pioturo, and nothing 
olso, It is not to bo doniod, that whon imagos of inanimato 
nature are associated with righ fancics and profound moditation, 
‘thoy becomo oxquisite matorial for the poot’s art; and thoro 
aro poots of no ordinary oxoollonoo who havo oonfinod thotx 
gonius to such soureos of inapiration, Wordsworth is ono of 
thoso, Jo is, unquestionably, a we poot, though ho has no olaim 
to bo rogardod nso poot of tho first xank, bo8auso ho has oxhi- 
hited no powor in tho highost dopagtmonts of his art, 

As a meditative and dosoriptivo poot, ho has no living oqual. 
Bué his thoughts and pictured would novor’ plage shim by tho 
sido of tho four grént pools who stand at tho hond of Ungliah 
pootical litoratuvo—namoly Chaucer, Sponsor, Shaksponra, and 
Millon, Thoso wore not moroly rural paintors or rooluso philo- 
sophors ; nor wore thoy ogotisticnl ochoos of thomsolves, ‘holy 
orontions wore notall aftor thioix own imago, ‘hoy mixed frooly 
with thdir follow-crontures, thoy bohold tho workings of tho 
oman heart in gront cities, and under thoao states of tumultu- 
ots oxéitomont, whon tho most aoorot iaits of oharadtor aro love. 
lopod ; thoy sympathized with all olaszos and conditions of mon, 
and loarnod how to pourtyay omotions gifforont from tholy own, 
and to communionto thoir original conceptions to tho minds of 
othora. ‘Choro is n largonoss of mind, and a vorsatility of 
powor, dnd a truth and oxtont of insight indicated in tho works 
of thoso mighty poota, which wo look for in‘vain in. the rotiradt 
and fantastionl theorist of the Lakos, who, whon ho turns from 
natural imagos and attompts to pourtray human nature, oxhibita, 
undor tho rags of x» Cumborland podlor, tho solemn William 
Wordsworth, Lord Byron waa not far wrong, after all, whon he 
spoke contomptuonsly of tho Hwowrsion, Il ia garrulous ogo- 
tism—it is ogotiam in disgyiso, for it protonds*to somathing 


of w denmatic charactor; but wo novor loae aight of the poot. 
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Tn gpito of occasional passagos of puro and bonutiful sontimont, 
of gontlo pathos, of dopth of thought, and of a folicity of dlos- 
oription unequallad by any othor poot of theso timos, tho poom 
is inoxprossibly tedions, from ita minutoness of dotail, and its 
gonoral fooblonags and yorbosity, 

‘Tho most prominont dofocts of Wordeworth’s gonius indiento, 
apparonily, a oortain ong-sidednasa of mind—~(tho rosult of his xo- 
oluso lifo)-—-and a aort of arrogant solf-suffloionoy that no writen 
in tho English langungo has dared to exhibit to so gront an ox- 
tont or in so ‘barofacod a manna, Moat poots soleet their best 
oſſoris for tho public oye, and do not imagino that thoy aro 
oqually, at all hoars, undor the inspiration of tho muso, A post 
is not always a poot. Ilo hgs his prosaic sido, and his momonts 
of ovdinary thought and fooling, whon ho ia in no dogroo distin- 
guishablo from other mon, But Wordsworth writes at nll limes 
and unidor all conditions, and scoms to fanoy that all ho writes 
is of oqual valuo, Io, thorofore, takes no pains to soloct or 
condonse his imagos and thoughts. Instoad of making a care- 
fal solootion of his boat idona in thoiy host form, ho froquontly 
prosonta us with tho vory drogs of his daily life, and with on oir 
of as much omphasis and solomnity as if it wore tho conoon- 
tratod ossenco of his noblost inspiration, Tho loaat hint that those 
oaroloas or dnfolicitous offusions of tho proso part of his natura 
aro inforior to tho bos productions of “his bost hours, is rocoived 
with 0. burst’ of soorn and indignation, Beonuso tho public 
Ieughod at his Potor Boll, and his Botty Foy, and Goody Blake, 
and Harry Gill, ho wrote an olaborato ossny to prove tho mon- 
strous position, that no truo poot could possibly bo popular in 
hie liſo · limo. 

Of tho atylo in which ho sponks of himaolt, and of his ori- 
tics mon of polaiod imnginations and indurated honrts’—tho 
following paragraph from ono of his profacos, is an amusing 
example -—~ 


And if, baaring {n"mind the many poots distinguished by thls primo qua. 
jity (imaginatien,) whoxo namos I omit to mention s yot justified hy a raool · 
Jootion of the inaults which the Ignorant, tho Inonpablo, and the Presump- 
tuous have heaped upon these and my other writings, I may be pormilted to 
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antioipatethe judgmont ofposterity upon myself) I ahall doclare (aonaurablo, 
I grant, i the notoriety af the fact above atatad doa not justify me) that T 
have givon, in theao unfhyorable thmas, evidence of oxettions of this faulty 
wpon its worthloat objects, the external untvorss, the moinl and religions 
sontimonts of man, his natural afvotions and acquired passions; whioh 
have the sama onnobling tendency as the produotions of mon, in this kind, 
worthy to be holdon in undying aomombranoo. 

From the concluding sentence of tho above oxtradt, the roador 
would imagine, that © poot who could thus porform tho part of 
his own trumpotor, would hardly onro much for tho assaulte of 
his onemios ; but tho passionate and bittor scorn—(a cloar proof 
that tho authov’a withors avo not unwrung)—with which ho trenis 
‘tho Ignorant, tho Incapable and tho Présumptuons,” who 
have dared to laugh at tho Lyrical Ballads, compels us 
to acknowlodgo, that oxtromo solf-setisfaction in not al- 
waya nn impenetrable coat of armouv agaist tho hostility of 
oritios.* 

It may now bo as woll, porhaps, to quote apooimons of tho sort 
of pootry which Wordsworth thinks it prudont to publish, and 
infamous to constiro, Toro is s poom which, wo supposo acvoril- 
ing to tho author, is “ worthy to bo holdon in undying xomdm« 
branoo.“ Wo givo it ontire — 


Anxoporn yor Farunna, ‘ 
Showlug how the practice of Lylig may bo saughts 
* 


T havo n boy of five yoars olid. 

Tis face ta fate and fresh to ado 
— Ilia Umba aro onat in boauty'a mould 
And doarly he lover mo, . 


One morn wo atrollod on our dry walk, 
Ortegitlet horia all dall (A view, | 

And hold auoh intermittod talk 

Ag wo wore wont to do. 





* Lord Joſſroy, by hig orltique on the Vrourclon, has aunk the aharnater 
of Scottish oritlolem to a state of the lowoat degradation? in the oyox of 
Wordsworth, who now apeaks ofSootland aa a ait te whieh this sort of 
ayted (a had oritte) seams natural? 


“ 
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My thoughts on formor ploaauroa ran 
T thonght of Kilve’s delightful shoro, 
Our ploasant home whon Spring bagan 
A long long yoar bofore, 


A day It was Whe I could boar 

Lo think, and chit, and dink again 5 

With so much happlnogs to spare 

T could not fool a pain. . 


My Boy waa by my aide, ao allm 
And gincoful in his ruatio dross, 
And oftontimos I talkod to him 
Ta vory idlonoss, 


Tho young Infibs ran a pratty race, 

Tho morning sun shone bilght and warm, 
* Kilva,” anid [, “was a plonsant place 

And go la Liswyn farm % 


* Ani toll mahadgoyzathor bo"? 
Taald, and hald hatd kin by the arity 
* AL Kilvo's amooth ahérd, by thé graon #on, 
Or horo at Llauyn farm f - ' = 


In carelosa mood, he looked at me 
Whilat stl J held him by the arm, 
? Ani sald “At Kilye Yd xathor be 
, than hore at Liswyn ſarm,“ 


a 


" Now, Uitte Biward, say why so? 
My litile Edward, fell,me why bem 

“7 cannot loll, J do not know! 

“Why this 1s atrange,’? enid I) 


5 “ For hora aro wootls and groon hilje warm: 
jong cc. oll ore. auxely. mag gga pongon bo 
Why you would ghango ayeet Llawyn fem 
For Kilvo by tho greon goa,” 


At thia my Boy hung down his head, 
» Ho blushed with shame, nor made reply; 
And five timos to thé ohild I unfd L 
“Why, Edward, tell me why t” 


a 
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IIls head he rafgad 3 there waa in aight 
Tt caught his eyo, he anw it plain— 
Upon the house-top, glitcoring bright, 

A broad and gilded vane, 


Thon did the boy hia tongue wileck, 
And thus to me ho mado roply 

 ALRilve thore was no weathoreock, 
And thal’a tho ronson why.” 


Oh dearest, donrost Boy | my heart 
For hottor lore would seldom year, 
Could I but tench tho hundredth part 
Of what from thee I loarn.ꝰ* 


Tho neodloss ropotition, of tho simple fnet, that tho fathor, in 
spoaking to his son, hold him by the am-—tho importance nt- 
tached to a child’s attompt to oxplain tho grounds of jis profor- 
onoo of one place to anothor, or to got rid of an idle and iin 
portunate quostion—and tho omphatio and oxaggoratod moral, 
in which tho poot protonds that ho lonrna a hundred timos moro 
from tho postorod boy’s roply, than ho (tho poot) with all his 
philosophy could tench, is poculiarly charnotovistio of Word- 
sworth’s worst stylo whon ho aims at a sort of innooont aim. 
plioity of manner, combined with profound sagncity of thought, 
and produces an oſſoot that is, in ronlity, supromoly fantastic, un- 
natural and ridioulous, 

Evory thing that Wordsworth aooa · oyory hing that ooouvs 
to him—tho most vulgar sights, tho most trivial inoldonts, ag. 
sumo, to his own mind, a degroo of importanoo that ts ubtorly 
incomprehensible to mon in gonoral, To mdols a beggar woman 
and hor brats in ie morning walk. Ilo must inform postority 
of it. Io carofully rocords in vorso, o frot which is to ho hold 
in “undying yomembranco,”’ that sho wore a long drab-colourod 
cloak, a whito exp on hor hoad and a mantle ronching to hoy 





* Whint {a { that the poot learns? aud In what way docu the poum show (acuords 
ing to tho iltlo) Aor tha praative of Tying may be aught? Landay arka, “if tho 
Ind told a We, why pralao him ao? on if ho spoko tho obvions truth, what hos ho 
taught Uo father?” 
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foot, It consciontionsly oonfossos that ho * could not know’? 


(thot is without an indesorous onquiry or oxumination) what sort 
of garmont was undor tho mantle, But lot us give the wholo 
affnir, andas Wordaworth boasta that all his pooms havo a 
purpoad, porliaps some ono will point out lo ua tho purposo of 
this ono. At prosont, it is as much « soorot to us as tho gip- 
soy’s undor-garmont, 


a 


Buegans, 


1 
She had a tall'a man’s height, or mores 
No bonnet agroened her from the haat; 
A Inge drah-oolorod cloak sho woro, 
A mautle reaching to hor dct, 
What other dvess sho had, I could not know; 
Only ashe woro a oap that was as white ae snow, 


2. 
Tu all my walks, through fleld or town, 
Suoh figura I had nover soon, 
Ter fou wan of Egyption brown: 
Fit porson was sho for a Quoon, 
‘To hont thoaa anolont Amazonian Most 
Or ruling bundiv's Wifo, among tho Grogotan Islos.* 


* 8 
Noſoro moe bogging did sho stand, 4 
: Pouring ot aorrows liko n soa; 
Griot aftor griof;—ywn Unglish land, 
Suoh woo I know could novor bos 
And yot a boon I gave hor; for the creature 
‘Was boautiful td'soo; “a Wood of glorious feature?” 
* 


4. 
Left hor, and purauod my way, A 
And soon before mo did oapy 
A pote of Uttls béye at play, 
Chasing a ovlmeon buttorfly 3 
‘Tho lattor followad with his hat in hand, 
_ Weroatltod round with yollow flowora, the gayoat of the Innd, 


— — — — — — 
* This atanaa ia on oxcoptlon to the roat of tho poom, It {ernther pootioal. 
* 
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6. 
Tho othor wore a ximloas arown 
‘With leaves of laurel atuok about: 
Ana thoy both followed up and down, 
Baioh whooping with a merry shout: 
In thoir pntornal features I conld traca 
Unquostionable linea of that wild auppliuyt's ſaoo. 


6, 
Thoy bolted on mo thna, and lo! 
Each roady with a plaintive whino ; 
Said I, “Not half an hour ago 
Your mother has had alms of mine.” 
That cannot he,” one anaworad; “she ts dood. h. 
“ Nay but I gave hor ponoo, and sho will buy you broad | 


a 
“ Sho has boon dead, Sir, many p doy x” 
“ Swoot boys you're tolling ino 4 Hoy 
Yt was your Mothor ag T say" 
And in tho twinkling ofan eyo 
"Come, coma!” orled one, and withont moro ado, 
Of to somo othor play thoy both together low. 


“TJ onnnot,” says Wordaworth, in ono of hia Profacos, ba ins 
sensible of tho prosent outory againat tho triyiality and moan. 
noss both of thought and Inngungo, which some of my contom- 
poraries (11) have oocnaionally introduced into thelr motriont 
compositions ; and I acknowlodgo that this fofoct, whoro it 
oxists, is moro dishonorable to tho writo@s own charactor than 
falao roflnomont or arbitrary innovation, though I should oon- 
tond, at tho samo timg, that it is ſar loss pornicious In tho eum 
of its consaquencos, From auch voraos, tha pooms in this 
volume will bo found distinguished, at lonst by ono mark of dif. 
forones, that cach of thom las a worthy purpose,” The owtory 
against some of his contemporaries for triviality and moannces / 
‘This is vich, indeod, Ig thoro any modern post, who has boon 
so aasailod with univorsel ridioule for this vory fault, aa Worda- 
worth himsolf, or who has so koonly folt or go loudly complained 
of tho objootion? Toa chargo of trivinlity and moannoss too 
many of his lyrical ballads most juatly oxposed him, though 
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somo few of thom avo, undoubtedly, nmongst tho most bonutifyl 
Little pooms in tho language. 

Thore is a fault in Wordsworth that has not, porhaps, beon 
notood by tho critics, bub must have boon ofton felt by tho 
roador, which is a trick of inaortiug proaaio mattor, or qualifying 
clanaos, in tho midat of pasangos “Intondod, to bo olevated and 
postioal, ‘Tho following aro oxamplos. With a vory little 
trouble, a thousand moro might bo soloctod from tho pages of 
tha samo wrilor ;— 


My fatho. was a good and pious man, 
An honast man by honest parents bred, 
And J betieveghat, soon as I bogan 
Xo Nap, ho mada mo kneel beside my bad, 
And in his hearing tharo fy prayers T said. 
O happy time of youthful lovers (thus 
My story nay bogin) O valmy tno, 
In which a Jovo-knot on a Jndy's brow 
Is fulioy tha the fitrost ati iW’ hokronl 
— 

women Tt poomod a day 
CT speak of one from thany singled alt) 
Ono of thos hoavonly daya which cannot dio. 

. And In our vaonnt mood, 
Not aoldom did wo stop to watoh sono tuit 
Of dandolfon vood or thintio’s board, 
Wnt aklninad tho erftfiea af che dondl onlin lake, 
Syddonly halting now-a llfoloss stand | 
And atariing off again with fronk as sudden, 
In allits sportive wandorings, all the while 
Making roportof an invisible broo⸗ o 
That wag ils wings, ita chaviat, and ite horse, > 
Tta playmato—rather aay ite morlng souls 

ae 
odin ⸗ 


° yom 





Thou 
Art paaing to and fro thé vestal'a dack 
In somo far rogion, Hero, while o'er my head, 
At evoty isipuleo of tho moving braozo 
‘The Atogrove murmurs, with a son-liko sound, 
Alono I troad this path; for aught 7 inoio, a 
Timing my atops to thine. 


x3 
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—— Tho intonded pile, which would havo boon 
Some quaint odd plaything of olaborato akill, 
80 that, T guega, tho Unnol and tho thrush, 
And othor little huildera who dwell hore, 
Tad wondered al tho work, 
as 2 08 — 
Yet further-—many, I hollavo, thera are 
Who von life of virtuous dooenoy t 
Men who oan hoar the Doonloguo, and fool 
No golf-roproacl. 
RPITAPI, 
Not without hoavy grief dtd ho 
On whom the duty fell (for af that tne 
‘Tho fathor sofournod in a diatant lands) 
Deposit in the hollow of this Tomb 
A Inothor's child, most tondorly holoved I 
Tne FLOWaR ov Love Kina pimubiwes. 
Won thus aloopa 
(Sentient by Groolan soulpture’s marvellous powor) 
‘Shua Jeans, with hanging brow and body hont 
Faithyard, in uncomplaining languishmont 
Tho dying gladiator, Lo, sad flower t 
(‘Vis Pancy guidas mo willing to bo led, 
Though by a slondur thread.) 
So drooped Adonis, bathed In sanguine dow, 
Of Inia donth wound, y 


The book which in my hand 
Tad oponod of ltaelſ (for tt sway swolton 
With searching damp, and sovnlngly had lain 
Xo the tyjurtous alononts exposed ‘ 
From woek to week) T ſonnil to he a work 
Tn tho Froneh tongno, a novel of Vottaire—~ 
Tis fpnous Optimal, ‘ 


Thoso prosaic asides’* ond cool oxplanations, giva a chook to 


, 








* Thoy romind us of Bentloy's proaalo allorations of Milioni 


Original, 
Our torments algo may, in length of timo, 
Nooomo our olomonia. 


Tnproved by Bentloy. 
Thon, as was well obsar vod, our Lormonta may 


Beaomo our elements, 


a 
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tho reador’s omotion, and croate an impression that the author 
himaclf ia nol in carnest, In almost any other writer, wo should 
alivibute tho foult to an ossontially unpoetical tomporamont, 
and ovon in his onsa, it cortainly indicates a wont of passion. 
Tho has rather too much command aver his own Soclings to be 
always zuro of carrying the roador with ‘him; and, on thig ao· 
count nothing can bo loss offvative than somo of his Qslos,* 
Naturo noyor intondod him for a lyrical or a dramatic poet, 

In tho courso of his travels, Wordsworth happons to moot a 
gaily-dvossod nogro woman in a conch. She had boon * driven” 
from Branco :—thfs tho poor outcast ‘ did doclaro’’ to tho pont, 
and tho poot “did” think {} necossary to doolaro tho samo to 
tho public 

BONNET, 

‘Wo had a follow passonger who camo 
From Calais with us, gaudy tn array, 
A nogro woman Iiko a Indy gay, 
Yot allont ag a woman fearing blame; 
Dejeatod, mock, yoa pitiably tame: 
Sho anta, from nolloo turning not ayny, 7 
But on our profforod kindnoss still did Jay 
Awolght of langutd apooch,—or at thd samo 
‘Wan ailont, mottonloss In oyos and ſaoo. 
Sho waa a nogro woman drivon from Trance, 
,alooſdd, Wo al] othara of that raoo, 

* Not one of vhpm may now And footing tharo ; 
‘This tho poor ouloaat did to us deolnro, 
Nor murmured at tho unfooling ordinance, 

This fochlo, common-placo, mattor-of-faot atalomont has no 
oluim to bo called pootry, nor should it bo callod a aonnot, It is 
« q woight of languid apooch.” Of all poome, tho sonpot 
domnnds tho most finish ond gomprossion. Tho #oxmination, 
though it nood not bo absolutely pointed or epigrammatio, 
ought to gatldfy tho oar and mind with a songo of complotonoss 5 
the mugio and tho sontimont ought to bo brought to 0 closo, 
so correspondtnt and ontiro, thgt tho reador should havo 
no ronson to suppose that the poct has loſt any thing unsaid 
which it wos his intention, to aay. Tho sonnot isenct liko 


ie Oy 
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a singlo stanun ont of ite placo and requiring a successor, Tt 
48, or ought to be, complete in itaell. A thought, or imago, or 
incident, which cannot, without injury, be comprosacd within 
tho limits of tho sonnot, should bo ombodiod in somo other 
form of vorsa, ‘The aubataneo of a sonnet, liko that of an ogg, 
should oxactly ocoupy tho spaco allotted to it. Wordsworth's 
*somnots, admirable as many of thom aro, havo bean tho subjoot 
of vory indiscriminate laudation amongst tho oritios of tho day, 
hoy aro, too ofton, so fooblo, and prosaic, and imporfaot, that, 
if offercd anonymously ns contributions to the vory periodicals 
which praise thom with so mueh onthusingm, “thoy would bo ro- 
jected with oontompt. Porhaps about ten ora dozon in onch 
contonary nro as fino, or oven finor, than any in tho language ; 
but tho rest, unhappily, aro consplouous ſailuros, boing doflotont 
in oloyntion, strongth, unity, purpose, and compactness, 
Wordsworth’s matchloss solf-complaconcy rondora it quite 
impossible for him to undortako tho difloult task of solf-oriti« 
oism. What a blossing, thoroforo, it would bo to this most un. 
oqual writer, and not loss to himeolf than to tho public, if ho 
oould bo porsuadod to aubmit all his porforniancoa to tho un- 
sparing pruning-knifo of somo judicious friond | ~Wordaworth’s 
vlanx.vorao is ofton qulte. as dofoctive as his worst’scnnote, It 
is wanting in somo of tho essontinl qualitios of int noblo mon. 
sure, Moro proao, ovon ologant proso,edividod by tho printoy 
into linos of ton ayllablos without rhymo, ts nob binuk-vorso, 
Hors and thore a lino may bo admitted into good blant-vorso, 
thot would ndt bo out of ite plaoo in good propaga; but tho gono- 
rol oharaotor af tho verification ought not to rosomblo a proso 
talo or ossay; for though olovation or bonuty or forced of 
thought and imngory may confor tivo dignity on vory simple 
and. oolloquial diction, thoro are, in ovory long poom, cortain 
subordinate or connesting passages that avo nooossorily somo- 
what undertoned, and roquire, in tho cage of blank-vorge, oon- 
siderable comprossion, grontevarioty in tho muais, somo dogroo 
of Inversion, and somo strongth and flrmnoas of moyoment, to 
Snstoit fy character, and resouo gnd distinguish it from moro 


. 
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prose. But Wordsworth pours himaclf out with auch a «Total 
fooility,”” and is so onsily pleased with hia own porformancos, 
that no true poot bofore him hag ovor writton so much plain 
proso in moasurod ayllablozs. his accounts for tho oxtraordi- 
nary and todious longth of his Beowrsion, which forme only o 
portion of a poom ontitled Zhe Leoluse, Ifa poot onco take 
it into his hond that all ho thinks, ond fools, and doos, and all 
ho gvritos and publishes is of oqual dignity and oqual intorost 
and ‘valuo, ho may vory soon produce waggon-londs of vorso, 
vory onsy to write, but vory hard to read. Lot his gonius, 
howovor, bo what it may, postovity will bo apt to fling aside tho 
ontira ponderous cargo with disgust and socom. It will novor 
toko tho trowble to hunt through vast quartos of vorsifiod progo 
for occasional passagos of oven tho most rosplondont merit, nor, 
in tho erowdod yohiclo of fama, givo placo to a traveller, who 
packs up his goods, hoyovor procious, in vast, unwieldy bales 
of atraw and cotton, ‘Thoso roriarks aro nob to bo appliod in 
thoir full foreo to Wordsworth in partioulay, .but, aro moant to 
support a gonoral principle, against which, howoyar, Jic has too 
ofton sinned in a maznor that cannot but griovo all thogo of his 
admivors vhoao adhorenco is of valuo. As I do not wish to 
wonry tho render with unfavorable quotations, but a single spo 
olmon shall bo givon of tho sort of proso in vorso to which Words- 
worth vonthrds to givo tho namo of pootry, and to publish as 
worthy of his bigh and unquostlonablo gonius, 

‘Thua in his Pathos sight tho Boy grow up: 

And now when ho had ronchod his oightoonth yoar, 

Tlo*waa his comfort and his daily hope, 

While in tia sort tho almplo houschold lived 

From day to day, to Michael's eat thoro cama 

DiwfrogsMb-tldingd. Long bofoyo the tnd 

Of whlah I speak, the shepherd had Leon bound 

In sutoty for this brother's aon, a man 
+ Of an industrious life and ample means. 

a But unforosoon misfortunca suddenly 

Tad prorsed upon him—and old Miohael now 

‘Waa summoneil to discharge tha forfoliure, 

A grievous popalty, but litilo leas 

. Thon half his atbstanee, 


a 
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* * * . ‘ * 

Thore’s Rlohard Batoman, thought sho to horselft 

Teo was Parish boy—at tha Chnroh door 

‘Fhoy made a gathering for him, ahillings and penco, 
And half-ponnics, wherewith the nelghhoura bought 

A basket which they Mled with padtlarta waves, 

And with tho basket on lita arm, tho lad 

Went up to London, found a master (here, 
Who out of nuny chose the trnsty boy 

To go and overlook his meichandizo 

Beyond the seas; where ho grew wondrous rich 

And left estates and monies to tho poor, 

And at hia birth-placo ult a chapel Noofd 
‘With marblo, which ho rant fom forolgn lands, 

These thoughts, and many others of like sort, 

Passed quickly Mrough the mind of Taahol, 

Ter countenance brightonod. ‘Tho old mai was glad, 
Ani thus rested ;-—Woll, Lanbol | this schomo 
These two days has deon moat and di tuk tome, 


This diſſuso and fooblo vorsified proso affords an illustration of 
a charactoriatio fault in Wordsworth. Ilo talcos too much notioo 
of non-ossontials, Io is too fond of such minnto oxplunations 
and familie dotails ag may properly bo inoludod in a plain proao 
navrativo, but which are quite out of place in pootionl compo- 
sition, Pootry is truth——bift it is not ald tenth thal is pootry. 
Tt may toll of tho loss oy noquisition of » lortunb, And tho oon · 
soquont emotion of griof or joy; but ib duva not proaant au ad« 
count-ourroné $9 the render, 

Whon« Wordsworth wrolo his lyrical ballads, ho was woddod 
to his theory about simplicity incontinent snd Motion ; but bis 
vory anxicty to arriyo at the end in viow dofoatod his purpose, 
A. prodotorminod simplicity in pootry is apt to end lilo pro- 
conoortod wit in oonvorsation—in affovtation and dianppointment, 
Mon who write naturally, do so without an oflort, Shakspoaro 
and Burns havo nover boon surpassed in strokes of simplo 
naturo, bué thoy had no theory fo support, aud did mot roquiro 
to write learned ossays to provo that (holy simplicity was gonuine, 
They had neb to complain that mon ridiculed or disdained thoit 
vorsos, or that their oritios woro porsong of  palsled imagination 
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and indurated hoarts,” ‘hele aimplioity shooks no man, and:ls 
folt. and appreciated by ovory render of ordinary capacity and un- 
aophisticatod taste. Whon tho critics of tho day attempt to aup- 
port the claims of tho poot of simple naturo by metaphysival zpo · 
oulation and olaborato and ingonious theorios, thoy indirectly 
condown theif cliont. ‘Lhoir pralso is tho sovorost satire. Phoy 
ponat that it ta only tho giftod £6 who-oan wndorstand tho post, 
who yot protonds to havo * fitlod to motrical arrangomont tho 
yon] langungo of mon in a stato of vivid aonsntion,”’ , 
Wordsworth commonced his caveor os a poot with a thoory 
aboué simplicity, which in praotiso ho carriod to an oxtromo that 
called down upon him for many yoars incossant showars of 
ridioulo and sarcasm, Ilo might possibly havo continuad to this 
day to ponr forth his frvorito absurditios with a gravo and 
majostio aly of untroublod solf-complaconcy, if ho had not Leon 
at Inst woaned from auch infantile associations by tho oxamplo 
of some of tho most ominont of his contomporarics, who rushed 
{uto those cloudy togtous of mystical philosophy, which for somo 
yoars past, havo boon rogardod ns’thd only logitimato haunt of 
tha musos. Tho most obstinate nnd aolfdepehdont genius fa 
moro or loss allootod by tho spirit of his ago and the mannors 68 
thoao who oxorciso their powors in tho samo dopartmont of ‘tb 
or acicnco. ‘Though Wordsworth began by writing for littl 
childvon, in a stylo caviare to tho maturo mind, ho now addrosses 
his pootrysto, tho aubtlost motaphysicions, and inn tono tho most 
ponipous and consequential. Io now too dondoaoonda to uso 
thoso ordinary ornamonts and that conventional phrascclogy 
which he originally rofocted with so much disdain, In his moro 
ambitions blank-vorso productions, ho is quito as atiltod as Akon+ 
sido himself, while in his smaller rhymed pooma, ho usos all the 
common artiſtoos of vorsifiention, The dissimilnritios of stylo 
and in quality, of moult fn tho various worke of thia writer nro 
quito aurprizing, Wo dud a tivinlity aud meannoas of aubjoot 
and. troatmont contraated with tho most solomn Jogsons of the phi- 
losophor,, and tho most homely diction with tho most ambitious, 
Thoso inconeistonoios can enly bo roconciled or undorstood by a 
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atudy of tho history and charaotor of Wordeworth’s mind, with 
a copstant roforenco to tho changos that have como over tho 
yltoratura of tho poriod. Ilia works thomsolvos, if porusod with. 
out the light which te te bo dorived from thia study and ro. 
foronco, would puaald tho most discorning eritic, who should 
wish to form a cloar conception of tho writor’s gonins, 

It is not truce that what ia called tho roal language of mon in 
vulgar lifo is tho flutost for pootry, but ovon if ib woro truo, 
Wordawortli's practise would not support his thoory, for no ruatic 
thinks and apoaks in real lifo like ratios in the pages of 
Wordsworth. Its almplicity is not tho simplicity of a floah and 
Dlood ploughman, nor do wo moot in roal life with auch a philo. 
sophical podlar as he hes ohoson for tho hora of tho Jveurston, 
Milton's languago is not tho langungo of common lif. Eyon 
tho simplicity of Burns and Shakeponro—though so much 
noaxor to voal life than Wordswotth's—de not idontdally that of 
tho vulgnt, It is noten tov voporb of men's actual words, 
Tt has not tho sort of truth which is looked for in a book liko 
Wright's Mornings in Bou-stroot. So long as tho fooling is 
givon, the poot ig not anxious to progorvo orrors and poouliaritlos 
of grammar and pronunciation. Ilo is not disposod to giva a 
pioturo of things barcly as they ave, Iis imagination Ungos 
tio humblosb cbjoots, na tho aun tonchos with huos of glory tha 
most worthless wood, or tho, atump of an old troo, ‘Tho musa 

. ‘tome 

Bodlos to aptelt by aublimatlonttranga, 
Wo fool that thoro is an ossontinl difforoneo betwoon tho Inns 
guage of pootry and that of proso, though it tsdiffloult to doſtno 
it, Poatfonl wordd at ondo kindle pootionl nsacaladions—~prosalo 
words bring dow tlio mlud to'mattors OF fom Let a common 
rustio and a highly odfeated man bo called upon to dosorite a 
aoono in nature, or an ovont connestod with human omotion, and 
which would givo ws the mosb truo and thorofers pootiont stato~ 
mont? Assuroily not tho frst. ‘Tho ruatia’s idens avo narro 
and confused, and his voorbulary limited and monn, 

But onough of Wotdaworth’s *tefoots, Ib i an upploasing 
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tnak to noſioo thom. Lot us now turn to the brightor side, of 
tho picture, Though Wordsworth is not in tho first rank of 
British poots, ho ia undoubtedly tho grontest poot of his timo, 
Ilo cannot tako his seat by the sido of Milton, bué his throne is 
higher than thatof any othor Ilving potoniato of Parnassus, 
Tlis pootry has not the passion of Byron, the rich dronminoss of 
Coloridgo or Sholloy, tho sparkling fanoy of Moore, oy tho onorgy 
and prosision of Gompholl ; but in oplm dopth of thonght, and in’ 
tho oveasional production of thoso soparate and indopondent Jinos 
or stankas, which at onoo booomo an imporishablo addition to the 
spiritual woalth of tho country, ho loaves thom all far bohind 
him, In his truly olassienl Laodamia thoro is on 


Telysian beaut}, molancholy grace, 


which makos a gront doal of our popular postry scom misorably 
common-placo or morotricious, Hyon in tho too prolix Wucursion 
there avo Lats igh gf _Bunpngat 4 QUE Ny onl it it ia doplorable to 
think how much thoy” aro ht ae gonoral oyo by tho 
mage of inforlor maltor with which they uro connected, If 
«my renor should think that we havo beon a little too froo in 
somo of our commonts on this poot, ho will not, wo hopo, aoouso 
us of ill will or wnfairnosa, To show that wo havo no dosiro 
to lonyo upon the rondor’s mind on unfavourable opinion of 
Wordsworth, wo havo rogorvod our prio for tho conclusion of 
thts orluiquo, aid follow it up with a aolootlon of a number of tho 
moalaxquiaite gome that ato to bho found aoatlorod ovor his works, 
* Te will bo diMloult to look’ af thom without fooling that warm ad- 
miration towards thé gifted writer which makos all oritical 
objoctions scom almost oqually disagroonblo and impertinent, But 
ib fe the ~ ~duty of oxiticiam to point out dofoots as woll aa oxool· 
lonoios, fort oman nage negara a nation as 
an indiscriminate landition ovd'of {te host writors, 
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SONNET GOMPOSRD UPON WRATMINETRR BRIDGE, 


Earth has not any thing to show moro fatr; 
Dull would ho bo of soul who could pags by 
A sight so tonohing in ils majoaly 

This city now doth ike a garment tvear 

The beauty of the morning ; silout, bare, 
Ships, toworg, domos, theatres and temples Ie 
Open unto tho fields and to tho aky j 

All bright and glittering In tho smokeless alt, 
Novor did sun moro boantifully stoop 

In his frat splondour, valloy, rook or hill ; 
No'or saw I, novor folt, a calm so doop t,, 

The river gudoth at his own sweod wilt; 

Dear God ! tha very houses wom aslaep 

And alt that mighty huart ts lying stilt t 


THE WAGGONER IN A aTORM. 


The rain rushod down, tho rond was battered, 
Aa with tho foroo of billows shattered ; 
Tho horses avo dismayed, nor know 
Whothor thoy ahould stand or yo; 

And Bonjamin is groping noar them, 

Sooa nothing and can soaracly hoar them, 
TYo is nstounded,--—wondor not 

‘With auoh a charge in sush a apot; 
Aatowndod In tlio mountain Bap, 

By pons of thunder, olap on clap) : 
And mony a torror-atrtking Anh) 

And somawhere, aa tt xoons, 0 crash 

Among the rooks ; with wolght of rata, 
And tullon motions, long and slow, 

That lo aUboary ‘alates gam 

THI brogking in upon tho dying atrain, 

A ronding o'or hia hoad begins tho fray ngatnt 


. 


* 


A MARL 


Tho havo is running racos in hor mirth 1 

And with hor foot, sho from the plinahy oatthys 
Ralace a miat, that, glittering In the aun, 

Rune with Aor all tho way whorovor sho doth run, 


anagt 
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A RIL 


rents TE quivers down the hill, 
Burrowing its shallow way with dubious will, 


A STORM. 


Untimoly thundors grow! ; 

White treos, dém-soon, in frengiod numbers tonr 

Lhe Ungoring remnant of their yellou hairs 

And shivoring wolvos, surprizod with darkuoss, how), 
As if tho aun woro not, 





A NAPPY WANDERER, 


Lovo he had found%n huts where poor men lie; 
IlIis daily tonchors had beon woods and rills, 
Tho stance that és in the stars y sky, 

The sleep that_is among tho lonely hills. 


———— 


It io a boantodus ovoning, calm anil froor © 
Tho holy time is quict as a nun 
Bronthtoss with adoration ¢ 


ANOTUUR DESORPTION OF BRVENING. 


— 





Wnilo day's purplo ayo 
Ta gontly closing with the flowora of spring; 
Witon o'on tho motion of nn angol’s wing 
Would intorrupt tho tntonse tranquillly 

OF ailont hills and move than ailont sky. 


PO“TA, 


Saris de with them and oternal pratao 
Roots, who on oarth Havo mitdo fs hoira 
midipiee GHA, by Lonvohly lays! 
Oht might my namo bo neumborea amongat theirs, 
‘Thon gladly would I ond my mortal days, 


CHEERFULNESS, 


A. chcorful life is what (he Muaca loye, 
A soaring spirit is thelr primo daliglit. 
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HUMAN CHANGE AND IMPURIKOTION, 


— — — — Hab alue, 

Vain oavth | falso world! Foundations mual bo lald 
In Nonven; for midst the wreek of Ze nid twas, 
Things ncomplote and purpoxes betrayed 

Make sadder transits o'er irnth's mystle glare 

Than noblest objects utterly decayart, 


RAPIDITY .OF TOU, 

Aga dart: 

Clenvos the blank aly, Life loa: now every day 
Ts but a glimmering spoke in te swift wheet 

Of the vovolulug: tooo, 





& rows 
And den ja homeliſe moddet looks 
And olad in homely rueset hrowu? 
THe murnurs by the running brovks 
4 musie aiooolor than thelr own, 


Hois retired as noontide dow, 

Or fountain in n noonday grovo; 
Ani you must lovo hin, ore to you 
He witl soom worthy of your lous. 


6URING, 


T hoard a thousand blondod notes, 
While In a grovo T ant raallnod, 





And much it grieved my hoart to dale 
Whatman hua made of man. 
THE PROGRESS OF A DARK AND TROUBLED MIND, 


: a 
Tho Intellectual powSs, through words.and Uuinga, 
‘Wont sounding om · ·a · dlin nnd porilous way, 


‘BEMARKESON: Tun SOnwDY vu WORDSWORG 7408 


* A ROMNES OF MI8% 





aii gutorxod, with the hops, 
lookgt at mo 









—— and, ay down wy roh 
‘Wapt bittorly, I wiat not what to do, 
‘Orhow to apoak'to hor. Poor Wrotoh! AtJast 
“Sho yoso from: off hor scat, and thon—olt1 an 
I ognnot toll how she pronounced my nano 
‘With forvont loyo, and with a ſaod of grlof 
Unustorably liolplous. Evormore 
Ver oyolids droopod; hor eyes woro downward onst ; 
And whon sho at {or tablo gave mo food, 
Sho did not look at me, Ter voice was low, 
Her body was subdued. “In overy aot 
Portaining to hor house aſſalrs, appeared 
Rath: 
Solf-onpnt 
Aro like an idle maitor, St i 
But yot no motton of tho bronst was pion 
No heaving of tha:heayt,,.. While by the fro 
‘Wo ant togathor, al Me on my. ent, 
I know not why, and hardly whoneo thoy oamo. 
Her Jufant babos 
Had from tts mothor caught tho irlok of grief,” 
: And alghod among ita playthingg, 
















A COUNTRY GINKy 


No mato, no oomrado, Lucy know, 
Shé dwelt on a wide moor,—— 
Tho sweetest thing Mat qver grow 


Deglda,g.hayman Rear fex 


4 i ad WMAUTY, 


A violot by a mossy stone, 
Half hidden from tho eyo,. 
Fale an’a atar, whon. onfy,one. 
Te-shining in tho-wky | 


nw 
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qiaengeeioNa LyPT ON THN MIND AY BONO AND pusaio. 
And whon tho atroam 
‘Which, ovorflaywod the soul, waa passed away, 
‘A dorisolonenges romainod that 1 had loft, 
Depostha pon the silent shore 
Of momory, imagos and proclous thoughts 
Vhal ahall not ilo, and cannot he doatroyed. 


TIE CHASKLYSS ROLL OF SHA-WAVHAL 


Aydt aoo the children sporting on the ahora, 
And hear the mighty waters rolling over nore lt 


DEBP THOVGIITS, 


Ta mo tho maanast almplest flowora that blow 
Can ralao np thoughts that 12 Loo doop for tonrs, 


A NEBBALD MOON. OM MIND, 


y 
hat blosead mood” 
Tn Siren te a is mystory, 


In which the heavy and the woary waight 
Of all this unintelligible world, 

Ia lightonod ;—that aorono and bloaaoil mood 
In which tho affections gantly load us on, 
Until the broath of this corporant form, 
And o'on tho motion of our human blood 
Almost suspondod, wo are Ind asloop 

Tn hody, and boooms a living aoul + 

‘Wille with an oyo made quit by thy powor 
Of hammony, and tho oop powor oF Joy, 
‘Wo soott into the fo of things, 


* A praange In also of poutry tn the Shepherd's Lanting of Witilor yrerh yerhnpa 
suggested tho above linos, 
Tordivita aktit pyghe tio this, 
‘Thut from, ovary" —D Tow 
J could somo infonttOn draw, 
And raiza ploaeuro to the helght 
By tho moonost objoote sigh 5 
By tho murmur of 0 spring, 
Or tho loaal hough’s ruatling, 
By a duisy, whose leavos aproail 
Bhut when Titan your"to bed ; 
Oro shady bush or lxoo tordo, Sor 
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Tt wouJtl ho idlo to praiso such pnssmgor ab thoag. No ono. who 
Knows whng pootry and thought avo; ipod-fo ba -told fhite ho 
who producod thom is a poot ond o thinkor of no ordinary 
charactor, 


YH AND 


NOTES TO LITERARY CHIT-CHAT, 


ee 


Page 6, Una 14 frim the top. 

“Te 4a duo tha zu oonvorantion Machulity ling spokon of Southoy na id 
greatest writer of the tige, but in the roviow of tha Collogiilos on Soototy'* 
in’ tho Edinburgh’ Rovio, (subactuontly. publighod in Macaulay's colloatod 
Biimys,) Southay's intellgottal oharaolor fs (rontoit ſar loss Indulgantly, Ih, 
ſaot it is orhapa thosovorest and ablost oritioiém of any lOngth. that Southey 


ovor oriboiintored, 





Page 275, line 6 from the tope 
Bingo tli}a numbor of tho — Chit-Chat proud: Uitagighatho — 


nugnaa ſays aaah ual Maw asof Shelliywiln ohating.. thar Stiin 
era at —* makos tho suoond algtian run ARs 
followa i : 


‘The sun is warm, tho sky le cloayy 1: 
Pho waves mo danalng frat and Bilgiit, 
Rluo islos and anowy: mavniaina wear 
‘Tho purplegnoonts dundroni might ¢ 
Tho brad ‘at UG.vent atid wi Awl 


Around ile unoxpant 


This alanan aoema doomod to bo the-spéit ofoilltora’ and printorg, and a 
puzzle to ovory xondor. 


